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A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


CHAPTKIi L 

Thr morning-room of a largo house in Portman Square, Loniou, 

A gentlcimau in the priino of life stood with his elbow on the 
broad mantel-piece, and made himself agyeeable to a young lady, 
seated a little way oil', playing at work. 

To tiio oar he was only conversing ; but his eyes dweltPon 
her with laying admiration all the time. Her posture was 
favourable t ^jlihis furtive instfection, for she leaned her fair bead 
over licr work with a pretty, modest, demure air, that seemed to 
say, ‘ 1 suspect I am being admired : I will not look to see ; 
might have to check it.’ 

The gentleman’s features were ordinary, except his brow — 
tljat had power in it — but he had the beauty of ^olonr; his sun- 
burnt features glowed with health, and his eye was bright. On 
the whole rather good-looking when ho smiled, but ugly when 
ho fi^wned ; for his frown was a scowl, and betrayed a remark- 
able power of liatiiig. ‘ ^ 

Miss Arabella llrnce was a beauty. She had glorious masses 
of dark red hair, and a dazzling white neck to set it off; large 
dove-like ayes, and a blooming oval face, which would have 
been classical if her lips had been thin and finely chiselled ; but 
hole came in her Anglo-Saxon breed, and spared society a 
Minerva, by giving her two full and rosy lips. They made a 
smallish mouth at rest, but parted ever so wide when they 
smiled, and ravished the beholder with long even rows of 
dazzling white teeth. 

Her figure was tall and rather slim, but not at all commanding. 
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There are people whose very bodies express character ; and this 
tall, supple, graceful frame of Bella Bruce breathed womanly 
subservience ; so did her gestures \ she woi^ld take up or put 
down her own scissors half timidly, and look round before thread- 
ing her needle, as if to see whether any soul objected. Her 
favourite word was ‘ May I V with a stress on the ‘ May,' and 
she used it where most girls would say ‘ I will,^ or nothing, and 
do it. 

Mr* Bichard Bassett was in love with her, and also conscious 
that her fifteen thousand pounds would be a fine addition to liis 
present income, which was small, though his distant expectations 
were great. As he had known her but one month, and she 
seemed rather amiable than inflammable, he had the prudence to 
proceed by degrees ; and that is why, tliough his eyes gloated 
on her, he merely regaled her with the gossip of the day, not 
worth recording here. Bui, when he had actually taken his hat 
to^^go, Bella Bruce put him a <iuestion that had been on her 
mind the whole time ; for which reason she had reserved it to 
the very lost moment. ' 

I Is Sir Charles Ik.se^*- *ntown V said she, mighty rareicssly, 
but bonding a little lowei *er her embroidery. 

‘ Don’t know,’ sa* i Bichard Bass'^tt, with m i a sudden 
brevity ^nd asperity that Miss Bruce looked up ana opened her 
lovely eyes. IMr. Bichard Bas.sott replieil to this mute inquiry. 

don’t speak,’ Then, after a pause, ‘ lie has robbed me of 
my inheritance.’ « 

‘ Oh, Mr. Bassett I’ 

‘ Yg 3^ Miss B^uce, the Bassett and Hunterconibe estates were 
mine by right of birth. My father was tlie eldest son, and 
they were entailed on him. But Sir Charles’s father persuaded 
my old doting grandfather to cut off the entail, and settle the 
estates ©n him and his heirs ; and so they robbed mo of every 
acre they could. Luckily my little estate of Highmore was 
settled on my mother and her issue, too tight for the villains to 
undo.’ 

These harsh expressions, applied to his own kin, and the 
abruptness and heat they were uttered with, surprised and f 
repelled his gentle listener. ’ She shrank a little away from him. 
He observed it. She replied not to his words, but to her own 
thought. 

‘ But after all it does seem hard.’ She added with ft little 
fervour, * But it wasn’t poor Sir Charles’s doing after all.* 
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*He is contont to reap the beneht/ said Bichard Bassett 
sternly. 

Then, finding he was mating a sorry impression, he tried to 
get away from thS subject ; I say tried, for till a man can doable 
like a hare ho will never get away from his hobby. 

‘ Excuse me,’ said he ; ‘I ought never to speak about it. Let 
us talk of something else. You cannot enter into my feelings — 
it makes my blood boil.. Oh, Miss Bruce I you can't conceive 
what a disinherited man feels — and I live at the very door : his 
old trees, that ought to be mine, ding their shadows over iny 
little llowcr-beds \ the sixty chimneys of Huntercombo Hall look 
down on ray cottage ; his acres of lawn run up to my little 
garden, and nothing but a ha-lia between us.' 

at is hard,' said Miss Bruce composedly; not that she 
entered into a hardship of this vulgar sort, but it was her nature 
to soothe and please people. 

* Hard !' cried Bi chard Baasott, encouraged by even this faint 
sympathy ; ‘it would be unendurable but for one thing — ^fshall 
have riy own some day.' 

‘ T am glad of said he Icdy ; ’*but hos\ V 
‘ By outliving the wrongful ueii*.' » 

Miss turned pale. She had little e? porieiice of men’s 

passions. '*h, Mr. Bassett 1' sai 1 she — and tliere was som v 
thing pure and holy in tlie look of sorrow and alarm ifeb-* <;ast on 
the presumptuous speaker — ‘pray do nvt cherish boch thoughts,^ 
They will do you liarm. And remember lile and death are not 

in our Hands. Besides ' 

‘Well?' 

* Sir C'harles might ’ 

‘Well V 

^ Might he not — ^marry — and have children f This with 
more hesitation and a deeper blush than appeared absolutely 
necessary. * 

‘ oh, there's no fear of that Property ill-gotten never de- 
scends. Charles is a worn-out rake ; he wasf^ at Eton— fast 
at Oxford — fast in London. AVhy, lieTSlif^n years older 
than I, and he is three years younger. He had a fit two years 
ago. Besides, he is not a marrying man. Bassett and Hunter- 
combe will be mine. And oh! Aliss Bruce, if ever they are 
mine ' 

‘ Sir Charles Bassett !' trumpeted a servant at the door ; and 
then waited, prudently, to know whether his young lady, whom 

1-2 
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he had caught blushing so red with one gentleman, would be at 
home to another. 

‘ Wait a moment,* said Miss Bruce to him. Then, discreetly 
ignoring what Bassett had said last, and lowering her voice 
almost to a whisper, she said hurriedly, ‘ You should not blame 
him for the faults of others. There — I have not been long 

accpialnted with either, and am little entitled to inter But 

It is such a pity you are not friends. He is very good, I assure 
you, and very nice : let me reconcile you two. Mat/ I V 

This well-meant petition was uttered very sweetly, and indeed 
— if I may be permitted — in a %vay to dissolve a bear. 

But this was not a bear, nor anything else that is placable ; it 
was a man with a hobby-grievance ; so he replied in character. 

‘ That is impossible, so long as lie keeps mo out of my own.* 
He had the grace, however, to add, half sullenly, ‘ Excuse me ; 
I feel I have been too vehement.’ 

Miss Bruce, thus repelled, answered, rather coldly, * Oh, never 
mint! that; it was very natural. I am at homo then,’ said she 
to the servant. 

Mr. Bassett took the hint, but turned at the door, and said, 
witl^ no little agitation, ‘ T was not aware he visits you. One 
word — don’t let his ill-gotten acres make you quJ<i forgot the 
disinherited one.’ And so he left her, with an oring look. 

She felt red with all this, so she slipped out at another door, 
to cool her cheeks, and imprison a stray curl for Sir Charles. 

'He strolled into the empty room, witli the easy languid air of 
fashion. His fealares wore well cut, and had some nobility ; 
but his sickly coipplexion, and the lines under his eyes, told a 
tale of dissipation. He appeared ten years older than he was, 
and thoroughly 

Yet, when Miss Bruce entered the room with a smile and a 
little blush, he brighteued up and looked handsome, and greeted 
her witli momentary warmth. 

After the usual in^^uiries, she asked him if ho had met anybody ? 

^ Wliero V 

^ Hero ; just now.’ 

‘Ho.* 

‘ What, nobody at all V 

‘ Only my sulky cousiu ; I don’t call him anybody,* drawled 
Sir Charles, who was now relapsing into his normal condition 
of semi-apathy. 

‘ Oh,’ said Miss Bruco gaily * you must expect him to be a 
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little cross. It is not so very nice to be disinherited, let me 
tell you.’ 

* And who ha,s disinherited the fellow V 

‘ I forget ; but you disinherited him amongst you. l^ever 
mind ; it can’t bo helped now. Wheu did you come back to 
town ? I didn’t see you at Lady D’Arcy’s ball : did I V 

‘ You did not, unfortunately for me ; but you would if I ha^ 
known you were to be there. But about Eichard : ho may tell 
you what lie likes, but he was not disinherited ; he was bought 
out. The fact is, his father was uncorarftonly fast. My grand- 
father paid his debts again and again ; but at last the old gentle- 
man found ho was dealing with the Jews for his reversion. 
Tlien there was an awful row. It ended in rny grandfather out- 
bidding the Jews. He bought the reversion of his estate from 
his own son hu’ a large sum of money (he had to raise it by 
mortgages) — then they cut off the' entail betw'cen them, and he 
cntaii<id the mortgaged estate on his other son, and his grand- 
son (that was me), and on my heir-at-law. Eicliard’s father 
sfjuandorod his thirty thousand poitnds before he died ; my 
father husbanded the estates, got into Parliament, and they put 
a tail to liis name.’ • 

.Sir Clialjfes delivered this ven^ton of the facts with a languid 
composure *hat contrasted deliciously with Richard’s heat in 
telling tlie story liis way (to be sure, Sir Charles had got 
Jilin tercombe and Bassett, and it is easier be philosojjJiiciil 
on the right side of the boundary hedge), ^'ud wound up with 
a sort of corollary : ‘ Dick Bassett sailers by his father’s vices, 
and 1 profit by mine’s virtues. Where’s tlijr injustice?’ 

* ]S^o where, and the sooner you are reconciled the better.’ 

• Sir Charles demurred. 

‘ Oh, I don’t want to quarrel with the fellow ; but he is a 
regular thorn in my side, with his little trumpery estate, all in 
broken patches. He shoots my pheasants in the unfairost way.’ 
Here the landed proprietor showed real irritation, but only for 
a moment. He concluded calmly ; ‘ The fact is, ho is not quite 
a gentleman. Paiicy his coming and whining to you about oar 
family affairs, and then telling you a falsehood 1’ 

‘Ro, no ; he did not meam It was his way of looking at 
things. You can afford to forgive him.* 

* Yes, but not if he sets you against me.* 

‘ But he cannot do that. The more anyone was to speak 
against you, the more I of course,* 
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This {^ditiission hred Sir Charles ; he drew nearer^ and, thanks 
to hia cousin^s interference, spoke the language of love more 
warmly and directly than he had ever done ,bef««re. 

The lady blushed and defended herself feebly. Sir Charles 
grew warmer, and at last elicited from her a timid but tender 
avowal, that made him supremely happy. 

“When he left her, this brief ecstasy was succeeded by re- 
grets on account of the years he had wasted in follies and 
intrigues. 

He smoked five cigars, and pondered the difference between 
the pure creature who now honoured him with her virgin afiec- 
tions, and beauties of a different character who had played their 
parts in his luxurious life. 

After profound deliberation, he sent for his solicitor. They 
lighted the inevitable cigars, and the following observations 
stinggled feebly out along with the smoke : 

' Mi;l Oldfield, I am going to be married.' 

‘ Glad to hear it. Sir Ciiarles.’ (Vision of settlements.) * It 
is high time you were.' (Puff — ^puff.) 

* Want your advice and assistance first.' 

^ Ceataijdy.' 

‘ Must put down my pony-carriage now, you 

* A very proper retrenchment ; but you can do that without 
my assistance.* 

. / There wonld be sure to be a row if I did. I dar(^. say there 
will be as it is. At any rate, I want to do the thing like a 
gentleman.' 

* Send 'em to Tattersall’s.' (Puff.) 

* And the girl that drives them in ihe Park, and draws all 
the duchesses and countesses at her tail — am I to send her tc 
Tattersall's (Puff.) 

* Oh, it is /icr you want to put down, then ]’ 

‘ Why, of course.' 


CHAPTER 11. 


SiK Chahles and Mr, Oldfield settled that lady's retiring pen- 
sion ; and Mr. Oldfield took the memoranda home, with in- 
etnictions to prepare a draft deed for Miss Somerset’s approval. 
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Meantime Sir Charles visited Miss every day. Her 

affection for him grew visibly ; for being engaged gave her the 
courage to love. • 

Mr. Bassett called pretty often; but one day he met Sir 
Charles on the stairs, and scowled. 

That scowl cost him dear, for Sir Charles thereupon repre- 
sented to Bella that a man with a grievance is a bore to the very 
eye, and asked her to receive no more visits from his scowling 
cbuain. The lady smiled, and said with soft complacency, 
obey/ / 

Sir Charles’s gallantry was shocked. ‘No, don't say “obey.*' 
It is a little favour 1 ventured to ask/ . -» 

‘ It is like you, to ask what you have a right to command. I 
shall be out to him in future, and to everyone who is disagree^ 
able to you. AVbat ! does “obey” frighten you from my lips? 
To me it is the sweetest in the language. Oh, please let me 
“ obey ” you 1 May IV • 

Upon this, as vanity is seldom out of call, Sir Charles swelled 
like a turkey-cock, and loftily consented to indulge Bella Bruce’s 
strange propensity. 

From that hour she was never at home to Mr. Bassett. • 

He bega:,(]^o suspect; and one day, after he had been kept out * 
with the loud, stolid ‘ Not at homo ’ of practised mgndacity, he 
watched, and saw ^ir C’harles admitted. 

He divini^d it all in a moment, and turned to worm^jpod..^ 
AVhat 1 was he to be robbed of the lady he lovedArand her 
fifteen thousand pounds — by the very man who had robood him 
of his ancestral iields ? lie dwelt on the doirble grievance till it 
nearly frenzied him. But he could do nothing ; it was his fate. 
His only hope was that Sir Charles, the arrant flirt, would desert 
this beauty after a time, as he had the others. 

But one afternoon, in the smoking-room of his c^ib, a gentle- 
man said to him, ‘So your cousin Charles is engaged to the 
Yorkshire beauty, Bell Bruce/ 

‘ He is flirting with her, I believe,’ said Eichard. 

‘ No, no,’ said the other ; ‘ they are engaged, I know it for a 
fact. They arc to be married next month/ 

Mr. Eichard Bassett digested this fresh pill in moody silence, ^ 
while ihe gentlemen of the club discussed the engagement with 
easy levity. They soon passed to a topic of wider interest— -viz., 
who was to succeed Sir Charles with La Somerset. Bassett 
began to listen attentively, and learned for the first time Sir 
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Charles Bassett^s connection with that lady, and also that she 
was a woman of a daring nature and furious temper. At first he 
was merely surprised, but soon hatred and jealcmsy whispered in 
his ear that with these materials it must be possible to wound 
those who had wounded him. 

Mr. Marsh, a young gentleman with a receding chin, and 
a moustache between hay and straw, had taken great care to let 
them all know he was acquainted ^vith Miss Somerset ; so 
Bichard got Marsh alone, and sounded liim. Could he call upon 
the Judy, without ceremony ? 

* You won’t get in ; her street-door is jolly well guarded, I can 
tell you.’ 

‘ I am very curious to see her in her own house.’ 

‘ So are a good many fellows.’ 

‘ Could you not give me an introduction V 

Marsh shook his head sapiontly for a considerable time, and 
with dl this shaking, as it appeared, out f(dl words of wisdom. 
‘Don’t see it I’m awfully spoony on her myselt; and, you 
know, when a fellow introducers unotlier fellow, that fellow 
always cuts the other fellow out’ d’hon, descending from the 
words^of the wise and their daik sayings to a })etty but pertinent 
fact, he added, ‘ Besides, I’m only let in myself abod mce in five 
times.’ « 

* She gives herself wonderful airs, it seems/ said Bassett, 
•iathcr bitterly. 

Marsh fired up. ‘ So would any woman that was as beauti- 
ful, and as witty, and as much run after as she is. Why, she 
is a leader of fa^nion. Look at all the ladies following 
her lound the Park. They used to drive on the north side 
of the Slsrpentine, She just held up her finger, and now 
they have cut the Serpentine, and followed her to the south 
drive.’ 

‘Ob, indeed !’ said Bassett. ‘Ah ! then this is a great lady ; 
a poor country squire must, not venture into her august presence.’ 
He turned savagely on his heel, and Marsh went and made sickly 
mirth at his expense. 

By this means the matter soon came to the ears of old Mr. 
Woodgate, the father of that club, and a gepial gossip. He got 
hold of Bassett in the dinner-room, and examined him, ‘ So 
you want an introduction to La Somerset, and Marsh refuses — 
Marah, hitherto celebrated for his weak head rather than his bard 
hearts 
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Eicliard Bassett nodded rather sullenly j he had not bargained 
for this rapid publicity. 

The venerable bhiof resumed : * We all consider MaxsVs con- 
duct unclubbable, and a thing to be combined against. Wanted 
— an^'Anti-dog-in-the-manger League. 1*11 introduce you to the 
Somerset/ 

‘ What ! do you visit her V asked Bassett, in some astonishment* 

The old gentleman lield up his hands in droll disclaimer, and 
chuckled merrily : * No, no ; I enjoy from the shore the disasters 
of my youthful friends — that sacred pleasure is left me. I)o 
you see that elegant creature with the little auburn beard jsmd 
moustache, waiting sweetly for his dinner ? He launched the 
Somerset/ 

‘ Launched her V 

‘ Yes ; but for him she might have wasted her time, breaking 
hearts and slapping faces, in some country village He it was 
set her devastating society; and, with hi ^ aid, she shall dev^sUte 
you, Yandeleur, will you join Bassett.and me V 

Mr. Yandeleur, with ready grace, said he should be de- 
lighted, and they dined together accordingly* • ’ 

Mr. Yandekur, six feet high, lank, but graceful as a panther, 
the i)iiik oi(j|)oliteness, was, beneath his varnish, one of the 
wildest young men in London — gambler, horse-racer,* libeitine, 
what not ? but in society charming, and his manners singularly 
elegant and winning. He never obtruded his vices in gSod*^ 
company ; in fact, you might dine with him all your life and 
not detect him ; the young serpent was torpi(Hn Wine ; but he 
came out, a bit at a time, in the sunsliino of Cigar. 

After a brisk conversation on current topics, the venerable 
chtef told him plainly that tliey were both curious to know the 
history of Miss Somerset, and he must tell it them. 

' Oh, with pleasure,’ said the obliging youth. ‘Lei? us go into 
the smoking-room.’ 

‘ Let — me — see. I picked her up by the seaside. She promised 
well at first. We put her on my cliestuut mare, and she showed 
jots of courage, so she soon learned to ride; bat she kicked^ 
even down there.’ 

‘ Kicked — whom f 

‘ Kicked all round ; I mean showed temper. And, wheaoi fehe 
got to London, and had ridden a few times in the Park, and 
Lad swallowed flattery, there was no holding her. I stood her 
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clieek for a good while, but at last I told the servants they must 
not ttirn her out, but they could keep her out. They sided with 
me, for once ; she had ridden over them as weK. The first time 
she went out, they bolted the doors, and handed her boxes up 
the area steps,* 

' How did she take that V 

* Easier than we expected. She said, “ Lucky for you beggars 

that I’m a lady, or I’d break every d d window in the 

house.” ’ 

This caused a laugh. It subsided. The historian resumed. 

* JSText day she cooled, and wrote a letter.’ 

* To you 

*No; to my groom. Would you like to see it? It is a 
curiosity.’ 

He sent one of the club waiters for his servant, and his servant 
for hie desk j and produced the letter. 

‘ There !’ said Vandeleur. ‘ She looks like a queen, and steps 
like an empress, and this is how she writes : 

**DE^R JORGE, 

“ i have got, the sah jpi'ojys your turn nex. dear gorge 
he alivaies pvmise me the grey which now a9i{^rss is life an 
death to If you was to asi him to lend me the grey he woiddnH 
refuse you, 

“ Yours resgpecfully^ 

“Khoda Somerset.”’ 

When the lettei' and the handwriting, which unfortunately 
I cannot reproduce, had been duly studied and approved, Vande- 
leur continued : 

*How, you know, she had her good points, after all. If any 
cteature was ill, she’d sit up all night and nurse them ; and she 
used to go to church oi Sundays, and come back with the sting 
out of her ; only then she would preach to a fellow, and bore 
him. She is awfully fond of preaching. Her dream is to jump 
on a first-rate hunter, and ride across country, and preach the 
villages. So, when George came grinning to me with the letter, 
I told him to buy a new side-saddle for the grey, and taka her 
the lot, with my compliments. I had noticed a slight s jjavin in 
his near hock. She rode him that very day in the rark^ all 
alone, and made such a sensation, that next day my grey was 
standing in Lord Hailey’s stables. But she rode Hailey, like my 
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grey, with a long spnr, and he couldn't stand it. None of 'em 
could, except Sir Charles Bassett, and he doesn’t play fair — ^never 
goes near her.' , 

‘ And that gives him an unfair adv^tage over his fascinating 
predecessor,' inquired the senior, slily. 

‘ Of course it does,’ said Vandeleur stoutly. ^You ask a girl 
to dine at Richmond once a month, and keep out of her way all 
the rest of the time, and give her lots of money — ^she will never 
quarrel with you.' 

‘ Profit by this information, young man,' said old Woodgate 
severely : ‘ it comes too late fbr me. In my day there existed no 
sure method of pleasing the fair. But now that is invented, fldong 
with everything else. Richmond and — ^absence : equivalent to 
‘‘ Richnmud and victory 1" Now, Bassett, we have heard the 
truth from tlie fountaiu-head ; and it is rather serious ; she 
swears, she lucks, she preaches. Do you still desire an intro* 
duction ? As for me, my manly spirit is beginning to quak^ at 
Vandeleur’a revelations, and some lines of Scott recur to my, 
g othic memory : 

••‘From the chafed tiger rend his prey, • 

Bar the fell dragon's blighting wa^, 

15ut shun that lovely snare.’* * 

Bassett replied, gravely, that he had no such motive as Mr. 
Woodgate gave him credit for, but still desired the introduction. 

‘With pJeasuro,\said Vandeleur; ‘but it will be no use* to 
you. She hates me like poison : says I have no heart. That is 
what all ill-tempered women say.’ ^ 

Notwithstanding bis misgivings, the obliging youth callod for 
writing materials, and produced the following epistle; 

‘Deau Miss Somerset, 

‘ ilfr. llichavd Bassetty a cousin of Sir Charles, %mhes rtry 
much to he introduced to you, atid has heggei me to assist in an 
object so laudable. I should hardly venture to present myself, and 
therefm'e shall feel surprised as well as flattered if you will receive 
Mr. Bassett on my introductimi, and my assurance that he 4s a 
respectable country gentlenum, and bears no resemblance in character 
to 

* Yours faithfully, 

‘Abthub Vandulbuie^' 

Next day Bassett called at Miss SoB^erset's house in Mhyfoiiv 
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and delivered his introduction. He was admitted after a short 
delay, and entered the lady's boudoir. It was Luxury’s nest. 
The walls were rose-coloured satin, padded apd puckered ; the 
voluminous curtains were pale satin, with floods and billows of 
real lace ; the chairs embroidered, the tables all buhl and ormolu, 
and the sofas felt like little seas. The lady liersclf, in a delight- 
ful pm gpo ir. sat nestled cosily in a sort of ottoman with arms. 
Her formed hand, clogged with brilliants, was just con- 

veying brandy and soda-water to a very handsome mouth, when 
iiicliard Bassett entered. 

She raised herself superbly, but without leaving her seat, and 
just looked at a chair, in a way that seemed to say, * I permit you 
to sit down and, that done, she carried tlie glass to her lips 
with the same admirable firmness of hand she sliowod in driving. 
Her lofty manner, coupled with her beantifiil but rather haughty 
features, smacked of imperial. origin. Yet slu«’ was the wj iter to 
'jor-ge,’ and four years ago a shrimp-girl, running into the sea 
with leg.s as brown as a berry. 

So swiftly does merit' rise in this world, which, n -'ertheless, 
some morose folk pretend is a wicked one. 

I^^jught to explain, however, that this banghiy reception was 
partly caused by a breach of propriety. Vandelo^^mgiit first to ^ 
have written to her, and asked permission i > prt*sent Itichard ™ 
Bassett. He had no business to send the man and tlie introdiic- 
tien together. This law a Parliament of Sirens had pasised, and 
the slightest breach of it w^as a bitter olVcnce. Equilibrium 
governs the world- These ladies were l)ound to bo over-strict in 
something or othvr, being just a little lax in certain things where 
other ladies are strict, 

Xow Bassett had pondered well what he should say, but ho >vas 
disconcerted by her superb presence and demeanour, and her 
large grey eyes that rested steadily upon his face. 

However, he began to murmur mellilluously. Said he had often 
seen her in public, and admired her, and desired to make her 
acquaintance, etc., etc. 

‘ Then why did you not ask Sir Charles to bring you here V 
said Miss Somerset abruptly, and searching him with her eyes, 
that were not to say bold, but singularly brave, and examiners 
point-blank. 

^ ^ I am not on good terms with Sir Charles. He holds the 
States that ought to be mine ; and now he has robbed me of 
my love ; he is the last man in the world I would ask a favour 
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1 1' You came here to abuse him behind his back^ eh f asked the 
ly with undisguised contempt. 

Bassett winced, but kept his temper. . 

‘ NOf Miss Somerset ; but you seem to think I ought to have 
come to you through Sir Charles. I would not enter your 
house if I did not feel sure I shall not meet him here.^ 

■Miss Somerset looked rather puzzled. 

‘ Sir Charles does not come here often, but he conies now and 
♦he.., and he is always welcome.* 

‘ You "-urprise me,’ 

* Thank you. Xow some of my gentlemen friends think it 
is a wonder he does not come every minute.* 

* Y ou mistake me. What surprises me is that you are such 
good friends under the circumstances,* 

‘ Circumstances i what circumstances T 

‘Oh, you kn(»w. You are in his confidence, I presume f— 
this rather satirically. So the lady answered defiantly. ^ 

‘ Yes, I am ; he knows I can hold my tongue ; so he tolls me 
things h(5 tells nobody else.* 

‘ Then, if you are in his confidence, you know he is about to 
be married,* • 

‘Married Charles married!* 

‘ In three wieks.* 

* Its a lie ! You got out of my house this moment*!* 

Mr. Bassett coloured at this insult. He rose from his sgjit 
Avith some little dignity, made her a low how, and retired. 
But her blood Avas up : she made a wonderful rush, sweeping 
down a cliair with lior dress as she went, and ^ght him at the 
door, cliiicliod liiin by tlie shoulder and half dragged him ^ack, 
and made him sit down again, while she stood oppoMp him, 
AvifJi the knuckles of one hand resting on the table. 

‘ ^ow,* said she, panting, ‘ you look me in the face, and say 
that again.* 

‘ Excuse me, you punish me too severely for telling the truth.* 

‘ Well, I beg your pardon — there. IS'ow toll me — this instant. 
Can*t you speak, mau V And her knuckles drummed the tabla 
‘ He is to be married in three weeks,* 

^ Oh !— Who to V 
‘A young lady I love,' 

‘ Her name f 
‘Miss Arabella Bruce.* 

‘ Where does she live I* 
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‘'Portman Square.' |rt 

‘ I'll stop that tnarriage.* 

^ How V asked Richard eagerly. , le 

‘ I don't know ; that I'll think over. But he shall not ma^f^ 
her— never !’ 

Bassett sat and looked up with almost as much awe as com- 
placency at the fury he had evoked ; for this woman was really, 
airtimes, a poetic impersonation of that fiery passion she was so 
apt to indulge. She stood hefore him, her cheek pale, h r eyx.h 
glittering and roving savagely, and her nostrils liter.i^ *' expand 
ing, while her tall body quivered with wrath, an ’ her cleuclied 
knuckles pattered on the table. • 

* He shall not marry her. I’ll kill him firsL' 


, CHxiPTER III. 

Riohard Bassett eagerly offered his services to break off the 
obnoxious match. But Miss Somerset was beginning to be mor- 
tified at having shown so much passion before a htr-inger. 

‘ What have you to do with it V said she shar^^^’. 

^ Evei;3dhing. I love Miss Bruce/ 

‘ Oh yes ; I forgot that. Anything else ? There is, now. I 
s*e it in your eye. What is it V 

‘ Sir Charles's estates are Hiino by right, and they wnll return 
to my line if he does not marry and have issui}.' 

‘ Oh, I see. ^That is so like a man. It’s always love, and 
something more important, with you. AV 'll, give me your 
address. I’ll write if I waut you.’ 

‘ Highly flattered,’ said Bassett ironically — wrote hi- address, 
and left her. 

Miss Somerset then sat down and wrote : 

‘dear sir CHARLES, 

^please call here, I want to speak to yon, 

* yours rcspfxfnhj, 

' ^KUODA Somerset.' 

Sir Charles obeyed this missive, and the lady received him 
with a gracious and smiling manner, all put on and cat-like. She 
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talked* with him of indifferent things for more than an hour, sttU 
watching to see if he would tell her of his own accord. 

When she was quite sure he would not, she said; 

‘ Do you know there’s a ridiculous report about, that you are 
going to be married 

* Indeed V 

‘ They even tell her name — Mka Bruce. Do you know the 
girl V 

‘Yes/ 

‘ la she pretty V ? 

‘ Very/ 

*■ Modest ?’ 

‘As an angel.* 

* And are you going to marry herf 

‘Yes.* 

‘Then you are a villain.* 

‘ The deuce I am !* 

‘ You are, to abandon a woman who has sacrificed all for you.* 

Sir Charles looked puzzled, and then smiled ; but was too 
polite to give his thoughts vent. Kor was it necessary ; Miss 
Somerset, whose brave eyes never left the person she wHa speak-^ 
ing to, fired up at the smile alone, and she burst into a torrent 
of remonstrance, not to say vituperation. Sir ^harles endea- 
voured once or twice to stop it, but it was not to be stopped ; so, 
at last, he quietly took up his hat to go. « 

He was arrested at the door by a rustle and a fall. He 
turned round, and there was Miss Somerset lying on her back, 
griDiUng her white teeth and clutching the^ir. 

He ran to the bell and rang it violently, then kn^lt down and 
did his best to keep her from hurting herself ; but, as generally 
happens in these cases, his interference made her more violent. 
He had hard work to keep her from battering her head against 
the floor, and her arms worked like windmills. 

Hearing the bell tugged so violently, a pretty page ran head- 
long into the room— saw — and, without an instant’s diminution 
of speed, described a curve and ran headlong out, screaming 
‘Polly !■ Polly T 

The next moment, the housekeeper, an elderly woman, trotted 
in at the door, saw her mistress’s condition, and stood atoek-still^ 
calling ‘ Polly,’ but with the most perfect tranquillity the mind 
can conceive. 

In ran a strapping housemaid, with black eyes and brown 
(ftteritmra jaikyishiTii Pti btic 
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arm9, went down on her knees and said firmly, though respect- 
fully, ‘ Give her me, sir.’ 

She got behind her struggling mistress, pulled her up into her 
own lap, and pinned her by the wrists with a vigorous grasp. 

The lady struggled, and ground her teeth audibly, and flung 
her arms abroad. The maid applied all her rustic strength and 
harder muscle to bold her within bounds. The four arms went 
to and fro in a magnificent struggle, and neither could the maid 
hold the mistress still, nor the mistress shake olf the maid’s 
j rasp. nor strike anything to hurt herself. 

^’^r Charles, thrust out of the play, looked on with pity and 
anxiety, and the little page at the door — combining art and 
nature — ^stuck stock-still in a military attitude and blubbered 
aloud. 

As for the housekeeper, she remained in the middle of the 
room with folded arms, and looked down on the struggle with a 
singular expression of countenance. There was no agitation 
whatever, but a sort of thoughtful examination, half cynical, 
half admiring. 

However, as soon as the boy’s sobs rcachod her oar. slnv 
wakened up, and said tenderly : ^ What is the child crying Ihr ’? 
Kun and get a basin of water and fling it all over In^: that will 
bring her to in a minute.’ * 

The page departed swiftly on this benevolent errand, 
the lady gave a deep sigh, and ceased to struggle. 

Next she stared in all their laces, and seemed to return to 
consciousness. 

Next she spoke, but very foobly. ‘ Help me up,' she sighed. 

Sir Charles and Polly raised her, and now there was a marvel- 
lous change. The vigorous vixen was utterly weak and limp as 
a wet towel — a woman of jelly. As such they handled her, and*, 
deposited her gingerly on the sofa. ! 

Jlfow the page ran in hastily with the water. Up jumps the 
poor lax sullerer with flashing eyes : ‘ You dare to come near 
me with it r Then to the female servants: ‘Call yourselves 
women ? and water my lilac silk, not two hours old V Then to 
the housekeeper : ‘You old monster, you livanted it for your 
PoUj'. Get out of my sight, t/ie lot P 

Then, suddenly remembering bow feeble she was, she sank 
instantly down, and tiirred piteously and languidly to Sir 
Charles. ‘ They eat my bread, and rcb me, and hate me,’ said 
she faintly. ‘I have but one friend on earth.’ She leaned 
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cnderly towards Sir Charles as that friend ; but before she quite 
reached him she started back, her eyes filled with sudden horror. 
And he forsakes due T she Cried ; and so turned a\yay from him 
despairingly, and began to cry bitterly, with head averted over 
the sofa, and one hand hanging by her side for Sir Charles to 
^ike and comfort her. He tried to take it. It resisted ; and, 
mder cover of that little disturbance, the other hand dexterously 
whipped two pine out of her hair. The long brown tresses — all 
her own — fell over her eyes and down to her waist, and the 
picture of distressed beauty was complete* 

/>en bO did the women of antiquity conquer male pity — 

' crimlms.* * 

The females interchanged a meaning glance and retired ; the 
boy followed thorn with liis basin, sore peiplexed, but lec^n- 
ing life in this admirable school. 

6ir Charles then, with the utmost kindness, endeavoured to 
reconcile tlie weeping and dishevelled fair to that separation which 
circumstances roiulered necessary. But she was inconsolable, and 
ho left the house, perplexed and grieved not but what it gratified 
his vanity a little to find himself beloved all in a moment, ^nd 
tho Somerset unvixened. He could not help-thinking how wide 
must bo tho c;cy le of his charms, which had %on the affection#- 
of two beautilul women so opposite in character as BeMa Bruce-* 
and La Soniersot. 

The passion of this latter seemed to grow. She wrote to hiih • 
every day, and begged him to call on her. 

She called on liim — i^e who had never o^led on a man 
before. 

She raged with jea^sy ; she melted with grief. She played 
on him with all a wajBn’s artillery, and, at last, actually wrung 
from him what she cmled a reprieve.- ' 

Kichard Bassett called on her, but she would not receive him ; 
so then ho wrote to her urging co-operation, aud she replied, 
frankly, that she took no interest in his affairs, hut that she 
was devoted to Sir Charles, and should keep him for heraell 
Vanity tempted her to add that he (Sir Charles) was with her 
every day and the wedding postponea. 

This last seemed too good to be true, so Richard Bassett set 
h's servant to talk to the servants in Portman Square* He 
learned, that the wedding was now to he on the 15th of Jtmeii 
ipstead of the Slst of May:^ 

Convinced that this postponement was only a blind, and that 

S 
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tlie xnaxriage would never be^ be breathed more freely at the. 
newa 

But the fact is, although Sir Charles had yielded so far to 
dread of scandal^ he was ashamed of himself, and his shame 
became remorse when he detected a furtive tear in the dove-like 
eyes of her he really loved and esteemed. 

He went and told his tale to Mr. Oldfield. ‘ I am afraid shej 
will do something desperate,' he said. i 

Mr. Oldfield heard him out, and then asked him, had he 
told Miss Somerset what he was going to settle on her ? 

^ Not 1. She is not in a condition to be influenced by that, 
at present.' 

' Let me try her. The draft is ready. I'll call on her to- 
morrow.' 

He did call, and was told she did not know him. 

*You tell her Tm a law-yet, and it is very much to her 
interest to see me,’ ^id Mr. Oldfield to the page. 

He was admitted, but not to a tHe-a-fete. Polly was kept in 
the room. The Somerset had peeped, and Oldfield was an old 
felloyr^ with white hair; if he had been a young fellow, 
with .^l^k^hair, she might have thought that precaution less 
necesfi^^»;^ 

* Pirst, madam,' said Oldfield, ^ I must beg you to accept my 
apologies for not coming sooner. Press of business, etc.' 

‘ Why have you come at all » That is the question,* inquired 
the lady bluntly, 

* I bring the draft of a deed for your approval. Shall I read 
it to you r 

* Yes, if it is not very long.’ 

He began to read it. 

The lady interrupted him characteristically ; 

‘It's a beastly rigmarola What does it mean — in three 
words T 

‘ Sir Charles Bassett secures to Ehoda Somerset four hundred 
pounds a year, while single ; this is reduced to two hundred if 
you marry. The deed further assigns to 'you, without reserve, 
the beneficial lease of this house, and all the furniture and 
effects, plate, linen, wine, etc.' 

‘ I see : a bribe.' 

‘ Nothing of the kind, madam. When Sir Charles instructed 
me to prepare this deed, he expected no opposition on your 
jpart to his marriage ; but he thought it due to him and to 
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jouTHelf, to mark his esteem for you, aud bis recollectioii of the 
pleasant hours he has spent in your company.' 

Miss Somerset’s eyes searched the lawyer’s face. He stood 
the battery undinchingly She altered her tone^ and asked 
politely, and almost respectfully, whether she might see th^t paper* 
Mr. Oldfield gave it her. She took it^ and ran her eye over 
it : in doing which, she raised it so that she could think helund 
it unobserved. She handed it back at last, with the remark 
that Sir Charles was a gentleman, and had done the r%ht thing. 

‘ He has ; and you will do the right thing too, will yOu not f 
• * I don’t know. I am just beginning to fall in love with Mm 
myse]/.’ 

^iSfealousy, madam, not love,’ said the old lawyer. * Cojne» 
now ! I see you are a young lady of rare good sense ; look the 
thing in the fiice : Sir Charles is a landed gentleman, he mnst 
marry and have heirs. He is over thirty, and his time has come. ' 
He has shown himself your friend, why not be his? He has 
given you the means to marry a gentleman of moderate income, 

or to marry beneath you, if you prefer it ’ 

‘ And most of us do.’ • 

‘Then why not make his path smooth? Why distress him 
wdfch your tet/s and remonstrances f • 

He continued in this strain for some time, appealing to her 
goo<l sense and her better feelings. When he had done sheji^id, 
very quietly : 

‘ How about the ponies and my brown mare ? are they down 
in the deed V ^ 

‘ I think not, but if you will do your part handsomely, I’ll 
guarantee j^ou shall have them.’ 

'You are a good soul then, after a pause, ‘hfow, just you 
tell me exactly what you want me to do for all this.’ 

Oldfield was pleased with this question. He said : ‘ I wish 
you to abstain from writing to Sir Charles, and him to visit you 
only once more before bis marriage, just to shake hands and part, 
with mutual friendship and good wishes.’ 

‘You are right,’ said she softly ; ‘ best for us both, and only 
fair to the girl’ Then with sudden and eager cariosity, ‘Is 
she very pretty V 
‘ I don’t know.’ 

‘ W^hat — hasn’t he told you V ' 

^ He says she is lovely, and every way adorable ; but then he ifii 
in love. The chances are she is not half so handsome as yourself.’ 

2--*l 
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^ And y«t he is in love with herf * * 

^Overhead and ears.’ 

don’t believe it. If he was really in love with one woman, 
he oonldn’t be just to another, I couldn’t. He’ll be coming 
hade to me in a few months.’ 

^ God forbid !’ 

‘‘Thank you, old gentleman.’ 

Mr. Oldfield began to stammer excuses. She interrupted him : 

* Oh, bother all that ! I like you none the worse for speaking ^ 
your mind.* Then, after a pause, ‘ Kow, excuse me, but suppose 
Sir Charles should change his mind, and never sign this paper V 

^ * I pledge my professional credit.’ 

‘That is enough, sir; I see I can trust you. Well, then, I 
consent to break off with Sir Charles, and only see him once 
more — as a friend. Poor Sir Charles, I hope he will be happy ’ 
fshe squeezed out a tear for him) — ‘ happier than I am. And 
when he does come, he can sigji the deed, you know.* 

Mr. Oldfield left her, and joined Sir Charles at Long's, as had 
been previously agreed. 

‘ It CB all right, Sir Charles ! she is a sensible girl, and will 
give you no farther trouble.’ 

‘ How did you get oi^cr the hysterics V \ 

‘We dispensed with them. She saw at once it was to be 
, business, not sentiment. You are to pay her one more visit, to 
sign, and part friends. If you please, I’ll make that appoint- 
ment with both parties, as soon as the deed is engrossed. Oh, 
by-the-hye, she did,,{^hed a tear or two, but she dried them to ask 
me for the ponies and the brown mare.’ 

Sir Charles’s vanity was mortified. But he laughed it off, and 
said she should have them, of course. 

So now his mind was at ease, his conscience was at rest, and 
ho could give hie whole time where he had given his heart. 

Richard Bassett learned, through his servant, that the wedding- 
dresses were ordered. He called on Miss Somerset. She was out. 

Polly opened the door, and gave him a look of admiration — 
due to his fresh colour — that encouraged -him to try and enlist 
her in his service. 

He questioned her, and she told him in a general way how 
matters were going. ‘ But,’ said she, ‘ why not come and talk 
to W yourself? Ten to one butf she tells you. She is pretty 
eatspoken.’ 

‘^My pretty dear/ said Richard, ‘she never will rbeeite me,’ 
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‘ Ob, tut I'll male© her,’ said Polly. 

And she did exert her iuduSuce as follows : ^ Look43e herei, tlui 
cousin's a-coming to-morrow, and Pve been and promised he 
should see you* 

* What did you do that for V 

‘ Why, he’s a well-looking chap, and a beautiful colour, frcali 
from the country like me. And he’s a gentleman, and got aiib 
estate belike ; and why not put yourn to hisn, and so marry him, 
and be a lady? You might have me about ye all the same, till 
my turn comes.’ ^ 

* No, no,’ said Bhoda ; * that’s not the man for me. If ever t 
marry, it must be one of my own sort, or else a fool like Jlarsii, , 
that 1 can make a slave of.’ 

‘ Well, any way, you must see him, not to make a fool of 
for I did promise him ; which, now I think on’t, ’twas very good 
of me, for I could lind in my heart to asiChim down into the 
kitchen, instead of bringing him upstairs to you.’ 

All this ended, someliow, in Mr. Bassett being admitted. 

To his anxious inquiry how matters stood, she replied coolly 
that Sir Charles and herself were parted by mutual consent. 

‘ What, after all your protestations !’ said Bassett bittei^y. 

But Miss Somerset was not in an irascible humour just theiu 
She shrug^’d her shoulders, and said : 

‘Yes, 1 remember I put myself in a passion, and said some 
ridiculous things. But pne can’t be always a fool. I have come 
to my senses. This sort of thing always does end, you Show. " 
]\I()st of them part enemies, but he and I part friends and well- 
wishers.’ 

‘ And you throw me over as if I was' nobody,’ said Kichard, 
white with anger, 

‘ Why, what are you to me V said the Somerset. * Oh, I 
see, You thought to make a cat’s-paw of me. Well, you won’t, 
then,’ 

‘ In other w^ords, you have been bought off.’ 

‘ No, I have not. I am not to be bought by anybody — and t 
am not to be insulted by you, yon rullian I How dare yojii com© 
hero and^ajlront a lady in her own house — a lady whose ^oc* 
strings your betters are ready to tie, you brute I If you w^ut 
to be a landed proprietor, go and marry some ugly old hag that’s 
got it, and no eyesight left^to see you’re no gentleman- Si? 
Charles’s land you’ll never have ; a better man has goi i$, and 
means to keep it for him and his. Here, Polly ! Polly I Poil^ i 



22 


A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


take this man down to the kitchen, and teach him manners if^ , 
you can ; he is not fit for my drawing-room by a long chajk/iff 

Polly arrived in time to stee the flashitif’"njB^^w 
veins, and to hear the fair oraWs peroration. 

' * What, yon are in your tentrums again !' said she. * Come l 

^ Bhng, sir. Needs must whenlElK^vil drives. Youll break a 
blood-vessel some day, my lady, like your father afore ye.’ 

And with this homely suggestion, which always sobered Miss 
Somerset, and indeed frightened her out of her wits, she with- 
drew the offender. 

She did not take him into the kitchen, but into the dining- 
room, and there he had a long talk with her, and gave her a 
sovereign. 

She promised to inform him if anything important should occur. 

He went away, pondering and scowling deeply. 


CHAPTEE IV. 

Sib Oharleb Bassett was now living in Elysium. Never was 
rake more thoroughly transformed. Every day he^ at for hours 
at the feet of Bella Bruce, admiring her soft feminine ways and 
virgin modesty even more than her beauty. And her visible 
bli^h whenever he appeared suddenly, and the soft commotion 
and yielding in her lovely frame whenever he drew near, be- 
trayed his magnetic infiuonce, and told all but the blind she 
adored him. 

She would decline all invitations to dine with him and her 
father — a strong-minded old admiral, whose authority was un- 
bounded, only, to Bella’s regret, very rarely exerted. Nothing 
would have pleased her more than to he forbidden this, and 
commanded that ; but no ! the admiral was a lion with an 
enormous paw, only he could not be got to put it into every pie. 

In this charming society the hours glided, and the wedding- 
day drew close So deeply and sincerely was Sir Charles in 
love, that, when Mr. Oldfield’s letter came, appointing the day 
and hour to sign Miss Somerset’s deed, he was unwilling to go, 
and wrote back to ask if the deed could not be sent to his hoi^se. 

Oldfield replied that the parties to the deed and the wit- 
nessea must meet, and it would be unadvisable, for several 
to irritate the lady’s susceptibility previous to signature : 
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the appointment having been made at hei house^ it better 
remain so. 

That day soo^ came. 

Sir Charles, being due in Mayfair at 2 p.m,, compensated him- 
self for the less agreeable business to come by going earlier than 
usual to Portman Square. By this means he caught Miss Bmce 
and two other young ladies inspecting bridal dresses* BsBa 
blushed and looked ashamed, and, to the surprise of her friends, 
Eout the dresses away, and set herself to talk rationally with Sir 
Charles — as rationally as lovers can. / 

The ladies tooh >hc cue, and retired in disgust 

Sir CliJ’^les dogised. • 

* This is loo bad of me. I come at an unbeard-nf hour, imd 
frighte-i away your fair friends; but the fact is, I have aol ap- 
pointment at two, and I don't know how long they will keep 
me, so 1 thought 1 would make sure of two happy hours at the 
least.' 

And delightful hours they were. Bella Bruce, excited by 
this little surprise, loaned softly on his shoulder, and prattled 
her maiden love like some warbling fountain. 

Sir Charles, transfigured by love, answered her in Mnd — 
three inontjivs ago he could not — and they compared pretty little ' 
plans of wadded life, and had small difierences, and ended by 
agreeing. * 

Complete and prompt accord upon two points : first, ^ey 
would not have a single quarrel, like other people — their love 
should never lose its delicate bloom ; second, they would grow « 
old together, and die the same day, the same minute if possible ; 
if not, they must be content with the same day, but, on that, 
inexorable. 

But soon after this came a skirmish. Each wanted to obey 
the other. 

Sir Charles argued that Bella was better than he, and there- 
fore more fit to conduct the pair. 

Bella, who thought him divinely good, pounced on this reason 
furiously. He defended it. He admitted, with exemplary can- 
dour, that he was good now—* awfully good.' But he assured 
her that he had been anything but good until he knew her ; 
now, she had been always good ; therefore, he argued, hi« 
goodness came originally from her, for her to obey him wUrdd 
be a little too much like the moon commanding the sum 

*That is too ingenious for me, Charles*' smd Bella. * And, ht 
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shame i Nobody was ever so good as you are. I look up to 
you and— Now 1 could stop your mouth in a minute ; I 
have only to remind you that I shall swear the altar to obey 
you, and you will not swear to obey me. But I will not crush 
you under the Prayer-book — no, dearest ; but, indeed, to obey is 
a want of my nature ; and I marry you to supply that want — 
and that’s a story, for I marry you because I love, and honour,, 
and worship, and adore you to distraction, my own — own — 
own 1’ With this she flung herself passionately, yet modestly, 
on his shoulder, and, being there, murmured coaxing! y, ‘ You 
will lei mo obey you, Charles V 

Thereupon Sir Charles felt highly gelatinous, and lost, for the 
moment, all power of resistance or argument 

‘ Ah, you will ; and then you will remind me of my dear 
mother. She knew how to command, but as for poor dear papa, 
he is very disappointing. In selectiug an admiral for my parent, 
I made sure of being ordered about. Instead of that — now rU 
show you — there he is in the next room, inventing a new system 
of signals, poor dear.’ 

She threw the folding-door open. 

‘ Fapa, dear, shall I ask Charles to dinner to-day V 

* As you please, my dear.’ 

‘ Do you think I had better walk or ride this afternoon V 

* Whichever you prefer.’ 

/ There,’ said Bella, ‘ I told 3 ’ou so. That is always the way. 
Papa, dear, you used always to be firing guns at sea. Do, 
please, fire one in this house — just one before I leave it, and 
make the very windows rattle.’ 

* I beg your pardon, Bella ; I never w^asted powder at sea. 
If the convoy sailed well and steered right I never barked at 
them. You are a modest, sensible girl, and have always slo^red 
a good course. Why should I hoist a petticoat and play the 
small tyrant ? Wait till I see you going to do something wrong 
or silly/ 

* Ah, then you would fire a gun, papa 1’ 

‘ Ay, a broilside.’ 

‘ Well, that is something,’ said Bella, as she closed the door 
softly. 

^ No, no ; it amounts to just nothing,’ said Sir Charles, ‘ for 
you never will do anything wrong or silly. I’ll accommodate 
you, I have thought of a way. I shall give you some blank 
eards ; you shall write on them, I think I should like to do so 
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and so.” 'S’ou shall be careless, and leave them about; I*1I 
find them, and bluster, and say, command you to do 
so and so, Bella ![Jassett” — the very thing on the card, yon 
know/ 

Bella coloured to the brow with pleasure and modesty. After 
a pause, she said, ‘ How sweet ! The worst of it is, I should get 
my own way. How what I want is to submit my will to yours. 
A gentle tyrant — that is what you must be to Bella Basseth 
Oh, you sweet, sweet — for calling me that 1* 

These projects were interrupted by a Servant ann^uhc^g , 
luncheon. 

This made Sir Charles look hastily at his watch, and he fotndd' 
it was past two o^clock. 

‘ How time Hies in this house !' said he. ‘I must go, deat^^ ; 

I am behind my appointment already. What do you do tlds 
afternoon f 

‘ Whatever you please, my own.* 

^ I could get away by four.* 

‘ Then I will stay at home for you.* 

He left her reluctantly, and she .followed him to the head of 
the stairs, and hung over the banisters as if she would lik# to 
fly after him. 

He turned at the street door, saw that radiant and gentle face 
beaming after him, and they kissed hands to each other by oue 
impulse, as if they were parting for ever so long. • 

He had gone scarcely half an hour, when a letter, addressed 
to her, ’was left at the door by a private messenger. 

* Any answer V inquired the servant. 

‘Ho.* ^ . 

The letter was sent up, and delivered to her on a silver salver. 
She opened it ; it was a thing new to her in her young lile^ 
^n anonymous letter, 

i 

I ‘ Miss Bruce, 

I ‘ I am almost a stranger to you, but X knoto your ch^rader 
from others, and cannot hear to see you abused Tm are said to be 
about to marry Sir Charles Bassett, I thmk you can hardly be 
aware that he is connected vnth a lady of doubtful repute, called 
Somerset, and neither your virim nor youn' beauty has pre^g>Ued io 
detach him from that ^connection. 

^ If} engaging himself to you, he had alavdoned her, X shodd 
not hme said a word. But the truth is, he visits her constantly, aind 



36 


A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


I Uu$h io say that when he leaves you this day^ it will he to spmd 
the afternoon cd her house. 

‘ I enclose you her address^ and you cmjeam in ten mirmtes 
whether I am a slanderer or^ whcd I wish to he, 

‘ A Fkiend op Injcued Innocence/ 


CHAPTER V. 

SiE Charles was behind his time in Mayfair ; but the lawyer 
and his clerk had not arrived, and Miss Somerset was not visible. 

She appeared, however, at last, in a superb silk dress, the 
broad lustie of which would have been beautiful, only the -effect 
was broken and frittered away by six rows of gimp and fringe. 
But why blame her ? This is a blander in art as universal as it 
is amazing, when one considers the amount of aj) parent thought 
her sex devotes to dress. They might just as wlII score a fair 
plot of velvet turf with rows of box, or tattoo a blooming and 
downy cheek. 

‘‘She held out her hand, like a man, and talked to Sir Charles 
on indifferent topics, till Mr. Oldfellow arrived, /'he then retired 
into th^ background, and left the gentlemen to discuss the deed. 
When appealed to, she evaded direct replies, and put on languid 
*and imperial indifference. When she signed, it was with the 
air of some princess besto-wing a favour upon solicitation. 

But the business concluded, she thawed all in a moment, and 
invited the gentlemen to luncheon, with charming cordiality. 
Indeed her genuine bonhomie after her affected indiirereiico was 
rather comic. Everybody was content. Champagne flowed. 
The lady, with her good mother-wit, kept conversation going, 
till the lawyer was nearly missing his next appointment. He 
burned away ; and Sir Charles *only lingered, out of good breed- 
ing, to bid Miss Somerset good-bye. In the course of leave- 
taking, he said he was sorry he left her with people about her of 
whom he had a bad opinion. * Those women have no more feel- 
ing for you than stones. When you lay in convulsions, your 
housekeeper looked on as philosopldc^ly as if you had been two 
^ttena at play, you and Polly.' 

‘ I saw her/ 

‘ Indeed ! you appeared hardly in a condition to see anything/ 
did, though, and heard the old wretch tell the young 
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lonkey to water mj lilac dress. That was to get it for lier 
folly. She knew I^d never wear it afterwards/ 

I ‘Then why don’t jgou turn her off 
j * Who’d take such a useless old hag, if I turned her off V 
f ‘ You carry a charity a long way.' 

\ ‘ I carry everything. What's the use doing things by halves, 
|>od or bad V 

^ ‘ Well, but that Polly ! She is young enough to get 
jving elsewhere ; and she is extremely disrespectful to you.' 

\ ‘ That she is. If I wasn't a lady, Bd have^ given her a good 
jjiding, this very day, for her cheek.' 

I ‘ Then why not turn her off this very day for her cheek ?' 

I ‘ Well, I'll tell you, since you and I are parted for ever. Ko, I 
|n’t like.' 

f ‘ Oh, come ! no secrets between friends.' 

Well, then, the old hag — is my mother/ 
i‘What?’ 


I* And the young jade — is my sister.' 

I ^ Good heavens !’ 

I ‘ And the page — ^is my little brother/ 

I ‘Ha, ba, haf' 

|‘ What, are ^u not angry V 
|‘ Angry ? noT Ha, ha, ha 1' 

I' See what a hornet's nest you have escaped from. IMfy dear 
feud, those two women rob me through thick and thik They 
feal my handkerchiefs and my gloves, and my very linen. 
Biey drink my wine, like fishes. They'd take the hair off my 
||ad, if it wasn't fast by the roots — for a wonder.' 

S Why not give them a ten-pound note, and send them homef 
^ They'd pocket the note, and blacken me in our village. That 
fe why I had them up here. First time I went home, after 
fening about with that little scamp, Vandeleur— do you know 

Bl have not the honour.' 

gThen your luck beats mine. One thing, he is going to the 
Hs as fast as he can. Some day he'll come begging to me for a 
You mark my words now.' 

RWell, but you were saying ’ 

B Yes, I went off about Van. Polly says I've a mind like 
Bnhg water. Well, then, when I went home the first time— 
Hbr Tan, mother and Polly raised a virtuous howl “ All 
Bsit/* ^id I — for of course I know how much virtue there is 
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tmder their skins. Virtue of the lower orders ! Tell that to 
gentlefolks that don’t know them. I do. I’ve been one of ’em. 
— I know all about that,” says I “ You want to share the 
plunder, that is the sense of your virtuous cry.” So I had ’em 
up here ; and then there was no more virtuous howling, but a deal 
of virtuous thieving, and modest drinking, and pure-minded 
'selling of my street-door to the highest male bidder. And they 
will corrupt the boy ; and if they do, I’ll cut their black hearts 
out with my riding-whip. But I suppose I must keep them on ; 
they are my own flesh and blood, and if I was to be ill and 
dying, they’d do all they could to keep me alive — for their own 
sakes. I’m their milch cow — these country innocents.’ 

Sir Charles groaned aloud, and said, ‘My poor girl, you deserve 
a better fate than this. Marry some honest fellow, and cut the 
whole thing.’ 

‘ I’ll see about it. You try it first, and let us see how you 
like it.’ 

And so they parted gaily. 

In the hall Polly intercepted him, all smiles. He looked at • 
her, smiled in his slcovo, and gave her a handsome present 
« ‘ If you please, sir,’ said she, ‘ an old gentleman called for you.’ 

* When V 

‘About an hour ago. Leastways he asketi if Sir Charles 
Bass^Lt was here. I said yes, but you wouldn’t see no one.’ 

* Who could it be ? V^y, surely you never told anybody I 
was to be here to-day V 

‘ La, no, sir ! how could I f said Polly, with a face of brass. 

Sir Charles thought this very ('dd, and felt even a little uneasy 
about it. All the way to Portman Square he puzzled over it ; 
and at last he was driven to the conclusion that Miss Somerset 
had been weak enough to tell some person, male or female, of 
the coming interview, and so somebody had called there — doubt- 
less to ask him a favour. 

At five o’clock he reached Portman Square, and was about to 
enter, as a matter of course ; but the footman stopped him. 

‘ I beg pardon, Sir Charles,’ said the man, looking pale and 
agitated ; ‘ but I have strict orders. My young lady is very 
ill/ 

‘ III I Let me go to her this instant’' 

‘ I daren’t, Sir Charles, I daren’t I know you are a gentle- 
man ; pray don’t lose me my place. You would never ^to see 
her. We none of us know the rights, but there’s Bomeping up. 
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Sorry to say it, Sir Cliarles, but we have strict orders not to 
admit you. Haven’t you got the Admirars letter, sir?* 

‘ No : what letter 

* He has been after you, sir ; and when he came back he sent 
Roger off to your house with a letter.’ 

A cold chill began to run down Sir Charles Bassett He 
hailed a passing hansom, and drove to his own house to get the 
Admiral’s letter ; and as he went lie asked himself, with chill 
misgivings, wliat on earth had happened. 

WJiat had happened shall betoid the reader precisely but briefly. 

In the first place, Bella had opened tlie anonymous letter, and 
read its contents, to which the reader is referred. 

There are people who pretend to despise anonymous letters. 
Pure delusion ! They know they ought to, and so fancy they^^ 
do ; but they don’t. The absence of a signature gives weighty 
if the letter is ably written, and seems true. 

As for poor Bella Brue.e, a dove’s bosruu is no more fit to rebuff 
a poisoned arrow than slie was to combat that foulest and direst 
of all a miscreant’s weapons, an anonymous letter. She, in her 
goodness and innocence, never dreamed that any person she did 
not know could possibly tell a lie to wound her. The letter ' 
on her like a c;;^cl revelation from heaven. 

The blow was so savage tliat, at first, it stunned her. 

She sat jiule and stupefied ; but, beneath the stupor, wfee the 
rising throbs of coming agonies. • ‘ 

After that liorrible stupor, her anguish grow and grow, till it 
found vent in a miserable cry, rising, and rising, and rising in 
agony. 

' ^ Mamma ! mamma ! mamma !’ 

Yes ; her mother had been dead these three years, and her 
father sat in the next room, yet, in her anguish, she cried to her 
mother — a cry, the which if your mother had heard, she would 
have expected Bella’s to come to her, oven from the grave. 

Admiral Bruce heard this fearful cry — the living calling on 
the dead — and burst through the folding-doors in a moment, 
white as a ghost. 

He found his daughter writhing on the sofa, ghastly, aii<i ' 
grinding in her hand the cursed paper that had poisoned 
young life. 

* My child 1 my child !’ 

^ Oh, papa ! see ! see !’ And she tried to open the letter &x 
but her hands trembled so, she could not. 
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He kneeled down by her side, the stout old warrior, and 
read the letter, while she clung to him moaning now, and 
quivering all over from head to foot. • 

‘ Why, there's no signature ! The writer is a coward and, 
perhaps, a liar. Stop ! he offers a test. I'll put him to it this 
minute.’ 

He laid the moaning girl on the sofa, ordered his servants to 
admit nobody into the house, and drove, at once, to Mayfair. 

He called at Miss Somerset's house, saw Polly, and questioned 
her. 

Ho drove home again, and came into the drawing-room, look- 
ing as he had been seen to look when fighting his ship ; but his 
daughter had never seen him so. ‘ My girl,' said ho solemnly, 

* there's nothing for you to do but to be brave, and hide your 
grief as well as you can ; for the man is unworthy of your love. 
That coward spoke the truth. He is there at this momf'nt,' 

* Oh, papa ! papa ! let me die. The world is too wicked for 
me. Ijet me die I’ 

‘Die for an unworthy object 1 For shame ! Go to your own 
room, my girl, and pray j:o your God to help you, since your 
ifiother has left us. Oh, how I miss her now ! Go and pray, 
and let no one else know what w© suffer. your father's 
daughter. Fight, and pray.' 

Poor Bella had no longer to complain that she was not com- 
©manded. She kissed him, and burst into a great passion of 
weeping ; but he led her to the door, and she tottered to her 
own room, a blighted girl. 

The sight of her was harrowing. Under its influence, the 
Admiral dashed off a letter to Sir Charles, calling him a villain, 
and inviting him to go to France, and let an indignant father 
write scoundrel on his carcass. 

But, when he had written this, his good sense and dignity 
prevailed over his fury ; he burnt the letter, and wrote another. 
This he sent by hand to Sir Charles's house, and ordered his 
servants — but that the reader knows. 

Sir Charles found the Admiral’s letter in his letteiMack. It 
ran thus : 

‘ We have learned your connection with a lady named 
Somerset^ and I have ascertain^ that you went from my daughter to 
hef house this very day. 
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• Mm Bmde and myself withdraw from aU connection with you, 
and I must request ym to attempt no communication wH^ her, of 
any kind. Such an attempt would he an additional insuU. 

^ I am. Sir, yow ohedient Servant, 

‘John Urquhart Beuob.’ 

At first, Sir Charles Bassett was stunned by this blow. Then 
his mind resisted the Admiral’s severity, and he was indignant 
at being dismissed for so common an offence. This gave way 
to deep grief and shame at the thought of Bella aiMi her lost 
esteem. But soon all other feelings merged for a time in fury 
at the heartless traitor who had destroyed his happiness, ana 
had dashed the cup of innocent love from his very lips. Boil- 
ing over with mortification and rage, he drove at once to that 
traitor’vS house. Polly opened the door : he rushed past her, 
and burst into the dining-room, breathless and white with 
passion. 

He found Miss Somerset studying the deed, by which he had 
made her independent for life. She started at his strange 
appearance, and instinctively put both hands flat Upon the 
deed. 

‘You vile wretch!* cried Sir Charles. ‘You heartless 
monster ! Er/Jtiy your work.* And he flung her the AdmiraFs 
lettei*. But he did not wait while she read it ; he Jieaped 
reproaches on her j and, for the first time in her life, she did not 
reply in kind. ' 

‘ Are you mad f she faltered. ‘ What have I done V 

‘ You have told Admiral Bruce.’ 

‘ That’s false.’ 

‘You told him I was to be hero to-day.’ 

‘ Charles, I never did. Believe me.’ 

‘ You did. Nobody knew it but you : he was here to-day, at 
the very hour.’ 

‘ May I never get up alive off this chair, if I told a soul ! Yes, 
our Polly. I’ll ring for her.’ 

‘ No, you will not. She is your sister. Do you think I’ll take 
the word of such reptiles, against the plain fact? You have 
parted my love and me — parted us on the very day I had made 
you independent for life. An innocent love was waiting to bless 
mo, and an honest love was in your power, thanks to me^ your - 
kind forgiving friend and benefactor. I have heaped kindness 
on you from the first moment I had the misfortune to know you* 
I connived at your infidelities ’ 
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* Charles ! Don't say that. I never was.^ 

*1 indulged your most expensive whims ; and, instead of leaving 
you with a curse, as all the rest did that evpr knew you, and os 
you deserve, I bought your consent to lead a respectable life and 
be blessed with a virtuous love. You took the bribe, but robbed 
me of the blessing — ^viper ! You have destroyed me body and 
soul -monster ! perhaps blighted her happiness as well ; you 
she-devils hate an angel, worse than Heaven hates you. But you 
shall suffer with us: not your heart, for you have none, but 
your pocket. You have broken faith wdth me, and sent all my 
happiness to hell; Til send your deed to hell after it With 
this, he flung himself upon the deed, and was going to throw it 
into the 'fire. How, up to that moment she had been overpowered 
by this man’s fury, whom she had never seen the least angry 
before ; but, when be laid bands on her property, it acted like 
an electric shock. ‘ No ! no !’ she screamed, and sprang at him 
like a wild cat. 

Then ensued a violent and unseemly struggle all about the 
room ; chairs were upset, and vases broken to pieces ; and the 
man and woman dragged each other to and fro, one figliting for 
h<*f property, as if it was her life, and the other for revenge. 

Sir Charles, excited by fury, was stronger tha| himself, and 
at last shook off one of her hands for^ moment, and throw the 
deed info the fire. She tried to break from him and save it, but 

held her like iron. 

Yet not for long ; whilst he was holding her back, and she 
straining every nerve to get to the fire, he began to show 
sudden symptoms of distress. Ho gasped loudly, and cried, * Oh ! 
oh ! I'm choking !’ and then his clutch relaxed. She tore her- 
self from it, and, plunging forward, rescued the smoking parch- 
ment. 

At that moment she heard a great stagger behind her, and a 
pitiful moan ; and Sir Charles fell heavily, striking his head 
against the edge of the sofa. She looked round as she knelt, 
and saw him, black in the face, rolling his eyeballs fearfully, 
while his teeth gnashed awfully, and a jet of foam flew through 
his lips. 

Then she shrieked with terror, and the blackened deed fell 
from her hands: at this moment, Polly rushed into the room; 
ehe saw the fearful sight, and echoed her sister’s scream. But 
they were neither of them women to lose their heads, and beat 
the air with their hands ; they got to him, and both of them 
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fought hard the unconscious sufferer, whose body, in a fresh 
convulsion, now bounded away from the sofii, and bade fair to 
batter itself against the ground. 

Tlicy did all they could to hold him with one arm apiece, and 
to release his swelling throat with the other. Their nimble 
fingers whipped off his necktie in a moment ; but the distended 
windpipe pressed so against the shirt-button, they could not un- 
do it : then they seized the collar, and, pulling against each 
other, wrenched the shirt open so powerfully, that the button 
flew into the air, and tinkled against a mirror a long way off. 

A fiiw more struggles, somewliat less violent, a^d then the 
face, 1‘rom jmrple, began to whiten; the eye-balls fixed; the 
pulse went down ; the man lay still. 

' ‘ OIj, my God,’ cried Ithoda Somerset, ‘ he is dying. To the 

nearest doctor ! There's one three doors off. No bonnet ! It’s 
life and death this moment. Fly 1* 

Polly obeyed ; and Dr. Andrews was actually in the room 
witliin five minute.^. 

He looked grave, and kneeled down by the patient, and felt 
his pulse anxiously. 

Miss Somerset sat down, and, being from the country, though, 
she did not lo^k it, began to weep bitterly, and rock herself in 
rustic fashion, " 

The doctor questioned her kindly, and she told him, between 
her sobs, bow iSir Charles had been taken. '■# 

The doctor, however, instead of being alarmed by tboso 
frightful symptoms she related, took a more cheerful view 
directly. ‘ Then do not alarm yourself unnecessarily,’ he said. 

‘ It is only an epileptic fit.’ 

‘ Only V sobbed Miss Somerset. ‘ Oh, if you had seen him ! 
And he lies like^ death.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Andrews: ‘a severe epileptic fit is really a 
terrible thing to look at ; but it is not dangerous in proportion. 
Is lie used to have them V 

• Oh no, doctor — never had one before 1’ 

Here she was mistaken, I think. 

‘ You must keep him quiet ; and give him a moderate stimu- 
lant, as soon as he can swallow comfortably ; the quietest room 
in the house ; and don’t let him be hungry night or day. Hava 
food by his bedside ; and watch him for a day or two. TU 
come again this evening.’ 

The doctor went to his dinner, tranquil. 


3 
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Not ao those he left Miss Somexset resided her own 
luxurious bfidroomi and had the patient laid,. just as he was, 
npon her bed. She sent the page out to h^r groom, and ordered 
two loads of straw to be laid before the door ; and she watched 
by the suiferer, with brandy and water by her side. 

^^r Charles now might have seemed to be in a peaceful slum- 
ber, hut for his eyes ; they were open, and showed more white, 
and less pupil, than usual. 

, However, in time he began to sigh and move, and even 
mutter; and, gradually, some little colour came back to his pale 
cheeks. 

Then Miss Somerset had the good sense to draw back out of 
his sight, and order Polly to take her place by his side, Polly 
did so, and, some time afterwards, at a fresh order, put a tea- 
spoonful of brandy to his lips, which were still pale, and even 
bluish. 

The doctor returned, and brought his assistant. They put 
the patient to bed. 

* His life is in no danger,’ said he. * I wish 1 was as sure 
about his reason.’ 

^ At one o’clock in the morning, as Polly was snoring by the 
patient’s bedside, a hand was laid on her sli^ulder. It was 
Kboda. 

‘ Go to bed, Polly : you are no use here.' 

* You’d be sleepy if you worked as hard as I do.’ 

‘ Very likely,’ said lihoda, with a gentleness that struck Polly 
as vfery singular, * Good-night.’ 

Ehoda spent the night watering, and thinking harder than 
she had ever thought before. 

Next morning early, Polly came into the sick-room. There 
sat her sister watching the patient, out of sight. 

‘ La, Bhoda 1 Have you sat there all night V 

* Yes. • Don’t speak so loud. Come here. YouVo set your 
heart on this lilac silk : I’ll give it you for your black merino.’ 

^ Not you, my lady ; you are not so fond of moreeny, nor 
of me neitlier.’ ^ 

‘ I’m not a liar, like you,’ said the other, becoming herself fox 
a moment, ‘and what I say rU do. You put out your merino 
for me in the dressing-room.’ 

* All right,’ said Polly joyfully. 

‘ And bripg me two backets of water, instead of one. I have 
never dosed my eyes.' 
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‘ Poor soul 1 and now you be going to sluice yourself all the 
same. Whatever you can see in cold water, to run after it so, I 
can’t think. If I ^as to hood myself like you, it would soon 
hoat me to my long home.’ ^ 

' How do you know ? You never gave it a trial. Come, no 
more chat ; give me my bath : and then you may wash yomtelf 
in a teacup if you like — only don’t wash my spoons in the same 
water, for mcrcijs sake P 

Thus affectionately stimulated in her duties, Polly ln?ought 
cold water galore, and laid out her new merino dress. In this 
sober suit, with plain linen collar and cuffs, the Somerset dressed 
herself, and resumed her watching by the bedside. She kept 
more than ever out of sight ; for the patient was now beginning 
to mutter incoherently, yet in a way that showed his clouded 
faculties were dwelling on the calamity which had befallen him. 

About noon the bell was rung sharply, and, on Polly entering, 
Rhoda called her to the window and showed her two female 
figures plodding down the street. ‘ Look/ said she ; ^ those ate 
the only women I envy. Sisters of Charity. Run you after 
them, and take a good look at those beastly ugly caps : then 
come and tell me how to make one.’ , ® 

* Here’s a !’ said Polly ; but executed the commi^ion 
promptly. 

It ne^ed no fashionable milliner to turn ayard of linen into 
one of those ugly caps, which are beautiful banners of Christian > 
charity and womanlj^ tenderness to the sick and suffering. The 
monster cap was made in an hour, and Miss Somerset put it on, 
and a thick veil, and then she no louger thought it necessary to 
sit out of the patient’s sight 

The consequence was that, in the middle of his ramblings, he 
broke off, and looked at her. The Sister ^puzzled him. At last 
he called to her in French. 

She made no reply. 

‘ Je suis a FhOpital, n’est-ce pas, bonne soeurl* 

* I am English,’ said she sofriy. 

CHAPTER VI. 

‘ English !’ said Sir Chorlea ‘ Then teli me, how did I come 
here ? Where am I f 

^ You had a fit, and the doctor ordered you to be kept quiet ; 
and I am here to nurse you.’ 

« 3*— 2 
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* A fit I Ay, I remember. That vile woman !’* 

* Don^t think of her : give your mind to getting well ; remem- 
ber, there is somebody who would break he/ heart if you ’ 

* Oh, my poor Bella ! my sweet, timid, modest, loving Bella 
He was so weakened, that he cried like a child. 

Miss Somerset rose, and laid her forehead sadly upon the 
Tidndow-sill. 

’*Why do I cry, for her, like a great baby?' muttered Sir 
Charles. * She wouldn't cry for me. She has cast me off in a 
moment.' 

‘ Not she ; it is her father's doing. Have a little patience. 
The whole thing shall be explained to them ; and then she will 
soon soften the old man. It is not as if you were really to blame.' 

* No more I was ; it is all that vile woman.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t I She is so sorry ; she has taken it all to heart. She 
had once shammed a fit on the very place ; and, when you had 
a real fit there — on the very spot — oh, it was so fearful — and lay 
like one dead, she saw God's finger, and it touched her hard heart. 
Don’t say anything more against her just now ; she is trying so 
hard to be good. And, besides, it is all a mistake : she never told 
ifiat old Admiral; slie never breathed a word out of her own house. 
Her own people havo betrayed her and you. She has made mo 
promise two things : to find out who told the Admiral ; and ’ 

*WeiH’ 

K ‘ The second thing I havo to do — well, that is a secret between 
me and that unhappy woman. She is bad enough, but not so 
heartless as you think.’ 

Sir Charles shook his head incredulously, but said no more ; 
and soon after fell asleep. 

In the evening he woke, and found the Sister watching. 

She now turned her head away from him, and asked him 
quietly to describe Miss Bella Bruce to her. 

He described her in minute and glowing terms, ‘ But oh, 
Sister,’ said he, ' it is not her beauty only, but the beauty of her 
mind. So gentle, so modest, so timid, so docile. She would 
neter have had the heart to turn me off. But she ^ill obey her 
father. She looked forward to obeying me, sweet dove 1* 

‘ Did she say so ?’ . * 

< Yes ; that is her dream of happiness, to obey.’ 

The Sister still questioned him with averted head, and he told 
her what had passed between Bella and him the last time he saw 
her, and all their innocent plans of married happiness. He told 
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her with the tear in his eye, and she listened with the tear in hers. 
* And then/ said he, laying his hand on her shoulder, * is it not 
hard 1 I just went tp Mayfair, not to please myself, but to do an 
act of justice, of more than justice : and then, for that, to have 
her door shut in my face. Only two hours between the height 
of happiness and the depth of misery.* 

The Sister said nothing, but she hid her face in her hands*tpd 
thought. 

The next morning, by her order, Polly came into the room and 
said, * You are to go home. The carriage is at th6 door.* With 
tins she retired, and Sir Charles’s valet entered the room soon 
after to help him to dress. 

‘ Where am I, James?’ 

‘ Miss Somerset's house, Sir Charles.* 

‘ Then get me out of it directly.’ 

* Yes, Sir Charles. The carriage is at the door. 

‘ Wlio told you to come, James ?’ 

^ Miss Somerset, Sir Charles.’ 

‘That is odd.’ 

‘ Yes, Sir Charles.* 

When he got home, he found a sofa placed by a fire, wiik 
wraps and pillows ; his cigar-case laid out, and a bottle of salts, 
and also a small glass of old cognac, in case of faintness. 

‘ Which of you had the gi ^ptio n to do all this ¥ * 

‘ Miss Somerset, Sir Charles/ 

‘ What, has she been here V 
‘ Yes, Sir Charles.' 

‘ Curse her !* 

' Yes, Sir Charles.* 


CEAPTEE VIL 

‘love lies bleeding.* 

Bella Bruce was drinking the bitterest cup a young virgin 
soul can taste. Elusion gone — ^tbe wicked world revealed as it 
is, how unlike what she thought it was — love crushed in her, 
and not crushed out of her, as it might if she had been either 
proud or vain. 

Frail men and women should see what a passionate but 
virtuous woman can suffer, when a revelation, of which they 
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tbitik but little, oolnes and blasts her young heart,' and bids her 
dry up in a moment the deep well of her afiection, since it flows 
for on unworthy object, and flows in vain, ^ I tell you that the 
fair head severed from the chaste body is nothing to her com- 
pared with this \ the fair body pierced with heathen arrows 
was nothing to her in the days of old compared with this. 

In a word — for nowadays we can but amplify, and so en- 
feeble, what some old dead master of language, immortal though 
obscure, has said in words of granite — ^hero 

* Love lay bleeding.* 

Ko fainting ; no vehement weeping ; but oh, such deep deso- 
lation j such weariness of life; such a pitiable restlessness. 
Appetite gone ; the taste of food almost lost ; sleep unwilling 
to come ; and, ob, the torture of waking — for at that horrible 
moment^ all rushed back at once, the joy that had been, the 
misery that was, the blank that was to come. 

She never stirred out, except wlien ordered, and then went 
like an automaton. Pale, sorrow-stricken, and patient, she 
moved about the ghost of herself ; and lay down a little, and 
tben tried to work a little, and then t(> read a little ; and could 
settle to nothing, but sorrow and deep despondency. 

Not that she nursed her grief. She had been told to he 
brave, dud she tried. But her grief was her master ; it came 
^ welling through her eyes in a moment, of its own accord. 

She was deeply mortified too: but, in her gentle nature, 
anger could play but a secondary part. Her indignation was 
weak beside her grief, and did little to bear her up. 

Yet her sense of shame was vivid ; she tried hard not to let 
li^ father see how deeply she loved the man who had gone from 
her to Miss Somerset. Besides he had ordered her to fight 
against a love that now could only degrade her ; he had ordered, 
and it was for her to obey. 

As soon as Sir Charles Was better, he wrote her a long humble 
letter, owning that, before he knew her, he had led a fiee life ; 
but assuring her that, ever since that happy time? his heart and 
his time had been solely hers ; as to his visit to Miss Somerset, 
it had been one of business merely,’ and this he could prove, if 
she would receive him. The. Admiral could ho present at that 
interview, and Sir Charles hoped to convince him he had been 
somewhat hasty and harsh in his decision. 

Now the Admiral had foreseen 6ir Charles would write to 
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her ; bo he had ordered his man to bring .aU letters to him 
first/ 

He recognised Sir Charles’s hand, and brought the letter in 
to Bella. ‘Now, child,’ said he, ‘be brave. Here is a 
letter from that man/ 

‘ Oh, papa ! I thought he would. I hntpr he wolsfeL’ And 
ihe pale face was flushed with joy and h(||^aU in a moment 

‘ I)o what V ^ 

, * Write and explain/ 

‘ Explain ? A thing that is as clear as sunehina He has 
written to throw dust in your eyes again. You axe evidently in 
no state to judge. I shall read this letter first.* 

‘ Yes, papa,* said Bella, faintly. 

He did read it, and she devoured his countenance all the time. 

‘ There ia nothing in it. He ofl’ers no real explanation, but 
only says he can explain, and asks for an interview — -to play 
upon your weakness. If I give you this letter, it will only 
make you cry, and render your task more difficult. I must be 
strong, for your good, and set you an example. J loved this 
young man too ; but, now I know him ’ — then he actually thrust 
the letter into the fire. 

But this was too much. Bella shrieked at the act,' and put 
her hand to her heart, and shrieked again. * Ah ! yett*ll kill us, 
you*Jl kill us both!* she cried. ‘ Poor Charles 1 Poor » Bella I 
You don*t love your child — you have no pity,? And, for the 
first time, her misery was violent. She writhed and wept, and 
at last went into violent hysterics, and frightened that stout 
old warrior more than cannon had ever frightened him; and 
presently she became quiet, and wept at his knees, and begged 
his forgiveness, and said he was wiser than she was, and she 
would obey him in everything, only he must not be angry with 
her if she could not live. 

Then the stout Admiral mingled his tears with hers, and 
began to realise what d^p waters of affliction his girl was 
wading in. 

Yet he saw no way out but firmness. He wrote to Sir 
Charles, to say that his daughter was too ill to write ; but that 
no explanation was possible, and no interview could be allowed. 

Sir Charles, who, after writing, had conceived the most 
guine hopes, was now as wretched as Bella ; only, now that be 
was refused a hearing, he had wounded pride to support hini a 
little under wounded love. 



40 


A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


Admiral Bruce, fearing for his daughter’s health, and even 
for her life — she pined so visibly — now ordered her to divide 
her day into several occupations, and exa^^t divisions of time : 
an hour for this, an hour tor that ; an hour, by the clock : and 
here he showed practical wisdom. Try it, ye that are very 
unhappy ; and tell me the result. 

As a part of this excellent system, she had to walk round the 
square from eleven till twelve a.m. : but never alone : he was 
not going to have Sir Charles surprising her into an interview'. 
He always went with her, and as ho was too stiff to walk 
briskly, he sat down, and she had to \valk in bight. He took a 
stout stick with him — for Sir Charles. But Sir Charles was 
pttoud, and stayed at home with his deep wound. 

One day, w^alking round the square, with a step of Mercury, 
and heart of lead, Bella Bruce met a Sister of Cliority pacing 
slow and thoughtful j their eyes met and drank, in a moment, 
every feature of each other. 

The Sister, apparently, had seen the settled ffiief on that fair 
face ; for, the next time they met, she eyed her with a certain 
sympathy, w^hich did not Cv^^cape Bella. 

^ This subtle interchange cook •* several times, and Bella 
could not help feeling a little grateful. ‘Ahl’she thought to 
he ielf, ‘ how kind religious people are ! I should like to speak 
to her.i And the next time they met, she looked wistfully in the 
Sister’s faca 

She did not meet her again, for she went and rested on a bench, 
in sight of her father, but at some distance from Inm, Uncon- 
sciously to herself, liis refusal oven to hear Sir Charles repelled 
her. That was so hard on him and her. It looked like throw- 
ing away the last chance, the last little chance of happiness. 

By-and-by the Sister came, and sat on the same bench. 

Bella was hardly surprised, hut blushed high ; for she felt 
that her own eyes had invited the sympathy of a stranger, and 
now it seemed to be coming the timid girl felt uneasy. The 
Sister saw that, and approached her with tact. * You look un- 
well,’ said she gently, but with no appearance of extravagant 
interest or curiosity. 

am — « little,* said Bella, very reservedly. 

* Excuse my remarking it. We are professional nurses, and 
apt to he a little officious, I fear." 

Ho reply. 

‘ I saw you were unwell But I hope it is not serious. I can 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


41 

generally tell when the sick are in danger.’ A peculiar look. 

‘ I am glad not to see it in so young and — good a face.’ 

‘ You are young too ; very young, and’ — (she was going to say 
‘ beautiful/ but she* was too shy) — * to be a Sister of Charity. 
But I am sure you never regret leaving such a world as this is.* 

‘ JN'ever. I have lost the only thing 1 ever valued in it’ 

* I have no right to ask you what Miat was.’ 

‘You shall know without, asking. I loved proved un- 

worthy.’ 

Tlie Sister dw>]y, and then, with her 

hands for a moi’u ni, ’ ose abruptJy and left the ^ushained, 

apparently, of having beejj betrayed into such a 

Bella, when she was twenty yards off, put oat a timid hand, 
as if to detain her, hut she had not the courage to say anything 
of the kind. 

She n(»>ver told her f .‘^•r a word. She 1 ad got somebody 
now wh(» could ..ip*'* iii^> witli better djan he could. 

ISiext <hiy the S’st'>. theri^ rai la bowed to her when 
she mot her. 

This lime it was the ‘ ^ T bench. 

Bella continued her wiUa. ■Ibv ? ,:je time, but at last could rlM 
resist the temptation. SIk' came and sat down on the beo^h, 
and blushed, as much as to say, ‘ I have the courage to come, 
but not to speak upon a certain subject, which slmll be nSmelessd 

The Sister, as may be imagined, was not so shy ; she opened a., 
conversation. ‘ I committed a fault yesterday ; I spoke to you 
of myself, and of the past : it is discouraged by our rules. We 
are bound to inquire the grief of others, not to toll our own.’ 

This was a fair openingj but Bella was too delicate to show 
her wounds to a fresh acquaintance. 

The Sister, having faded at that, tried something very 
different. 

‘ But I could tell you a pitiful case about another. Some 
time ago I nursed a gentleman whom love had laid on a sick-bed.* 

‘ A gentleman ! What, can they love as wo do V said Bella 
bitterly. 

‘ Not many of them ; but this was an exception. But I don’t 
know whether I ought to tell these secrets to so young a lady.’ , 

‘ Oh yes, please ! What else is there in this world worth 
talking about 1 Tell me about the poor man who could lo^ as 
we can.’ 

The Sister seemed to hesitate, but at last decided to go on. 
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‘Well, lie was a man of tlie world ; and he had nofc always 
been a good man ; bVit he was trying to be. He had fallen in 
love with a young lady, and seen the beauty^ of virtue, and was 
going to marry her, and lead a good life. But he was a man of 
bohour ; and there was a lady for whom he thought it was his 
du^ to provide. He set his lawyer to draw a deed, and his 
lawyer appointed a day for signing it at her house. The poor 
man eame, because his lawyer told him. . Do you think there 
was any great harm in that V 

‘ i^'o ; of course noV 

* Well, then, he lost his love for that* 

^iss Bruoe^s colour began to come and go, and her supple 
figui»e to crouch a little. She said nothing. 

The Sister continued — ‘ Some malicious person went and told 
the young lady’s father the gentleman wtis in the habit of visit- 
ing that lady, and would be with her at a certain hour. And 
so he was; but it was the lawyer’s appointment, you know. 
You seem agitated/ 

‘JN’o, no; not agitated,’ said Bella, ‘but astonished: it is so 
like a story I know. A young lady, a friend of mine, had an 
ailbnymous letter, telling her that one she loved and esteemed 
was unworthy. But what you have told me shows me bow de- 
ceitful appearances may be. What was your patient^s name V 

* It is against our rules to tell that. But you said “ an anony- 
*.mou8 letter/’ Was your friend so weak as to believe an anony- 
mous letter? The writer of such a letter is a coward, and a 
coward is always a liar. Show me your friend’s anonymous 
letter. I may perhaps bo able to throw a light on it,’ 

The conversation was interrupted by Admiral Bruce, who had 
approached them unobserved, ‘Excuse me,’ said he, ‘but you 
ladies seem to have hit upon a very interesting theme,’ 

‘ Yes, papa,’ said Bella. ‘ 1 took the liberty to question this 
lady as to her experiences of sick-beds, and she was good enough 
to give me some of them,’ 

Having uttered this witli a suddc^i appearance of calmness, 
that first amazed the Sister, then made her smile,, she took her 
father’s arm, bowed politely and a little stiffly to her new friend, 
and drew the Admiral away. 

* Oh !’ thought the Sister. ‘ I am not to speak to the old 
gentleman. He is not in her confidence. Yet she is very fond 
of him : how she hangs on his arm ! Sim^eityll — Candour 1 — 

^ We are tarred with the same stick, welMunen.* 
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That night* Bella was a changed girl ^ escalted and depreased 
by turns, and with no visible reason. 

Her father was pleased. Anything better tiian that deadly 
languor. 

The next day Bella sat by her father^s side in the square, 
longing to go to the Sister, yet patiently waiting to be ordered. 

At last the Admiral, finding her dull and listless, said, * Why 
don’t you go and talk to the Sister ? She amuses yom Jll join 
you when I have sitoked this cigar.* 

The obedient Bella rose, and went towards the Sister, as. if 
compelled. But, when she got to her, her whole manner 
changed ; she took her warmly by the hand, and said, tremblmg 
and blushing, and all on lire, ‘ I have brought you the anony- 
mous letter.’ 

The older actress took it, and ran her eye over it, an eye that 
now sparkled like a diamond. ‘ Humph I’ said she, and flung 
ofi‘ all the dulcet tones of her assumed character, with mighty 
little ceremony. ‘ This hand is disguised a little ; but I thinfcT 
know it. I am sure I do. The diziy little rascal I’ 

* Madam 1’ cried Bella, iigh.aat wi-h surprise at this language. 

‘ I tell you I know the %<Titer, ind nis rascally motive. Yc ^ 
must lend me this for a day or twd.’ 

‘ Must 1 V said Bella. ‘ Excuse me ! Papa would he so angry.’ 

* Very likely : hut you will lend it to me for all thiA ; foiv' 
with this, I can clear Miss Brnco’s lover, and defeat bis enemies.’ 

Bella uttered a faint cry, uxid trembled, ^nd her bosom heaved 
violently. She looked this way and vhat, like a frightened deer. 
* But papa 1 His eye is on us,’ 

* Kover deceive your father !’ said the Sister, almost sternly ; 
‘but,’ darting her gre> eyes right into those dovelike orbs, ‘give 
mefive minutes’ start- —if Yor *:K,Ai,T.Y i.oyk Sir Charles Bassett.’ 

With these words she carried v;fi‘ letter; and Bella ran, 
blushing, panting, trembling, to her iltther, and dung to hiih. 

He questioned her, hut could get nothing from her very in- 
telligible, until the Sister was out of sight, and then she told 
him all without reserve. 

‘ I was unworthy of him to doubt him. An anonymoiia 
slander. I’ll never trust appearancens again. Poor Charles ! Ob 
my darling, what he must have suffered, if he loves like me f 
Then oame a shower of happy tears : then a shower of ba^^py 
kisses. , 

The Admiral gro^Hp, but, for a long time, he could not get a 
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word in. When he did, it was chilling. ^ My pcJor girl,* said 
he, ‘ this unhappy love blinds you. What, don't you see the 
woman is no nun, but some sly hussy that man has sent to 
throw dust in your eyes !’ 

Nothing she could say prevailed to turn him from this view ; 
and he acted upon it with resolution : he confinod her excursions 
r.o a little garden at the back of the house, and forbade her, on 
any pretence, to cross the threshold. 

Miss Somerset came to the square, in anotlicr disguise, armed 
with important information. 

But no Bella Bruce appeared to meet her. 

All this time Richard Bassett was happy as a prince. 

So besotted was he w’itli egotism, and so blinded by imaginary 
wrongs, that he rejoiced in the lovers' separation, rejoiced in his 
cousin's illness. 

Polly, who now regarded him almost as a lover, told him all 
about it, and already in anticipation he saw liimself and his line 
once more lords of the two manors, Bassett and Huntercombe, on 
the demise of Sir Charles Bassett, Bart., deceased without issue. 
^ And, in fact, Sir Charles was utterly defeated ; he lay torpid. 

But there was a tough opponent in the way ; all the more 
dangerous that she was not feared. 

'’‘"One ilne day Miss Somerset clectrided her groom by ordering 
^her pony-carriage to the door at ten a.nj. 

She took the reins on the pavement, like a man, jumped in 
light as a feather, and away rattled the carriage into the City. 
The ponies were all alive, the driver's eye keen as a bird's ; her 
courage and her judgment equal. She w'ound in and out among 
the huge vehicles with perfect composure : and on those occasions 
when, the traffic being interrupted, the oratorical powers were 
useful to fill up the time, she shone with singular brilliance ; the 
West End is too often in debt to the City, but, in the matter 
of chaff, it was not so this day ; for, whenever she took a peck, 
^she returned a bushel ; and so she rattled to the door of Solomon 
Oldfield, Solicitor, Old Jewry. 

She penetrated into the inner office of that worthy, and told 
him he must come with her that minute to Portmau Square. 

‘ Impossible, madam !' And, as they say in the law reports, 
gave his reasons. 

* Certain, sir P And gave no reasons. 

He still resisted. 
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Thereupon she told liim she should sit there all day, and chaff 
his clients one after another, and that his connection with the 
Bassett and Huntercomhe estates should end. 

Then he saw he had to do with a termagant, and consented with 
a sigh. % 

She drove him westward, wincing every now and then at her 
close driving, and told him all, and showed him what she was 
pleased to call lier little game. He told her it was too romantic. 
vSaid he, * You ladies read nothing but novels ; but the real world 
is quite dillcrent from the world of novels.* Having delivered 
this remonstrance, which was tolerably just, for she never read 
anything but novels and sermons, he submitted like a lamb and 
received her instructions. 

♦She drove as hist as she talked, so that by this time they were 
at Admiral Bruco*s dour. 

Now i\Ir. Oldtield took the lead, as per instructions. * Mr. 
Oldfield, solicitor, and a lady — on business.* 

The porter dolivcretl tins to the footman with the accuracy 
whi(di all who send verbal luesj^agcr, deserve and may count on. 

* IMr. Oldville and lady.* 

The footman, wdio represented the next step in oral tradition, 
•without wliich form of history the Heathen world would never 
have known that Hannibal softened the ipeks with vinegar, 
the Christian world that eleven thousand virgins dwelt in a 
German town the size of Putney, announced the pair as ^Mr. 
and Mrs. llautvillo 1’ 

‘ 1 don’t know them, I think. Well, I will see them.* 

They entered, and the Admiral stared a little, and wondered 
how this couple came together, the keen but plain old man, with 
clothes hanging on him, and the dashing beauty, with her dress in 
the height of the fasliion, and her gauntleted hands. However, 
ho bowed ceremoniously and begged his visitors to be seated. 

Now the folding-doors were ajar, and the soi-diMnii Mrs. Haut- 
ville peeped. She saw Bella Bruce at some distance, seated by 
the fire in a reverie. 

Judge that young lady's astonishment when she looked up 
and observed a large, white, well-shaped hand, sparkling with 
diamonds and rubies, beckoning her furtively. 

The owner of that sparkling hand soon heard a soft rustle of silk 
come towards the door ; the very rustle, somehow, was eloquent, 
and betrayed love timidity, and something innocent, yet 
subtle. The jewelled hand went in again, directly. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

« 

Mbaotim» Mr. Oldfield began to tell the Admiral who he was, 
and that he was come to remove a false impression about a client 
of 'hi% Sir Charles Bassett. 

*That, sir,* said the Admiral sternly, 'is a name we never 
mention here.’ 

He rose, and went to the folding-doors, and deliberately closed 
them. 

The Somerset, thus defeated, bit her lip, and sat all of a heap, 
like a cat about to spring, looking sulky and vicious. 

Mr, Oldfield persisted, and, as he took the AdmiraVs hint and 
lowered his voice, he was interrupted no more; but made a 
simple statement of those facts which are known to the reader. 

Admiral Bruce heard them, and admitted that the case was not 
quite so bad as’he had thought. 

Then Mr. Oldfield proposed that Sir Charles should be re- 
admitted, 

^ * Ko,* said the old Admiral firmly ; ^ turn it how you will, it 
IS too ugly ; the bloom of the thing is gone. Why should my 
daughter take that woman’s leavings ? Why should I give her 
l^eart to a man ajpout town V 

‘Because you will break it else,* said Miss Somerset, with 
affected politeness. 

‘ Give her credit for more dignity, madam, if you please,' re- 
plied Admiral Bruce, with equal politeness. 

‘ Oh, bother dignity !* cried the Somerset. 

At this free phrase, from so well-dressed a lady, Admiral 
Bruce opened his eyes, and inquired of Oldfield, rather satirically, 
who was this lady, that did him the honour to interfere in his 
&mily affajirf 

Oldfielf ^ ^ked confused ; but Somerset, full of mother-wit, 
was not to be caught napping. ‘Pm a by-stander; and they 
always see clearer than the folk themselves. You are a man of 
honour, sir, and you are very clever at sea, no doubt, and 
a fighter, and all that ; but you are no match for land-sharks : 
you are being made a dupe and a tool of. Who io you think 
wrote that anonymous letter to your daughter friend of 

truth 'I a friend of injured innocence 1 the sort^ 

One Richard Bassett ; Sir Charles’s cousin, . Were, Mr. Oldfield, 
please compare those two handwritings clos^y, and you wiU see 
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I am right.' ’She put down the anonymous letter, and Hichard 
Bassett's letter to herself ; but she could not wait for Mr. Old- 
field to compare th^ documents, now her tongue was set going. 

^ Yes, gentlemen, this is new to you ; but you'll find that little 
scheming rascal wrote them both, and with as base a motive, and 
as black jA heart, as any other anonymous coward's. His game 
is to make Sir Charles Bassett die childless, and so then this 
dirty follow would inherit the estate ; and, owing to you being 
so green, and swallowing an anonymous letter like pure water 
from the spring, he very nearly got his way ; Sir Charles has 
been at death's door along of all this.' 

‘ Hush, madam ! not so loud, please,' whispered Admiral 
Bruce, looking uneasily towards the folding- doors. ^ 

‘Why not?' bawled the Somerset. ‘The truth ma.y be 
nLAKiKD, BUT IT can't BE SHAMED. I tell you that your precious 
letter brought Sir Charles Bassett to the brink of the grave. 
Soon as ever ho got it, he came tearing in his cab to Miss 
Somerset’s house, and accused her of telling the lie, to keep him 
— and ho might have known better, fur the jade never did a 
sneaking thing in her life — but any way he thought it must be 
her doing, miscalled her like a clog, and raged at her dreadful^ 
and at last, what with love, and fury, and despair, he had the 
terriblest fit you ever. Bell down as black as your bat^ be 
did, and his eyes rolled, and his teeth ghashed, and he loan!® 
at the mouth, and took four to hold liiin, and x)resently as white ^ 
as a ghost, and given up for dead. No pulse for hours ; and, 
when hivS life came back, his reason 'was gone.' 

‘ Good heavens, madam !' 

‘ For a time it was ; how ho did rave ! and “ Bella " the only 
name on his lips. And now he lies, in his own house, aa weak 
as water. Come, old gentleman, don't you be too hard : you are 
not a child, like your daughter ; take the world as it is : do you 
think you will ever find a man of fortune who had a 

lady friend ? Why, every single gentleman in Lorosn, that can 
afford to keep a saddle-horse, has an article of that sort in some 
corner or other: and if he parts with her as soon as his banns 
are cried, that is all you can expeck Do you think any mother 
in Belgravia would make a row about that ? They are downier 
than you they would shrug their aristocratic shoulders, and 
decline to flfeu to the past lives of their sons-in-law~unless it 
llfras all in the newspapers, mind you.’ ^ 

‘ If Belgravian mothers have mercenary minds, that is nl} 
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reason why I shonlcl, whose cheeks have bronzed in the service 
of a virtuous Queen, and whose hairs have whitened in honour.* 

On receiving this broadside the Someri^et altered her tone 
diTOctly, and said, obsequiously, ‘That is true, sir, and I beg 
youv pardon for comparing you to the trash. But brave men 
ar^ ptiful, you know : then show your pity hero. Pity a gentle- 
man that repented his faults as soon as your daughter showed 
him there was a better love within reach, and now lies stung by 
an anonymous viper, and almost dying of love and iriovtiiication; 
and pity your own girl, tliat will soon lose her health, and 
haps her life, if you dori*t give in.* 

‘ She is not so weak, ma(iam. She is in better spirits already/ 

‘Ay, but then she didn’t know what he had suffered for hry. 
She does now, for I heard her moan, and she wilt die f r hiiii 
now, or else she will give you twice as many kiss. ns a^u:»l 
some day, and <;ry a bucketful over yon, and then run awi^v 
with her lover. 1 know women better than you do . I aiii oxio 
of the precious lot/ 

The Admiral only replied wiili a lor/’r cS snpcrlativr* .scorn : this 
incensed the Somerset, and that daring \v‘uuan, \\hu.s<» ear was 
Ifeearer to the door, and iiaJ caug]/ soun/;s thrl escaped the inon, 
actually turned the handle, and while h flashed delianeo, 
her vigorous foot spurned the folding vvidt* open in half a 
ISbmefit. 

Bella Bruce lay with her head sideways on the table, and her 
hands extended, moaning and sobbing piteously for poor Sir 
Charles. 

‘JFor shame, niad<ara, to expose, my child !’ cried the Ad mini 
bursting with indiguutioii and grief. He rushed to her, and 
took her in his anus. 

She scarcely noticed him, for the moment he turned her, she 
caught sight of Miss Somerset, and recognised her face in a 
moment. ‘Ah ! the Bister of Charity !’ she cried, and stretched 
out her hands to her with a look and a gesture so innocent, con- 
fiding, and imploring, that the Somerset, already iniudi excited 
by her own eloquence, took a turn not uncommon with terma- 
gants, and began tc* cry herself. 

But she soi)n stopped that, for she saw her time was come to 
go, and avoid unpleasant explanations. She made a dart and 
secured the two letters. ‘ Settle it amongst yourselves,’ said she, 
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must be a tool of Eichard Bassett, don't be a tool and a dupe by 
halves : he> is in love with her too ; marry her to the blaokgnard, 
and then you will ba to. kill Sir Charles/ 

Having delivered this with such volubility that the words 
pattered out like a roll of musketry, she flounced out, with red 
cheeks and wet ej^s, rushed down the stairs, and sprang into 
her carriage, whipped the ponies, and away at a pace that made 
the spectators stare. 

Mr. Oldfield muttered some excuses and retired more sedately. 

All this set Bella Bruce trembling and weeping, >:and her father 
was some time before lie could bring her to anything like com- 
posure. Her first words, when she could find breath, were, * He 
is innocent; he is unhappy. Oh that I could fly to him f 

* Innocent ! What proof 1* 

‘ That brave lady said so.' 

‘ Brave lady ! A bold hussy. Most likely a friend of the 
woman Somerset, and a bird of the same feather. Sir Charles 
has done himself no good with me by sending such an emissary/ 

* 2?Jo, papa ; it was the lawyer brought her, and then her own 
good heart made her burst out. Ah 1 she is not like me : she, 
has courage. What a noble thing courage is, especially in a 
woman !’ 

‘ Pray did you hear the language of this noble ladyj' 

‘Every word, nearly; and I shall never forget them* They 
were diamonds and pearls.* 

‘ Of the sort you c:m pick up at Billingsgate.' 

‘ Ah, papa, she pleaded for him as I cannot plead,- and yet I 
love him. It was true eloquence. Oh, how she made m& 
shudder ! Only think — he had a fit, and lost his reason, and all 
for me ! What shall I do ? What shall I do ?* 

This brought on a fit of weeping. 

Her father pitied her, and gave her a crumb of sympathy : 
said he was sorry for Sir Charles. 

‘ But/ said he, recovering his resolution, ‘ it cannot be helpetj- 
He must exjuate his vices, like other men. Do, pray, pluck up a 
little spirit, and sense. Now try and keep to the point ; this 
woman came from him, and you say you heard her language and 
admire it. Quote me some of it.’ 

‘''She said he fell down as black as his hat, and his eyes rolled, 
and his poor teeth gnashed, and, oh my darling 1 my datUng 1 
oh I oh ! oh !' 

^ There— there — I mean about other thinga’ 
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Bella cotnplicd, Lut ■with a running accompaniment of the 
sweetest little sohe. 

^ She said I must he very green, to swcAlow an anonymous 
letter like spring water. Oh ! oh I' 

** ^ Green there was a word !’ ^ 

* Oh ! oh! But it is the right word. You can't mend it. Try, 
and you will see you can't. Of course I was green. Oh I And 
she said “ every gentleman who can afford to keep a saddle-horse 
has a female friend till his banns are called in church.” Oh 1 oh !' 

‘ A pretty statement to come to your ears.' 

^ But if it is the truth I The truth may he blamed, but 
IT can't be shamed.” Ah I ril not forget that : 111 pray every 
night I may remember those words of the brave lady. Oh 1* 

' Yes ; take her for your oracle.' 

' I mean to. I always try to profit by my superiors. She 
has courage : I have none. 1 beat about the bush, and don't 
make myself understood : she uses the very word. She vsaid we 
have been the dupe and the tool of a little scheming rascfd, an 
anonymous coward, with motives as base as his heart is black — 
d>h,\ oh! Ay, that is the way to speak of such a man : I can’t do 
it myself, but I reverence the brave lady who can. And she 
wasn't afraid even of you, dear papa. “Come, old gentleman ” — 
•fUfr [Jm ! — “ take the world as it is ; Belgravian mothers would 
not break both their hearts for what ’s past and gone.” What 
bard good sense ! a thing I always did admire ; because Pve got 
none. But her heart is not hard : after all her words of fire that 
went so straight, instead of bt»ating the bush, she ended by cry- 
ing for me. Oh ! oh ! oh ! Bless her 1 bless her ! If ever 
there was a good woman in the world, that is one. She was not 
bom a lady, I'm afraid ; but that is nothing : she was bora a 
woman, and I mean to mal^ her acquaintance, and take her for 
my example in all things. No, dear papa, women are not so 
pitiful to women, without cause. She is almost a stranger, yet 
she cried for me. Can you be harder to me than she is ? No ; 
pity your poor girl, who will lose her health, and perhaps her 
life. Pity poor Charles, stung by an anonymous viper, and laid 
on a bed of sickness for me — oh 1 oh ! oh ! ' 

‘ I do pity you, Bella. When you cry, like this, my heart 
bleeds.' 

* I'll try not to cry, papa. Oh ! oh I' 

I ‘ But, most of all, I pity your infatuation, your blindness, 
j Poor innocent dove, that looks at others by the light of her own 
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goodness ; and so sees all manner of virtues in a brazen hussy. 
Now answer me one plain question. You called her ‘Hhe 
Sister.^’ Is she not the same woman that played the Sister of 
Charity r . 

Bella blushed to ^he temples, and said, hesitatingly, she was 
not quite' sure. 

‘ Come, Bella. I thought you were going to imitate the jade, 
and not beat about the bush. Yes, or no V 

‘ The features are very like.' 

‘ Bella, you know it is the same woman. YoUf recognised her 
in a moment. That speaks volumes. But she shall ^nd I am 
not to be made “ a dupe and a tool of ” quite so easily as she 
thinks. I'll tell you what — this is some professional actress Sir 
Charles has hired to waylay you. Little simpleton ? 

He said no more at that time : but, after efinner, he ruminated, 
and took a very serious, indeed almost a maritime, view of the 
crisis. ‘ I'm overmatched now,' thought he. ‘ They will cut my 
sloop out under the very gune of the flag-^ip, if we stay much 
longer in this port — a lawyer against me, and a woman too; 
there's nothing to bo done but heavt^ anchor, hoist sail, and run 
for it.’ 

He sent off a foreign telegram, and then went upstairs, 
*B(dla, my dear,' said he, ‘pack up your clothes, for a jo umex . 
We start to-morrow.' 

‘ A journey, papa ! A long one V 

‘No. Wo shan't double the Horn this time.' 

‘ Brighton ? Paris V 

‘ Oh, farther than that,' 

‘ The grave : that is the journey I should like to take.' 

‘ So you shall some day ; but, just now, it is a foreign ^ovi you 
are bound for. Go and pack.' 

‘ I obey,’ And she was creeping off ; but he called her back, 
and kissed her, and said, ‘ Noa^, I'll tell you where you are going; 
but you must promise me solemnly not to write one line to Sir 
Charles.' 

She promised, but cried as soon as she had promised; whereat 
the Admiral inferred he had done wisely to exact the promise. 

‘Well, my dear,' said he, ‘we are going to Baden. Your 
Aunt Molineux is there. She is a woman of great delicacy and 
prudence, and has daughters of her own all well married, thanks 
to her motherly care. She will bring you to your senses better 
than I can.' * 


4— S 
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IJText evening they left England, by the mail ; and the day 
after, Eichard Bassett learned this through his servant, and went 
home triumphant, and, indeed^ wondering* at hia success. He 
^ ascribed it, however, to the Kcmosia which dogs the heels of 
those who inherit the estate of another. 

• Such was the only moral reflection he made, tliongh the biipi- 
ness in general, and particularly his share in it, admitted of 
several. 

Miss Somerset also heard of it, and told Mr. Oldfield : he told 
Sir Charles Bassett. 

That gentleman sighed deeply, and said nothing. He had lost 
all hope. 

The whole matter appeared stagnant for about ten days ; and 
then a delicate hand stirred the dead waters cautiously. 
Oldfield, of all people in the world, received a short letter from 
Bella Bruce. 


‘ Koniff^henj ITolrl^ Baden, 

* * Miss Brvee presents her mnpiimrnis io Mr, OhKeld, uwl mil 
feel 7nuch obliged if he tall send lur the name and add'iess of the 
hmie lady who acconipankd him io her fdhcBs h(nm\ 

^ ilfSss Bruce desires io thaidc ihat lady pcrsowdly^ for her mbk 
defence of ofw wiih whom it inmld be improper for her to commiivl- 
mie / bid she cn7i never he mlijftreni io his 'welfare^ nor hear of his 
sufferings without deep sorrow,* 

* Confound it V said Sohomon Oldfield, * what am I to do 1 I 
mustn’t tell her it is Miss Somerset.’ So the wary lawyer had a 
copy of the letter made, and sent to Miss Somerset for instruc- 
tions. 

Miss Somerset sent for Mr. Marsh, who was now more at her 
beck and call than ever ; and told him she had a ticklish letter to 
tvrite. ‘ I can talk with the best,’ said she ; * but the moment I 
sit down and take up a pen, something cold runs up "my shoulder, 
and then down my backbone, and I’m palsied : now you are 
iilways writing, and can’t s ay “D o” to a goose, in company 
^ Let us mix ourselves ; I’ll walk iocwt afilTspeaPmy mind ; and 
tdien you put down the cream, and send it’ 

From this ingenious process resulted the following compo* 
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*She whom Miss Bi-uce is good enough to call ** the irave 
happened to know the truth, and that tempted her to try and ha;^e m 
anonymous slanderer, who was mining the happiness of a lady and 
gentleman. Being a person of ivarra impulses, she went great lengths ; 
but she now wishes to retire into the shade. She is flattered ^ by Miss 
Bruce's desire to know her, and some day, perhaps, may remind her 
of it ; hut, at present, she must deny herself that honour. If her, 
reasons were blown, Miss Bruce tvould not be offended, nor hurt ; she 
would entirely approve them.' 

Soon after thin, as Sir Charles Bassett sat by thd' fire, disconso- 
late, his servant told him a lady wanted to see him. 

‘Who is it r 

‘ J>)on’t know, Sir Charles ; but it is a kind of a sort of a nun, 
Sir Charles.’ 

‘Oil, a Sister of (Jhanty ! Perhaps the one that nursed me. 
Admit her, by all inef^us.’ The Sister came in. She had a large 
veil on. Sir Charles rec'dved her with profound respect, and 
thanked her, with s(niio little hesitatiem, for her kind attention to 
him. 

She stopped him hy saying that war merely her duty. ‘ But,’® 
said she softly, ‘ worils fell from you, on the bed of sickness, that 
touched luy lujart ; and, besides, 1 1'appeu to know the lady.* 

‘You know niy Bella T cried br Cliarles. ‘Ah, th'efr1*!o 
wonder you speak so kindly ; you can feel what I have lost. She 
has left England to avoid me,’ 

‘ All the btitter. Where sbt is, the door cannot be closed in 
your face. Slie is at Baden. Follow her there. She has heard 
the truth from Mr. Oldhold, and she knows who wrote the 
anonymious letter,’ 

‘ And who did f 

‘ Mr. Kichard Bassett.’ 

This amazed Sir Charles. 

‘The scoundrel 1’ said he, after a long silence. 

‘ Well, then, why lot that fellow defeat you for his own ends ^ 

I would go, at once, to Baden. Your leaving England would be 
one more proof to her that she has no rival. Stick to her like a 
man, sir, and you will win her, I tell you.’ 

These words from a nun amazed and lired him. He rose from 
his chair, flushed with sudden hope and ardour. ‘ 111 leavjs for 
Baden to-morrow morning.’ 

The Sister rose to retire. * 
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‘ |ffo, ao/ cried Sir Charles. ‘ I have not thanked yon. I ought 
to go do Wh on my knees and bless yon for all this. To whom am 
I indebted f » 

*lSo matter, sir.* 

But At does matter. Ton nursed me, and perhaps saved my 
liib, and now you give me back the hopes that make life sweet. 
You wfll#ot trust me with your namcl' 

‘ We have no name.' 

* Your voice at times sounds very like — no, I will not affront 
you by such a comparison.' 

* I'm her sister,* said she, like lightning. 

This announcement staggered Sir Charles, and he was silent 
and UDComfortableb It gave him a chill. 

The Sister watched him keenly, but said nothing. 

Sir Charles did not know what to say, so he asked to see her 
face. * It must be as beautiful as your heart.' 

The Sister shook her head. ‘ My face has been disfigured by 
a fiigbtful disorder,' 

Six Cbailes uttered an ejaculation of regret and pity. 

* I could not bear to show it to one who esteems me as you 
seem to do. But perhaps it will not always be so.' 

^ I hope not. You are young, and Heaven is good. Can I do 
^othing for you, who have done so much for me f 
"^T^othing — unless,’ said she, feigning vast ti&idity, ‘you 
could spare me that ring of yours, as a remembrance of the part, 
1 have played in this afikir.' 

Sir Charles coloured. It was a ruby of the purest water, and 
had been two centuries in his family. He coloured, but- was too 
fine a gentleman to hesitate. He said, ‘ By all means : but it is a 
poor thing to offer ymJ 

‘ I shall value it very much.' 

‘ Say no more. lam fortunate in having anything you deign 
to accept.' 

And so the ring changed hands. ^ 

The Sister now put it on her middle finger, and held up her 
hand, and her bright eyes glanced at it, through her veil, with 
that delight which her sex in general feel at the possession of a 
new bauble. She recovered herself, however, and' told .him, 
soberly, th^ ring should return to his family at her death, if not 
before. 

* I will giva you a piece of advice for it,' said she. ‘"Miss 
Bruce has folty hair, and she is very timid. Don’t you take her 
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adviee about comtnaudiBg her. She ^ould like to be jour 
elave — don’t let her. Coax her to apeak hermind* Make a 
friend of her. Don’t you put her to this — that she muat die* 
please you or else deceive you. She might choose wrongs espe- 
cially with that coloured hair.’ * 

*It is not'in her nature to deceive.’ 

^ It is not in her nature to displease. Excuse me i 1 am too 
fanciful^ and look at women too closa But I know Jour ]^pp^- 
'ness depends on her : all your eggs are in that one basket, j 
Well, I have told you how to carry the basket. (3dbd*bye.’ 

Sir Charles saw her out, and bowed respectfully to her in the 
hall, while his servant opened the street door* He did hex this 
homage as his benefactress. 

When the Admiral and Miss Bruce reached Baden, Mrs. 
Molineux was away on a visit ; and this disappointed Admiral 
Bruce, who had counted on her assistance to manage and com- 
fort Bella. Bella needed the latter very much ; a glance at her 
pale, pensive, lovely face was enough to show that sorrow was 
rooted at her heart. She was subjected to no restraint, but kept the 
house of her own accord, thinking, as persons of her age are apt 
to do, that her whole history must he written in her face. Still, 
of course, she did go out sometintes;^ and one cold, but bright, 
afternoon • she was strolling languidly on the parade, all 
in a moment she met Sir Charles Bassett face to face. 

She gave an eloquent scream, and turned pale a moment, and 
then the hot blood came rushing, and then it retired, and she 
stood at bay, with heaving bosom, and great eyes. 

Sir Charles held out both hands pathetic^y. ‘ Don’t you, 
be afraid of me.* 

When she found he was so afraid of offending her, she became 
more courageous. ‘ How dare you come here 1’ said she, but 
with more curiosity than violence, for it had been her dream of 
hope he. would come. 

‘How could I keep away, when I heard you were herel’ 

‘ You must not speak to me, sir ; I am forbidden.’ 

‘ Pray do not condemn me, unheard.’ 

* If I listen to you, I shall believe you, I won’t hear a word: 
Gentlemen can do things that ladies cannot even speak about. 
Talk to my Aunt Molineux ; our fate depends on her. This 
;will teach you not to be so wicked. What business have 
gentlemen to be so wicked ? Ladies are not No, is no ns^ ; 
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I will not hear a syllable. I am ashamed to be seen speaking 
to you ; you are a bad character. Oh, Charles, is it true you 
had a htl’ 

‘Yea’ 

‘ And have you been very ill % You look ill.* 

^ I am better now, dearest.* 

, '^“Dearest!** Don’t call me names. Ilow dare you keep 
speaking to me when I request you not !’ 

‘ But I can’t excuse myself, and obtain my pardon, and 
recover your love, unless I am allowed to speak.* 

‘ Oh, you can speak to my Aunt Molineux, and she will read 
you a fine lesson.’ 

‘ Where is she V 

* Nobody knows. But there is her house, the one with the 
iron gate,' Get her ear first, if you really love me; and don’t 
you ever waylay me again. If you do, 1 shall say something 
rude to you, sir. Oh, I’m so happy !’ 

Having let this out, she hid her face with her hands, and 
fled like the very wind. 

At dinner-time she was in high spirits. 

^ The Admiral congratulated her. ‘ Brava, Bell ! Youth, and 
health, and a foreign air, will soon cure you of that folly.’ 

Bella blushed deeply, and said nothing. The truth struggled 
witfciftjier, too, but she shrank from giving pain and receiving 
expostulation. 

She kept the liouse, though, for two days, partly out of 
modesty, partly out of an honest and pious desire to obey her 
father as much as she could. 

The third day, Mrs. Molineux arrived, and sent over to the 
Admiral. 

He invited Bella to come with him. She consented eagerly y 
but .was so long in dressing that he threatened to go without 
her. She implored him not to do that ; and, after a monstrous 
delay, the motive of which the reader may perhaps divine, father 
. and daughter called on Mrs, Molineux. She received them very 
affectionately. But when the Admiral, with some hesitatiop, 
began to enter on the great subject, she said quietly, ‘ Bella, my 
dear, go for a walk, and come back to me in half an hour.’ 

‘ Aunt Molineux V said Bella, extending both her hands 
implorin^y to that lady. 

Mrs. Moliueux was proof against this blandishment^ and 
Bella had to go* 
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When she was gone, this lady, who both as wife and mother 
was liietally a model, rather astonished her brother, the Admiral. 
She said, ' 1 am sorry to tell you that you have conducted this 
matter with perfect impropriety, both you and Bella. She bad 
no business to show you that anonymous letter ; and, when she 
did show it you, you should have taken it from her, and told her 
not to believe a word of it.* 

‘ And married my daughter to a libertine ! Why, Charlotte, 

I am ashamed of you.* 

Mrs. Molineux coloured high, but she kept her femj)6r, and 
ignored the interruption. * Then, if you decided to go into so 
indelicate a question at all (and really you were not bound to- 
do so on anonymous information), why then you should have 
sent for Sir Charles, and given him the letter, and put him on 
his lionour to tell you the truth. He would have told* you the 
fact, instead of a garbled version ; and the fact is that, before 
he knew Bella, he had a connection which he prepared to 
dissolve, on terms very honourable to himself, as soon as he 
engaged himself to your daughter. What is there in that? 
Why, it is common, universal, amongst men of fashion. I am 
so vexed it ever came to Bella’s knowledge ; really it is dreadful » 
to me, as a mother, that such a thing should have been dis- 
cussed before that child. Complete innocence means complete 
ignorance : and that is how ail my girls went to their husbasids. 
However, what we must do now is to tell her Sir Charles has 
satisfied me he as not to blame ; and, after that, the subject must 
never be recurred to. Sir Charles has promised me never to 
mention it, and no more shall Bella. And now, my dear John, let 
me congratulate you. Your daughter has a high-minded lover, 
who adores her, with a fine estate : he has been crying to me, 
poor fellow, as men will to a woman of my age ; and, if you 
have any respect for my judgment — ask him to dinner.’ 

She added that it might be as well if, after dinner, he were to 
take a little nap. 

Admiral Bruce did not fall into these views without discussion. 

I spare the reader the dialogue, since he yielded at last, only he 
stipulated that his sister should do the dinner, and the subse* 
quent siesta. 

Bella returned, looking very wistful and anxioua 

‘ Come here, niece,’ said Mrs. Molineux. ‘ Kneel you at my 
knee. Now look me in the face. Sir Charles has loved you, 
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aiA you fiom the "day he first saw you. * He loves you 
now as puKih as ever. Do you love him 1* 

% * Oh^ aunt ! aunt T A shower of kiss^, and a tear or two. 

‘ That is enough. Then dry your *eyes, and dress your 
heaut^fill hair a little better than thai; for he (lines with me 
lo-day.^ 

^ Who so bright and happy now as Bella Bruce I 

The dreaded aunt did not stop there. She held that, after the 
peep into real life Bella Bruce had obtained, for want of a 
mother’s vigilance, she ought to be a wife as soon as possible. 
So she gave Sir Charles a hint that Baden was a very good place 
to be married in ; and, from that moment, Sir Charles gave 
Bella and her father no rest till they consented. 

Little did Sichard Bassett in England dream what was going 
on at Baden. He now surveyed the chimneys of Huntercombe 
Htdl with redgnation, and even with growing complacency, as 
chimneys that would one day be his, since their owner would 
not be in a hurry to love again. He shot Sir Charles’s pheasants 
whenever they strayed into his hedgerows, and he lived mode- 
rately, and studied health. In a word, content with the result 
of his anonymous letter, he confined himself now to cannil|: 
outliving the wrongful heir, his cousin. 

^M^^e fine frosty day, the chimneys of Huntercombe began to 
show signs of life; vertical columns of blue smoke rose in the 
alx^ one after another, till at last there were about forty going. 

Old servants fiowed down from London. New ones trickled 
in with their boxes from the country. Carriages were drawn out 
into the stable-yar<|, horses exercised, and a wliisper ran that Sir 
Charles was coming to live on his estates, and not alone, 

Bicbard Bassett went kbont, inquiring cautiously. 

The rumour spread, and was confirmed by some little facts. 

At last, one fine day, when the chimneys were all smoking, 
the charch bells begau-to peal. 

Bicha?^ Bassett heard, and went out, scowling deeply. He 
found ihe village all agog with exp^tation. 

, Presently there was a loud cheerijtora the steeple, and a flag 
floated from the top of Huntercombe House. MuVmura Dis- 
tant cheers. Approaching cheers. The clatter of horses’ feet. 
The roll of ivhet^ Huntercombe gates flung wide open by a 
cluster of grooms and keepers. 

Then on came ^ two outriders, ushered by loud hurrahs, and 
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followed by a carriage and four that daisbed through the village^ , 
amidat peale of delight from the villagers. The cariria^ was 
open, and in it sat Sir Charles and Bella Bassett : ehe was 
lovelier than ever: the dazzled the very air with her beauty, 
and her glorious hair : the hurrahs of the villagers made her 
heart beat ; she pressed Sir Charleses hand tenderly, and literally 
shone with joy and pride. And so she swept past Bichard' 
Bassett ; she saw him directly, shuddered a moment^ and half 
clung to her husband : then on again, and passed througpi the 
open gates amidst loud cheers. She alighted in dwn.ihidL 
and walked, nodding and smiling sunnily, througl^ two 
domestics and retainers ; and thought no more of ^chmd 
Bassett than some bright bird that has flown over a rattlesnake 
and glanced down at him. 

But a gorgeous bird cannot always be flying. A snake can 
sometimes creep under her perch, and glare, and keep hissing, 
till she shudders, and droops, and lays her plumage in. the dusy 


CHAPTEB IX. 

Generally deliberate crimes are followed by some great jKjjjish' 
ment, but they are also often attended in their course by bHefer 
chastisements, single strokes from the whip that holds the round 
dozen in reserve. These precursors of the grand expiation are 
sharp but kindly lashes, for they tend to whip the man oi^t of 
the wrong road. ^ 

Such a stroke fell on Bicbard Bassett ; he saw Bella Bruce 
sweep past him, clinging to her hflsband, and shuddering at 
himself For tbis^ then, ho had plotted, and intrigued, and 
written an anonymous letter. The only woman he had ever 
loved at all wont past him with a look of aversion, and uras Ms 
enemy’s wife, and would soon be the mother of that eneihy’s 
children, and blot him for ever out of the coveted inheritance 
The man crept hom^iSind sat by his little fireside, omsheA 
Indeed from that hour he disappeared and drank his bitter cup 
alone. 

After a while it transpired in the village that he was very ilL 
The clergyman went to visit him, but was not admitted. Tim 
only person who got to see him was his friend Wheeiar, a sn^ 
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but aiiarp attorney, by whose advice he actMlu country matters. 
!E^iaip^beeier was very fond of shooting, and cOuld not get a 
era<& at a pheasant, except on Highmore ; and that was a bond 
between him and its proprietor. It was Wheeler who had first"" 
told Bassett not to despair of possessing the estates, since they 
had inserted Sir Charles’s heiivat-law in the entail. 

This Wheeler found him now so shrunk in body, so pale and 
haggard in face and dejected in mind, that he was really shocked, 
and asked leave to send a doctor from the neighbouring town. 

* What to do?’ said Eichard moodily. * It’s my mind, it’s not 
my body. Ah, Wheeler, it is all over. I and mine shall never 
have Huntercombe now.’ 

* I’ll tell you what it is,’ said Wheeler, almost angrily, * you 
will have six feet by two of it before long if you go on this way. 
Was ever such folly, to fret yourself out of this jolly world 
because you can’t get one particular slice of its upper crust ! 
Why, one bit of land is as good as another ; and I’ll show' you 
how to get land — in this neighbourhood too ; ay, right under 
Sir Charles’s nose.’ 

‘ Show me that,’ said Bassett gloomily and incredulously, 

* Leave off moping, then, and I will. I advise tlie Bank, you 
{now, and ** Splatchett's ” farm is mortgaged up to the eyes. It 
is not the only one. I go to the village inns, and pick up all 
thejmg^ip I hear there.’ 

‘ How am I to find money to buy land?’ 

‘ rU put you up to that too ; but you must leave off mopiUg. 
Hang it, man, never say die I There are plenty of chances on 
the card. Get your colour back, and marry a girl with money, 
and turn that into land. The first thing is tc leave off grizzling. 
Why, you are playing the enemy’s game : that can’t be right, 
canitf . , 

This remark was the first that really roused the sick man, 

Wheeler had too few clients to lose one. He now visited 
Bassett almost daily, and, being himself full of schemes and in- 
ventiotos, he got Bassett, by degrees, out of his lethargy, and he 
emerged into daylight again ; but he looked thin, and yellow as 
a guinea, and he had turned miser. He kept but one servant, 
and fed her and himself at Sir Charles Bassett’s expense. He 
wired that gentleman’s hares and rabbits in his own hedges. 
He went out with his gun every sunny afternoon, and shot a 
brace or two of pheasants, without disturbing the rest j^rhe 
took no dog with him to run and yelp, but a little 
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quietly tapped the hedgerows and walked the sunny bankt atid^ 
eh^s. They never came home empty-handed. ^ 

on those rarer occasions when Sir Charles and his fHendsf 
beat the Bassett woods, Bichard was sure to make a large hag;^'^ 
for he was a cool unerring shot, and flushed the birds in hedges 
rows, slips of underwood, eta, to which the fairer sportsmen had 
driven them. 

These birds, and the. surplus hares, he always sold in the 
market town, and put the money into a box, T^e rabbits he 
” ate, and also squirrels, and, above all, young hedgehogs ; a 
gipsy taught him howto cook them, viz. by enclosing them in 
clay, and baking them in wood embers ; then the bristles adhere 
to the burnt clay, and the meat is juicy. He was his own 
gardener, and vegetables cost him next to nothing. 

So he w'ent on through all the winter months, and by the 
spring his health and strength were restored. Then he tunred 
w'oodman ; cut down every stick of timber in a little wood near 
his house, and sold it ] and then set to work to grub up the 
roots for fires, and cleared it for tillage. The sum he received 
for the w'ood was much more than he expected, and this he 
made a note of. 

He had a strong body that could work hard all day, a big 
halo, and a mania for the possession of land; and so hej^ a 
truly Spartan life, and everybody in the village said he was mad. 

Whilst he led this hard life, Sir Charles and Lady Bassett 
w^re the gayest of the gay. She was the beauty and the bride. 
Visits and invitations poured in from every part of the country. 
Sir Charles, flattered by the homage paid to his beloved, made 
himself younger and less fastidious to indulge her; and the 
happy |Sair often drove twelve miles to dinner, and twenty to 
dine^and sleep — an excellent custom in that county, one of 
whose favourite toasts is worth recording — ‘Mat tou dinh 

WHERK YOU PLEASE, AND SLEEP WHERE YOU DINE.' 

They w^ere at every ball, and gave one or two themselves. 

* Above all, they enjoyed society in that delightful form which 
is confined to large houses. They would have numerous and 
well-assorted visitors staying at the house for a week or so, 
and all dining at a huge round tabla But two o'clock p.m. was 
the time to sec how hosts and guests enjoyed themselves the 
hall-door of Huntercombe was approached by a flight of stone 
steps, ^ easy of ascent, and about twenty-four feet wide ; at the 
riding-hour the county ladies used to come, one after anothm^ii 
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ttp their riding-hahite with one hand^ mh perch ah<m* 
, thill gigantic flight of eteps, like peacocks, and chatter tike jaye, 
Wtiflo the servants walked their horses about the gravel esplanade, 
th%i|^nr4n**hand waited a little in the rear. A flue champ- 
of ^Its and fidgeting of thorough-breda there was, till all 
irere ready; then ladies would each put out her little foot 
with pharming nonchalance, to the nearest gentleman or groom, 
with a alight preference for the grooms, who were more practised : 
the man lifted, the lady sprang at the same time, and into her 
saddle like a bird— Lady Bassett on a very quiet pony, or in the 
carriage to please some dowager — and away they clattered in high 
spirits, a regular cavalcade. It was a hunting county, and the 
ladies rode well ; light hand on the snaffle, the curb reserved 
for cases of necessity ; and when they had patted the horse on 
the neck at starting, as all these coaxing creatures must, they 
rode him with that well-bred ease and unconsciousness of being 
on a horse which distinguishes ladies who have ridden all their 
lives ' from the gawky spobhes ses in Hyde Park, who ride, if 
riding it can be called, with their elbows nncouthly fastene<l to 
their sides as if by a rope, their hands at the pit of their 
^Ptomachs, and both those hands, as heavy as a housemaid’s, saw- 
ing the poor horse with curb and snaffle at once; while the 
whole b^y breathes pretension and affectation, and seems to 
sayT^Xook at me ; I am on horseback ! Be startled at that— 
as I am I and I have had lessons from a riding-master ; he^has 
taught me how a lady should ride —in his opinion/ 

The champing, the pawing, the mounting,, and the clattering 
of these bright cavalcades, with the music of the women excifced 
by motion, furnished a picture of wealth, and gaiety, and happy 
country life, that cheered the whole neighbourhood, and con- 
trp^ed strangely with the stem Spartan life of him who had ^r- 
suadod himself he was the rightful owner of Huntereombe HalL 
Sir Charles Bassett was a magistrate, and soon found himself 
i bad one. One day he made a little mistake, which, owing to 
his popularity, was very gently handled by the Bench at their 
weekly meeting ; but still Sir Charles was ashamed and mortified. 
He wrote directly to Oldfield for law books, and that gentleman 
sent him an excellent seleotion, hound in smooth c^£ 

Sir Charles now studied three hours every day, except hunting 
days^ when no squii!e can work ; and, as his study was his 
Idstic^rooip, he took cere to find on authority before he acted. 
Ma was riitorally humane, and rustic offenders, especially 
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poacli6r9 and runaway farmnsemnts, used to think tbemsel^tes 
fortunate if they were taken before him, and not before Squire 
Powys, who was sure «to give them the shat]) edge of the law. 
So now Sir Charles was useful as well as omamental. 

Thus passed fourteen months of happiness, with only one 
little cloud ; there was no sign yet of a son 4 |nd heir. Bu^ let 
a man be ever so powerful, it is an awkward thing to have a 
bitter inveterate enemy at his door watching for a ebanoe : Sir 
Charles began to realise this in the sixteenth month of his 
wedded bliss. A small estate called ‘ Splatchett's .^lav on his 
north side, and a marginal strip of this property ran right into a 
wood of his. This strip was wretched land, and the #wner, 
unable to raise any white crop on it, had planted it with 

Sir Charles had made him a liberal offer for ♦ SplatcWI^S * 
about six years ago ; but he had refused point-blank, being then 
in good circumstances. 

Sir Charles now received a hint from one of his own game- 
keepers that the old farmer was in a bad way, and talk^ of 
selling. So Sir Charles called on him» and asked him if he 
would sell * Splatchett’s ' now. ‘ Why, I can't sell it twice/ said 
the old man testily. ‘ You ha' got it, han't ye V It turned out 
that Richard Bassett had been beforehand. The Bank had 
piessed for their money, and threatened fc ^elosur e : then Bassett 
had stepped in with a good price, and, although the oonveyaM^ 
was not signed, a stamped agreement was, and neither vendor 
nor purchaser could go back. What made it more gaffing, the 
proprietor was not aware of the feud between the Bassetts, and 
had thought to please Sir Charles by selling to one of his name. 

Sir Charles Bassett went home seriously vexed ;* he did not 
mean to tell his wife, but love's eye read his face, love's arm 
went round his neck, and love's soft voice and wistful eyes soon 
coaxed it out of him, ‘ Dear Charles/ said she, ^ never^j^mifed. 
It is mortifying : but think how much you have, and 
that wicked man has. Let him have that farm : he has^lw^ his 
self-respect, and that is worth a great many farms. Pbr my 
part, I pity the poor wretch. Let him try to annoy you ; yOK^r 
wife^ will try, against him, to make you happy, my own belolred'l 
and I think I' may prove as strong as Mr, ^^8ett,'said she, with 
a look of inspiration. 

Her sweet and tender sympathy soon healed so slight a sciaibh. 

But they had not done with ^ Splatchett's ' yet. Ju^ idter 
^Christmas Sir Charles invited three gentlemen to beat bis more 
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distant preserves. Their guns bellowed in quick succession 
through the woods, and at last they reached Korth Wood. 
Here they expected splendid shooting, a great many cock 
< pheasants had already been seen running ahead. 

But when they got to the end of the wood they found 
Lawyer Wheeler stinding against a tree just within ‘ Splatchctt*s' 
boundary ; and one of their own beaters reported that two boys 
were stationed in the road, each tapping two sticks together to 
confine the pheasants to that strip of land, op wliicli the low 
larches and high grass afforded a strong covert* 

Sir Charles halted on his side of the boundary. 

Then Wheeler told his man to beat, and up got the cock- 
pheasants, one after another. Whenever a pheasant whirred up 
the man left off* beating. 

The lawyer knocked down four brace in no time, and those 
that escaped him, and turned back for tlie wood, were brought 
down by Bassett, firing from the hard road. Only those were 
spared that fiew northwards into ‘ Splatchett’s/ It was a 
veriUblo slaughter, planned with judgment, and carried out in a 
most ungentlemanlike and unf?porismanliko manner. 

K It goaded Sir Charles beyond his patience. After several vain 
■efforts to restrain himself he shouldered his gun, and, followed 
by his friends, went bursting through the Lurches to Kichard 
Bassett. 

‘ Mr. Bassett,* said he, * this is most ungontleraanly conduct. 

‘Whrat is the matter, sir ? Am I on your ground V 

* 1^0 ; but you are taking a mean advantage of our being out. 

Who ever heard of a gentleman boating hivS boundaries the very 
day a neighbour was out shooting, and filling them with his 
game V ^ 

‘Oh, that is it, is it? When justice is against you, you can 
talk of law ,* and when law is against you, you appeal to justice. 
Let us be in one story or the other, please. The Huntercombe 
estates belong to me, by birth. You have got them by legal 
trickery. Keep them, whilst you live. Thr.y will comp to me one 
day, you Jenotv. Meantime, leave me my little estate of “ Splat- 
chett’s.** For shame, sir ; you have robbed me of my inheritance 
and my sweetheart ; do you grudge me a few cock-pheasants ? 
Why, you have made mo so poor tliey are an object to me now.* 

* Oh f said Sir Charles, ‘ if you are stealing my game to keep 
.^Hbody and soul together, I pity you. In that case, perhaps you 

lejfc my friends help you fill your larder.* 
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Bicliard Bdssett hesitated a moment \ but Wheeler, who 
had drawn near at the sound of the raised voices, made him a 
signal to assent ^ 

‘By all means/ said he adroitly. ‘Mr. Markham, your father 
often shot with mine over the Bassett estates. You are welcome 
to poor little “ Splatchett’s,^’ Keep your men of^ Sir Charles ; 
they are noisy bungles, and do more harm than good. Here, 
Tom ! Bill ! be^ lorThe gentlemen. They shall have the sport. 
I only want the birds,' 

Sir Charles drew back, and saw pheasant afWr pheasant 
thunder and whiz into the air, then collapse at a report, and 
fall like lead, followed by a shower of feathers. 

His friends seemed to be deserting him for Bichard Bassett. 
Ho left them in charge of his keepers, and went slowly home. 

He said nothing to Lady Bassett till night, and she got it all 
from him. She was very indignant at many of the things, but 
as for Sir Charles, all his cousin's arrows glided off that high- 
minded gentleman, except one, and that quivered in his heart. 

‘ Yes, Bella,' said he, ‘ he told mo he should inherit these estates. 
That is because we are not blessed with children.' 

Lady Bassett sighed. ‘ But we shall be, some day. Shall we 
not 1' 

‘ God knows,* said Sir Charles gloomily. * I wonder whether 
there really anything unfair done on our side, when' the 
'entail was cut off V 

* Is that likely, dearest 1 why V ^ ' 

‘ Heaven seems to be on his side.’ 

‘ On the aide of a wicked man ?' 

‘ But he may be the father of innocent children.* 

‘ Why, he is not even married.* 

‘ Ho will marry. He will not throw a chance away. It makes 
my head dizzy, and my heart sick. Bella, now I can understand 
two enemies meeting alone in some solitary place, and one killing 
the other in a moment of rage ; for when this scoundrel insulted 
me, 1 remembered his anonymous letter, and all his relentless 
malice — Bella, I could have raised my gun and shot him like a 
weasel.* 

Lady Bassett screamed faintly, and flung her arms round his 
neck. ‘ Oh, Charles, pray to Gnd against such thoughts I You 
shall never go near that man again. Don't think of our one dis- 
apjpointment : think of all the blessings we enjoy. Never mind 
that wretched man's hate. Think of your wife's love. Have ^ 

5 
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powet ta msike you h^ppy than he has to aiHict 
iny adored f These sweet words were aocotnpamed by a wife’s 
^ divine daxesses, with the honey of her ^voioe, and the liquid 
^ snneh^ of her loving eyes. Sit Charles slept peacefully 
that ^ht, and forgot his one grief, and his one enemy, for a 
tuna. 

J^ot so Lady Bassett. She lay awake all night and thought 
deeply of Eichard Bassett and ^his unrelenting, impenitent 
malice.' Women of her fine fibre, when they think long and 
earnestly on one thing, have often divinations. The dark Future 
seems to be lit a moment at a time by flashes of lightning, and 
^hey discern the indistinct forms of events to come. And so it 
was with Lady Bassett : in the stilly night, a terror of the future, 
and of Eichard Bassett, crept over her ; a terror disproportioned 
to his past acts and apparent power, perhaps she was oppressed 
by having an enemy — she, who was born to be loved : at all 
events, she was full of feminine divinations, and forebodings, and 
saw, by flashes, many a poisoned arrow fly from that quiver, and 
strike the beloved breast. It had already discharged one that 
had parted them for a time, and nearly killed Sir Charles. 

' Daylight cleared away much of this dark tenor, but left a 
sober dread and a strange resolution. This timid creature, 
stimulated by love, determined to watch the foe, and defend her 
husband with all her little power. All manner of devices passed 
through her head, but were rejected, because, if Love said ‘ Do 
wonders,' Timidity said ‘ Do nothing that you have not seen 
other wives do,' So she remained, scheming, and longing, and 
fearing, and passive, all day. But the next day she conceived a 
vague idea, and, all in a heat, rang for her maid. While the 
mmd was coming, she fell to blushing at her own boldness, and, 
just as the maid opened the door, her thermometer fell so low 
that — ^she sent her upstairs for a piece of work. Oh, lame and 
impotent conclusion ! 

Just before luncheon she chanced to look through a window, 
and to sete the head gamekeeper crossing the parl^ and coming 
to the house. Now this was the very man she wanted to speak 
to. The sudden temptation surprised her out of her timidity^ 
j%e rang :^e bell again, and sent for the man. 

^ T^t Colossus wuad&red in his mind, and felt uneasy at an 
inv^taS^n so noM. However, he clattjered into the mornings 
room in Us velveteen coat and leathern gaiters up to hia thigh, 
nulled h^ fomt Jbai^y bobbed hk head, and then stood firm in 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION: 67 

body as him of Ehodes, but in mind nmcb abashed at findiog 
himself in hex ladyship’s presence. 

The lady, hovreve^i, did not prove so very tetrible* * May I ^ 
inquire your name, sir V said she very respectfully. 

‘ Moses Moss, my lady.’ 

‘ Mr, Moss, I wish to ask you a question or two. Jfoy I f 
< That you may, my lady.’ - 

^ I want you to explain — ^if you will be so good— hbw this 
proprietor of “ Splatchett’s” can shoot all Sir Chaai^’s pheasants^’ 
‘Lord ! my lady, we ain’t com© down to thfirfi" But he do 
shoot more than his share, that’s sure an’ sartain. Well, my 
lady — if you please — ^game is just like Christians, it will make ^ 
for sunny spots. Highmore have got a many of them them, 
with good cover, so we breeds for he. As for “ Splatchett’s,” 
that don’t hurt we, my lady; it is all arable land and dead 
hedges with no bottom ; only there’s one little tongue of it 
runs into North Wood, and planted with larch; and, if you 
please, my lady, there is always a kind of coarse grass grows 
under young larches, and makes a strong cover for game. So, . 
beat North Wood which way you will, them artful old cocks, 
will mn ahead of ye, or double back into them larches ; and 
you see Mr. Bassett is not a gentleman like Sir Charles ; he is 
always a-moucliing about, and the biggest poacher in the parish, 
and sq he drops on to ’em out of bounds.’ 

‘ Is there no way of stopping all this, sir V 
‘ Wo might station a dozen heaters ahead ; they would most 
likely get shot ; but I don’t think as they’d mind that much, if 
you had set your heart on it, my lady. Dall’d if I would, fox one 1’ 

‘ Oh, Mr. Moss 1 Heaven forbid that any man should be 
shot for me. No, not all the pheasants in the world. I’ll try 
and think of some other way. I should like to see the place. 
May IV 

‘ Yes, my lady, and welcome.’ 

‘ How shall I get to it, sir V 

‘ You can ride to the “ Woodman’s Eest,” my lady, and it is 
scarce gfstone’s-throw from thei’e ; but ’tis baddish travelling for 
the likes of you.’ 

She appointed an hour, rode, with her groom, to the publi^* 
house, and thence was conducted through bush, through briaur, to 
the place where her husband had been so annoyed. - ^ ^ 
Moss’s comments became very intelligible to bet the tudunent 
she saw the place. She said very little, however, and todn home. 
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Next day, ehe blushed high, and asked Sir bhatles for a 
hundted pounds to spend upon herself. 

Siir Charles smiled, well pleased, and gave it her, and a kiss 
into the bargain. 

* Ah ! but,^ said she, ‘ that is not all.* 

‘I am glad of it. You spend too little money on yourself — a 
great deal too little.’ 

‘ That is a complaint yon won’t have long to make. I want 
to cut down a few trees. May I V 

* Going to build V 

* Don’t ask me. It is for myself’ 

‘ That is enough. Cut down every stick on the estate, if you 
like. The barer it leaves us, the better.’ 

* Ah, Charles, you promised me not. I shall cut with great 
discretion, I assure you.* 

* As you please,’ said Sir Charles. ‘ If you want to make 
me happy, deny yourself nothing. Mind, I shall be angry if 
yon do.’ 

^ Soon after this a gaping quidganc came to Sir Charles, and 
If told him Lady Bassett wa^ felling trees in North Wood. 

* And pray who has a better right to fell trees in any wood of 
mineV 

* But she is building a walk’ 

* And who has a better right to build a wall Wjth the 
delicacy of a gentleman be would not go near the place after this 
till she asked him ; and that was not long. She came into his 
study, all beaming, and invited him to a ride. She took him 
into North -Wood, and showed him her work. Ilichard Bassett’s 
plantation, hitherto divided from North Wood only by a boun- 
dary scarcely visible, was now shut off by a brick wall. On Sir 
Ch^les’s side of that wall every stack of timber was felled and 
removed for a distance of fifty yards, and about twenty yards 
from the wall a belt of larches was planted, a little higher than 
cabbages. 

Sir Charles looked amazed at first, but soon observed how 
thoroughly his enemy was defeated. ‘ My poor Bella,’ said he, 

‘ to think of your taking all this trouble about such a thing ’ 

He stopped to kiss her very tenderly, and she shone with joy 
and innocent pride. * And I never thought of this ! You 
astonuih^nte, B^a.’ 

‘ Ay, ^ said odne, in high spirits now ; ‘ and, what is more, I 
have astonished Mr. Moss. He said, wish I had your 
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headpiece, my- lady.” I could have told him Love sharpezus a 
wdman’e wits ; but I reserved that little adage for you.' 4^" ' 

‘ It is all mighty fine, fair lady, but you have told me a fib. 

You said it was to be-all for yourself, and got a hundred pounds 
out of me.' 

* And so it was for myself, you silly thing. Are you not my- 
self? and the part of myself I love the best,' And her supple 
wrist was round his neck in a moment. 

They rode home together, like lovers, and comforted each 
other. , . 

Itichard Bassett, with Wheeler's assistance, had borrowed 
money on Highmore, to buy ‘ Splatchett's ho now borrowed 
money on * Splatchett^s/ and bought Dean's Wood, a wood, with 
patches of grass, that lay on the east of Sir Charles's boundary., 

He gave seventeen hundred pounds for it, and sold two thousand 
pounds worth of timber off it the first year. This sounds 
incredible ; but, owing to the custom of felling only ripe trees, 
landed proprietors had no sure clue to the value of all tho timber 
on an acre. Eichard Bassett had found this out, and bought 
Dean's Wood upon the above terms: ie.j the vendor gave him^ 
the soil, and three hundred pounds, gratis. He grubbed the 
roots, and sold them for fuel, and planted larches to catch the 
overfiow of Sir Charles's game ; the grass grew beautifully, now 
the trees were? down, and he let it for pasture. 

Ho then, still under Wheeler's advice, came out into the world 
again, improved his dress, and called on several county families, 
with a view to marrying money, 

jSTow, in the country they do not despise a poor gentleman of 
good lineage, and Bassett was one of the oldest names in the 
county ; so every door was open to him ; and, indeed, his late 
hermit life had stimulated some curiosity. This he soon turned 
to sympathy, by telling them that he was proud, but poor; 
robbed of the vast estates that belonged to him by birth, he had 
been unwilling to take a lower position. However, Heaven bad 
prospered him ; the wrongful heir was childless ; he was the 
heir-at-law, and felt he owed it to the estate, which must xetutn 
to his line, to assume a little more public importance than he 
had done. 

Wherever he was received ho was sure to enlarge upon his 
wrongs ; and he was believed ; for he was notoriously the direct 
heir to' Bassett and Huntereombe, but the family arrangement^ 
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by wfakb bift faibex bad been bought out was kxrown only to a 
few. He readily obtained sympathy, and many persons were 
disgusted at Sir Charles’s illiberality in not making him some 
compensation. To use the homely exprcssm of Govett, a small 
proprietor, the baronet might as well have given him back one 
pig oht of his own farrow : one of the many farms comprised 

in that large estate. * 

Sit Charles learned that Eichard was undermining him in the 
eountyj but was too proud to interfeie ; he told Lady Bassett he 
should say nothing until some gentleman , should endorse Mr. 
Bassett’s falsehoods. 

One day, Sir Charles and Lady Bassett were invited to dine 
and sleep at Mr. Hardwicke’s, distant fifteen miles ; they went, 
and found Eichard Bassett dining there, by Mrs. Hardwicke’s 
invitation, who was one of those ninni es that ding guests to- 
gether with no discrimination. 

Eichard had expected this to happen sooner or later, so he was 
comparatively prepared, and bow^ stiffly to Sir Charles. Sir 
Charles stared at him in return. This was observed : people 
were uncomfortable, especially Mrs. Hard wi eke, whose thought- 
^^lessness was to blame for it all. 

At a very early hour Sir Charles ordered his carriage, and 
drove home, instead of staying all night. 

Mrs. Hardwicke, being a fool, must make a little more mis- 
chief She blubbered to her husband, and be wrote Sir Charles 
a remonstrance. 

Sir Charles replied that he was the only person aggrieved : 
Mr. Hardwicke ought not to have invited a blackguard to meet 
him. 

Mr* Hardwicke replied that he had never heard a Bassett 
called a blackguard before, and had seen nothing in Mr. Bassett 
io justify an epithet so unusual amongst gentlemen. ' And, to 
be frank with yon, Sir Charles,’ said he, ‘I think this bitterness 
against a poor gentleman, whose estates you are so fortunate as to 
possess, is not consistent with your general character, and is, 
indeed, unwcuthy of you/ 

To ^is, Sir Charles Bassett replied: 

‘ Dsan Mb. Haimwiops, 

* JTou ham mm rmarkz to m, which I nAR m- 

dmxmr to forfd^ m they were written in entire ignorcmee oj the 
truth. BiAf If m ^e to remain friends^ I esn/ped ym to hdme me, 
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it 

when I fell you that Mr. Itkhard Bassett has never been wronged by 
me or mine^ htd has wronged me and Lady Bassett deeply. Be is 
a dishonourable scoundrd^ not mtiiled to be received m society : and 
iff after tUs asmrancef you receive himy I shall never darJm 
your doers again. So phase let me Jmow your deemm. 

* / mnainy 

‘ Yours truly y * 

‘ Chaeles Dyke Bassett/ 

Mr. ferdwicke chafed imdor this, but Prudeuce steppeii in : 
he was one of the county members, and Sir Charles could com- 
mand three hundred votes. 

He wrote back to say he had received Sir Charles's letter with 
pain, hut of course he could not disbelieve him, and therefore he 
should invite Mr. Bassett no more till the matter was cleared,, 

But Mr. Hardwicke, thus brought to book, was nettled at his 
own meanness, so he sent Sir Charles's letter to Mr. JJichard 
Bassett. 

Bassett foamed with rage, and wrote a long letter, raving with 
insults, to Sir Charles. 

He was in the act of directing it, when Wheeler called on 
him. Bassett showed him Sir Charles's letter. Wheeler rearf 
it. 

‘ Now read what I say to him, in reply/ 

W^heeler read Bassett's letter, threw it intp the fire,, and 
kept it there with the poker. 

‘ Lucky I called,' said he drily. ‘ Saved you a thousand 
pounds or so. You must not write a letter without me,* ^ 

‘ What, am I to sit still and be insulted ? You're a pretty 
friend.' 

‘ I am a wise friend. This is a more serious matter than you 
seem to think.* 

*LibeH* 

‘ Of course. Why, if Sir Charles had consulted we^ I could 
not have dictated a better letter. It closes every chink a 
defendant in libel can creep out by. Now take your pen and 
write to Mr. Hardwicke. • 

‘Djbab Sib, 

‘ I have received your letter y containing a libel writkat, ly 
Sir Charles Bassett My reply will be public. 

* Yours very truly y 

*£iobabd BAsaEm* 
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*Is that all V • *♦ 

‘ Every syllable. Kow mind : you never go to Hardwicke 
House again ; Sir Charles has got you banished from that house ; 
special damage ! There never was a prettier case for a jury ; 
the rightful heir foully slandered by the possessor of his here- 
ditary estates.’ 

This picture excite Bassett, and he walked about raving with 
malice, and longing for the time when he should stand in the 
^ witness-box and denounce his enemy. * 

‘ No, no,’ said Wheeler, * leave that to counsel ; you must play 
the mild victim in the witness-box. Who is the defendant’s 
solicitor ? We ought to servo the writ on him at once.’ 

‘ No, no ; serve it on himself.’ 

‘ What for ? Much better proceed like gentlemen.’ 

Bassett got in a passion, at being contradicted in everything. 
‘I tell you,’ said he, ‘the more I can irritate and exasperate 
this villain, the better. Besides, he slandered me behind my 
back; and 111 have the writ served upon himself. Ill do 
everything I can to take him down. If a man wants to be my 
lawyer he must enter into my feelings a little.’ 

^ Wheeler, to whom ho was more valuable than ever now, con- 
sented somewhat reluctantly; and .called at Huntercombe Hall 
next day, with the writ, and sent in his card. 

Lady 13assett heard of this, and asked if it was Mr. Bassett’a 
friend. 

The butler said he thought it was. 

Lady Bassett went to Sir Charles in his study, ‘ Oh, my 
dear,’ said she, ‘ here is Mr. Bassett’e lawyer.’ 

‘Well?’ 

* Why does he come hero V 

‘ I don’t know.’ 

*Pon’t see him.’ 

* Why not ?* 

* I am so afraid of Mr. ^Bassett. He is our evil geniua Let 
me see this person, instead of you. May I V 

‘ Certainly not.’ 

* Might I see him fksty love r 

* You will not see him at all/ 

* Charles I’ 

‘ No, Bella ; 1 cannot have these animals talking to my wife.’' 

* But, dear love, I am so full of forebodings. You know, 
Charles^ I don’t often presume to meddle ; but 1 am in torture 
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about this man; If you receive him, may I be with you 1 Then 
we shall be two to one.’ 

' No, no/eaid Sir Charles testily : then, seeing her beautifal eyes 
fill at the refusal and the unusual tone, he relented. ' You may be 
in hearing if you like. Open that door, and sjt in the little room.*^ 

* Oh, thank you !* 

She stepped into the room, a very small sitting-room. She 
had never been in it before, and, while she was examining it 
and thinking how she could improve its appearance, Mr. 
Wheeler was shown into the study. Sir Charles received him 
standing, to intimate that the interview must be brief. This, 
and the time he had been kept waiting in the hall, roused 
Wheeler’s bile, and he entered on his subject more brusquely 
than he had intended. 

‘ Sir Charles Bassett, you wrote a letter to IVIr. Hardwicke, re- 
flecting on my client, Mr. Bassett — a most unjustifiable letter.* 

‘ Keep your opinion to yourself, sir. I wrote a letter calling 
him what he is.’ 

* No, sir ; that letter is a libel.’ 

* It is the truth.’ 

^ It is a malicious libel, sir ; and we shall punish you for it, 

I hereby servo you with this copy of a writ. Damages five 
thousand pounds.’ 

A sigh from the uext room passed unnoticed by the men, for 
their voices were now raised in anger. 

* And so that is what you came here for. Why did you not 
go to my solicitor ? You must be as great a blackguard as your 
client, to serve your paltry writs on me in my own house.’ 

‘Not blackguard enough to insult a gentleman in my own 
house. If you had been civil, I might have accommodated 
matters ; but now I’ll make you smart — ugh !’ 

Nothing provokes a high-spirited man more than a menace. 
Sir Charles, threatened in his wife’s hearing, shot out his right 
arm with surprising force and rapidity, and knocked Wlieeler 
down in a moment. In came Lady Bassett, with a scream, and 
saw the attorney lying doubled up, and Sir Charles standing 
over him, blowing like a grampus, with rage and excitement. 

But the next moment heTsmgjgered and gasped, and she had 
to support him to a seat. She rang the bell for aid, theHb 
kneeled, and took Lis throbbing temples to her wifely bosom. 

Wheeler picked himself up, and, seated on his h^s, eyed the' 
pair with concentrated fury. 
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* A)iat Y<iii have hurt yourself more than me. Two euita 
againpt you now, instead of one.* 

< Ctoduct this person from the house,' said Lady Bassett to a 
servant who entered at that moment 

^ All right, my lady,' said Wheeler ; < I'll remind you of that 
word when this house belongs to us/ 


CHAPTER X. 

With this bitter reply Wheeler retired precipitately ; the shaft 
pierced but one bosom ; for the devoted wife, with the swift 
ingenuity of woman's love, had put both her hands right over 
her husband’s ears, that he might hear no more insults. * 

Sir Charles very nearly -had a fit ; but his wife loosened his 
neckcloth, caressed his throbbing head, and applied eau-de- 
Cologne to his nostrils : he got better, but felt dizzy for 
, about an hour. She made him come into her room and lie 
down : she hung over him, curling as a vine and light as a bird, 
and her kisses lit softly as down upon his eyes, and her words 
of love and pity murmured music in his ears, till be slept, -and 
that danger passed. 

For a day or two after this, both Sir Charles and Lady 
Bassett avoided the unpleasant subject. But it had to be 
faced ; so Mr, Oldfield was summoned to Huntercombe, and all 
engagements given up for the day, that he might dine alone 
with them, and talk the matter over. 

Sir Charles thought he could justify ; but, when it came to 
the point, he could only prove that Richard had done several 
ungentlemanlike things, of a nature a stout jury would consider 
trifles. 

Mr. Oldfield said of course they must enter an appearance ; 
and, this ’ done, the wisest course would be to let him seo 
Wheeler, and try to compromise the suit. ‘ It will cost yow a 
thousand pounds, 8ir Chailes, I dare say; but if it teaches you 
never to write of an enemy, or to an enemy, without showing 
your lawyer the letter first, the lesson will be cheap. Some- 
body m Bible ^ys, Oh that mine enemy would write a 
book r 1 say, Oh that he would write a letter-^ without con- 
sulting fais soneitox f * 

It Was Lady Bassett’s cue now to make light of, troubles. 
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* What does it matter, Mr. Oldfield t All they want is money* 
Yes^ o&r them a thousand pounds to leave him in peaca’ 

So next day Mr. Oldfield called on Wheeler, all smiles and 
civility, and asked him if he did not think it a pity coueim 
should quarrel before the whole county. 

‘ A great pity,' said Wheeler ; ^ but my client has no alterna- 
tive. No gentleman in the county would speak to him if he 
sat quiet under such contumely.* 

After heating about the hush the usual time, Oldfield said 
that Sir Charles was hungry for litigation, h^ that Lady 
Bassett was averse to it. * In short, Mr. Wheeler, I will try 
and get Mr. Bassett a thousand pounds to forego this scandal.’ 

‘ I will consult him, and let you know,' said Wheeler. ‘ He 
happens to be in the town.' 

Oldfield called again in an hour. Wheeler told him a 
thousand pounds would be accepted with a written apology. 

Oldfield shook his head. ‘Sir Charles will never write an 
apology j right or wrong, he is too sincere in his conviction.* 

‘ He will never get a jury to share iy* 

‘ You must not be too sure of that./ You don't know the de- ' 
fence.' 

(Jldfield said this with a gravity which did him credit. 

vDo you know it yourselfl' said the other keen hand. 

Mr. Oldfield smiled haughtily, but said nothing. Wheeler 
had hit the mark. 

‘ By-the-by,* said the latter, Hhere is another little matter. 
Sir Charles assaulted me for doing my duty to my client 1 
mean to sue him. Here is the writ ; will you accept sendee V 

* Oh, certainly, Mr. Wheeler, and I am glad to find you do 
not make a habit of serving writs on gentlemen in person.' 

‘Of course not. I did it on a single occasion, contrary to 
my own wish ; and went in person — to soften the blow— instead 
of sending my clerk.' 

After this little spar, the two artists in law bade each other 
farewell with every demonstration of civility. 

Sir Charles would not apologise. 

Tlie Plaintift filed his declaration. 

The Defendant pleaded not guilty, but did not disclose hia 
defence. The law allows a Defendant in libel this advantage. 

^Plaintifl:’ joined issue, and the trial was set down for the hext 
assizes. 

Sir Qhailea was iititated, but nothing more. Lady Bassett, 
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vifch a woman's natural shrinking from publicity, felt it more 
deeply. She would have given thousands of her own money to 
keep the matter out of court. But her very terror of Eichard 
Bassett restrained her. She was always thinking about him, and 
had convinced herself he was the ablest villain in the wide 
world ; and she thought to herself, ^ If, with his small means, he 
annoys Charles so, what would he do if I were to enrich him ? 
He would crush us.’ 

As the trial drew near, she began to hover about Sir Charles 
in his study, like an anxious hen. The maternal yearnings were 
awakened in her by marriage, and she had no child; so her 
Charles in trouble was husband and child. 

Sometimes she would come in and just kiss his forehead, and 
run out again, casting back a celestial look of love at the door, 
and, though it was her husband she had kissed, she blushed 
divinely. At last one day she crept in and said, very timidly, 

‘ Charles, dear, the anonymous letter, is not that an excuse for 
libelling him — as they call telling the truth V 

* Why, of course it is. Have you got it f 

* Dearest, the brave lady took it away.* 

‘ The brave lady ! Who is that ?’ 

* Why, the lady that came with Mr. Oldfield, and plej^ed 
yiur cause with papa ; oh, so eloquently! Sometimes, when I 
think of it now, I feel almost jealous. Who is she V 

*Erom what you have always told me, I think it was the 
Sister of Charity who nursed me.’ 

‘ You silly thing, she was no Sister of Charity ; that was only 
put on. Charles, tell me the truth. What does it matter mw / 
It was some lady who loved you.’ 

‘ Loved me, and set her wits to work to marry me to you V 

* Women’s love is so disinterested — sometimes.’ 

‘ Ho, no ; she told me she was a sister of and no doubt 

that is the truth.’ 

‘ A sister of whom V 

* Ho matter ; don’t remind me of the past, it is odious to me ; 
and, on second thoughts, rather than stir up all that mud, it 
would be better not to use the anonymous letter, even if you 
could get it again.’ 

Lady Bassett begged him to take advice on that ; meantime 
she would try to get the letter, and also the evidence that 
Bichard Bassett wrote it 

* I see no harm in that,’ said Sir Charles; * only confine your 
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conimumcatioii‘to Mr. Oldfield. I will not have you speaking 
or writing to a woman I don^t know ; and the more I think of 
her conduct the less I understand it’ 

^ There are people who do good by stealth/ suggested Bella, 
timidly. 

‘ Fiddlededee !’ replied Sir Charles ; ‘ you are a goose — mean 
an angel' 

Lady Bassett complied with the letter, hut, goose or not, 
evaded the spirit of Sir Charles's command with*- eonaiderable 
dexterity. 

'Dear Mr. OiJ)FiELn, 

‘ You may guess ivliat trouble I am in. Sir Charles will 
soon have to appear in open courts and he talked against by some 
great oratcyr, Thai anonymous letter Mr, Bassett wrote me was 
very base, and is surely some justification of the violent epithets my 
dear husband, in an unhappy moment of irritation, has applied to 
him. The brave lady has it. I am sure she will not refuse to mid 
it me. I wish I dare ask her to give it me ivith her oim hand ; but 
I must not, 1 suppose. Pray tell her how unhappy I am, and per- 
haps she will favour us xoith a word of advice as well as the letter, 

‘ I remain, 

* Ymrs faithfully, 

^ Bella Bassett.* 

This letter was written at the brave lady ; and Mr. Oldfield 
did what was expected, he sent Miss Somerset a copy of Lady 
Bassett's letter, and some lines in his own hand, describing Sir 
Charles's difficulty in a more business-like way. 

In due course Miss Somerset wrote him back, that she was in 
the country, hunting, at no very great distance from Hunter- 
combe Hall ; she would send up to town for her desk ; the letter 
would be there, if she had kept it at all. 

Oldfield groaned at this cool conjecture, and wrote back 
directly, urging expedition. 

This produced an effect that he had not anticipated. 

One morning Lord Harrowdale's foxhounds met at a large 
covert, about five miles from Huntercombe, and Sir Charles told 
Lady Bassett she must ride to cover. 

* Yes, dear. — Charles, love, I have no spirit to appear in publia 
We shdl soon have publicity enough.’ 

^That is my reason. I have not done, nor said, anything I 
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am afibamed of, and you will meet the coonty on this and on 
evety public occasion.' 

^ I obey/ said Bella. * ‘ 

‘ And look your best.' 

‘ I will, dearest.' 

‘ And be in good spirits.' 

‘Must II' 

< y^g » 

‘ I will try. Oh I — oh 1 — oh !' 

' Why, you poor-spirited little goose ! Dry your eyes this 
moment.' 

* There. Oh !' 

'And kiss me.’ 

' There. Ah ! kissing you is a great comfort' 

* It is one you are particularly welcome to. ITow run away, 
and put on your habit I’ll have two grooms out ; one with a 
fresh horse forme, and one to look after you.' 

' Oh, Charles ! Pray don't make me hunt' 

' Ko, no. Not so tyrannical as that ; hang it all !’ 

‘ Do you know what I do whilst you are liuntiug ? I pray all 
the time that you may not get a fall and be hurt ; and I pray 
God to forgive you and all the gentlemen for your cruelty in 
galloping with all those dogs after one poor, little, inoffensive 
thing, to hunt it, and kill it — kill it twice, indeed, once with 
terror, and then over again with mangling its poor little body.' 

‘ This is cheerful,' said Sir Charles, rather ruefully. ‘ We can- 
rtot all be angels, like you. It is a glorious excitement. There, 
you are too good for this world ; I'll Jet you off going.' 

‘ Oh no, dear. I won't bo let off, now I know your wish. 
Only I beg to ride home as soon as the poor thing runs away. 
You wouldn’t get me out of the thick covers, if I were a fox. 
Pd run round and round, and call on all my acquaintances to 
set them running.' 

As she said this, her eyes turned towards each other in a 
peculiar way, and she looked extremely foxy; hot tlie look 
melted away directly. 

The hounds met, and Lady Bassett, who was still the beauty 
of the county, was surrounded by riders, at first ; but, as the 
hounds began to work, and every now and then a young hound 
uttered a note, they cantered about, and took up different poster 
as experience suggested. 

At last, a fox wae found at the other end of the cover, and 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


79 


away galloped the hunters in that direction, ^ hut four persons, 
Lady Bassett, ancl her groom, who kept respectfully aloof, and 

lady and gentleman who had reined their horses up 9n a rising 
ground about a furlong distant. 

Lady Bassett, thus left alone, happened to look round, and 
saw the lady level an opera-glass towards her and look through it 

As a result of this inspection, the lady cantered towards her. 
She was on a chestnut gelding of great height and bone, and 
rode him as if they were one, so smoothly did ahe move in 
concert with his easy magnificent strides. 

When she came near Lady Bassett, she made a little sweep, 
and drew up beside her on the grass. 

There was no mistaking that tall figure and commanding face. 
It was the brave lady. Her eyes sparkled, her cheek was 
slightly coloured with excitement; she looked healthier and 
handsomer than ever, and also more feminine, for a reason the 
sagacious reader may perhaps discern, if he attends to the 
dialogue. 

‘ said she, without bowing or any other ceremony, * that 
little rascal is troubling you again.' 

Lady Bassett coloured, and panted, and looked lovingly at 
her, before she could speak. At last she said, * Yes ; and you 
have come to help us again V 

‘ Well, the lawyer said there was no time to lose ; so I have 
brought you tho anonymous letter.' 

‘ Oh, thank you, madam, thank you !* 

‘ But I’m afraid it will be of no use, unless you can prove Mr. 
Bassett wrote it. It is in a disguised hand.' 

‘ But you found him out, by means of another letter/ 

‘ Yes, but I can’t give you that other letter, to have it read in 
a court of law, because — do you see that gentleman there ?' 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ That is Marsh.' 

‘ Oh, is it V 

‘ He is a fool ; but I'm going to marry him. I have been 
very ill since t saw you, and poor Marsh nursed me. Talk of 
women nurses ! If over you are iU in earnest, as I was, write 
to me, and I’ll send you Marsh. Oh, I have no words to tell 
^ you his patience, his forbearance, his watchiolness, his tender- 
ness to a sick woman. It is no use, I must marry him ; and I 
could have no letter published that would give him paip.' 

^ Of coarse not. Oh, madam, do you think I urn capable of 
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doing anything that would give you pain, or dear Sir. Mareh 
either V 

* No, nh, you are a good woman.’ , 

^ * Not half so good as you are.’ 

* You don’t know what you are saying.’ 

' Oh yes, I do.* 

* Then I say no more ; it is rude to contradict. Good-bye, 
Lady Bassett.’ 

‘ Must you leave me so soon ? Will you not visit us ? May 
I not know the name of so good a friend V 

* Next week I shall be Mrs, Marsh,^ 

* And you will give me the great pleasure of having you at 
my house, you and your husband V 

The lady showed some agitation at this, an unusual thing for 
her. She faltered, ^ Some day, perhaps, if I make him as good 
a wife as I hope to. What a lady you are ! Vulgar people are 
ashamed to be grateful ; but you are a horn lady. Good-bye, 
before I make a fool of myself ; and they are all coming this 
way, by tbe dogs’ music.’ 

* Won’t you kiss me, after bringing me this V 

* Kiss you V and she opened her eyes. 

* If you please,* said Lady Bassett, bending towards her, with 
<}ye8 full of gratitude and tenderness. 

Then the other woman took her by the shoulders, and 
plunged her great grey orbs into Bella’s. 

They kissed each other. 

At that contact the stranger seemed to change her character 
all in a moment. She strained Bella to her bosom, and kissed 
her passionately, and sobbed out wildly, * 0 God, you are 
good to sinners ! This is the happiest hour of my life — it is a 
forerunner. Bless you, sweet dove of innocence I You will be 

none the worse, and I am all the better Ah ! Sir Charles ! 

Not one word about me to him.’ 

And with these words, uttered with sudden enei’gy, she 
spurred her great horse, leaped the ditch, and burst^through the 
dead hedge into the wood, and winded out of sight amongst the 
trees. 

Sir Charles came up astonished. * Why, who was that?’ 

Bella’s eyes began to rove, as I have before described ; but 
she replied pretty promptly, *Tho brave lady herself; she 
brought me the anonymous letter for your defence.’ 

^ Why^ how came she to know about it T 
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‘ She did net tell me that. She was in a great hurry. Her 
fianc 4 was waiting for her.' 

^ Was it necessary to kiss her in the hunting-field V said Sir 
Charles, with something very like a frown. 

‘ I’d kiss the whole field, grooms and all, if they did you a 
great service, as that dear lady has„' said BelUa. The words 
were brave, but the accent piteous. 

‘ You are excited, Bella. You had better ride home/ said Sir 
Charles, gently enough, but moodily. ^ 

* Thank you, Charles,’ said Bella, glad to escape further ex- 
amination about this ra3^stcriou8 lady. She rode home accord- 
ingly. There she found Mr. Oldfield, and showed him the 
anonymous letter. 

He read it, and said it wavS a defenco, but a disagreeable one. 

‘ Suppose he says lie wrote it, and the facts were true'!’ 

‘ But I don’t think he will confess it. He is not a gentleman. 
He is very untruthful. Can we not make this a trap to catch 
him, sir? lie has no scruples.’ 

Old held looked at her, in pome surprise at her depth. 

‘ We must get hold of Ins handwriting,’ said he, ‘ We must 
ransack the local banks ; find his correspondents.’ 

* Leave all that to mo,’ said Lady Bassett, in a low voice. 

Mr. Oldfield thought he might as well please a beautiful and 

loving woman, if he could ; so ho gave her something to do for 
her husband, ‘Very well, collect all the materials of compari- 
son you can, letters, receipts, etc. ^Meantime I will retain the 
two principal experts in London, and we will submit your 
materials to them the night before the trial.’ 

Lady Bassett, thus instructed, drove to all the banks, but 
found no clerk acquainted with IVEr. Bassett’s handwriting. Ho 
did not bank with anybody in the county. 

She called on several persons she thought likely to possess 
letters or other “writings of Richard Bassett. Not a scrap. 

Then she began to fear. The case looked desperate. 

Then she began to think. And she thought very hard indeed, 
especially at bight. 

In the dead of night she had an idea. She got up, and 
stole from her husband’s side, and studied the anonymous letter. 

Next day, she sat down, with the anonymous letter on her 
desk, and blushed, and trembled, and looked about like some 
wild animal scared. She selected from the anonymous letter 
several words, ‘character, abused, Sir, Charles, Bassetts ladv, 

6 
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oibaBdoB, frieiwl, whether, ten, slanderer/ etc., and wrote them 
en a slip of paper. Then she locked np the anonymous letter. 
Then she locked the door. Then she sat down to a sheet of 
paper, and after some more wild and forlive glances all round, 
she her whole mind to writing a letter. 

And to whom did she write, think you t 
To Bichard Bassett. 


CHAPTEE XL 


*Mr. Bassett, 

‘7 am sure both yourself and my husband will suffer m public 
estimation^ unless some friend comes between you^ and this unhappy 
lawsuit is given up. 

‘ Do not think me hlind^ nor presumptuous ; Sir Charles^ when he 
tvrote that letter^ had reason to believe you had done him a 
injury by unfair means. Many will share that opiumi^ if this 
cause is tried. You are his cousin, and his heir-at-la w. I dread 
to see an unhappy feud inflamed hj a public trial. Is there no 
personal sacrifice by which I can compensate the affront you lutve 
received, without compromising Sir Charles Bassett's mracUy, who is 
the soul of honour ? 

‘ I am, 

‘ Yours obediently, 

‘BELiiA Bassett.' 

She posted this letter, and Bichard Bassett had no sooner 
received it than he mounted hie horse, and rode to Wheeler's 
with it 

That worthy's eyes sparkled. ^ Capital !' said he. ‘ We must 
draw her on, and write an answer that will road well in court.’ 

He concocted an epistle just the opposite to what Bichard 
Bas^tt, left to himself, would have written. Bassett copied, and 
sent it as his own. 

‘Lady Bassett, 

* I thank you for writing to me at this momerd, when I am 
weighed down by slander. Your own cha, racier stands so high, that 
ymi vmdd not aeign to write to me if you bdieved the abuse iked has 
been hmshed m foe. IFUh you, I deplore this famUy feud. It is 
not efmy seeking; and as for this latosuit, it is one in which the Plain- 
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(iff is really the Defendant Sir Charles ha$ written a defamatory 
letter, which has dosed every home in this couvdy to his nctim. If 
as I now feel sure, you disapprove the lihd, pray persmde him to 
retract it The rest ovJt lawyers cart sdUe. 

‘ Yows very respectfully, 

‘EroHABD Bassett/ 

When Lady Bassett read this, she saw she had an adroit 
opponent. Yet she wrote again: 

‘ Mr. Bassett, 

‘ There are limits to my influence wUh Sir Charles. I have 
no power to 'make him. say one word against his convidions. 

^ But my lawyer tells me you seek pecuniary compensation for an 
affront. I offer y(yu, ovt of my own means, which cm ample, that 
tvhich you seek — offer it freely and heartily ; and I honestly think 
you had better receive it from me, than expose yourself to the rides 
and mortifications of a public trial. 

* lam, 

* Yours obediently, 

^ Bella Bassb^/ 

‘Ladt Bassett, 

‘ You have fallen info a very natural error. It is true I 
sue Sir Charles Bassett for nwney ; hit that is only because the law 
allows me my remedy in no other form. JYhat really brings me 
into court is the defence of ray injured honour. How do you meet 
me? You say, virimlly, Never mind your character; here is 
money'' Permit me to decline it, on such terms. 

‘ A public insult cannot be cured in private. 

* Strong in my inn ocence, and my wrongs, I court what you call 
ike rwks of a public tr ial. 

‘ Whatever the result, you have played the honourable and 
womanly part of peacemalcer ; and it is unfortunate for yom hus- 
band that ymr gentle influence is limited by his vanity, which perse- 
veres in a cruel slander, instead of retracting it, while ihere^is yet 
time. 

* I am, Madam, 

* Yours obediently, 

‘ Eiohard Bassett/ ‘ 


^Mr. Bassett, 

* I reUre from a corre^wndenee which appears to he mdesSf 

6—2 
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and mighty if prolonged, draw some hitter remark* from me as H 
has from you. 

* After the trial, which you court, and 1 ^eprecaie, you will per- 
haps review my letters with a more friendly eye. 

am, 

‘ Yours obediently, 

‘ Bella Bassett.’ 

In this fencing-match between a lawyer and a lady, each 
gained an advantage. The lawyer's letters, as might have been 
expected, were the best adapted to be read to a jury : but the 
lady, subtler in her way, obtained at a small sacrifice what she 
wanted, and that ■without raising the slightest suspicion of her 
true motive in the correspondence. 

She announced her success to Mr. Oldfield ; but, in the midst 
of it, she quaked with terror at the thought of what Sir Charles 
would say to her for writing to Mr. Bassett at all. 

She now, with the changeablenesa of her sex, hoped and 
prayed Mr. Bassett would admit the anonymous letter, and so 
all her subtlety and pains prove superfluous. 

Quaking secretly, but with a lovely face and serene front, she 
took her place at the Assizes, before the judge, and got as near 
him as she could. 

The court was crowded, and many ladies present. 

Bassett v. Bassett was called in a loud voice ; there was a hum 
of excitement, then a silence of expectation, and the Plaintifl'V 
counsel rose to address the jury. 


CHAPTER XII. 

*May it please your Lordship: Gentlemen of the Jury; tho 
Pliaintiff in this case is Richard Bassett, Esquire, the direct and 
lineal representative of that old and honourable family, whose 
monuments are to be seen in several churches in jthis county, 
and whose estates are the largest, I believe, in the county. He 
would have succeeded, as a matter of course, to those estates, 
but for an arrangement made only a year before he was born ; 
by which, contrary to nature and justice, he was denuded of 
those estates, and they passed to the defendant. The defendant 
is nowise to blame for that piece of injustice ; but he profits by it, 
and it might be expected that his good fortune would soften hia 
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heart towards liis unfortunate relative. I say that, if uncommon 
tenderness might he expected to be shown by anybody to this 
deserving and unfortunate gentleman, it would be by Sir Charles 
Bassett, who enjoys his cousin’s ancestral estates, and can so well 
appreciate what that cousin has lost by no fault of his own.* 

' Hear ! hear !’ 

‘ Silence in the Court I* 

TJie Jvdge. — ' I must request that there may. be no manifes- 
tation of feeling.’ 

Counsel . — * 1 will endeavour to provoke none, my lord. It is 
a very simple case, and I shall not occupy you long. Well, 
gentlemen, Mr. Bassett is a poor man, by no fault of his ; but 
if he is poor, he is proud and honourable. He has met the 
frowns of fortune, like a gentleman — like a man. He has not 
solicited Government for a place. He has not whined, nor 
lamented. He has dignified unmerited poverty by prudence 
and self-denial ; and, unable to forget that he is a Bassett, he 
has put by a little money every year, and bought a small estate 
or two, and had even applied to the Lord Lieutenant to make 
him a justice of the peace, when a most severe and unexpected 
blow fell upon him. Amongst those large proprietom who 
respected him in spito of his humbler circumstances, was Mr. 
Ilardwicke, one of the county members; well, gentlemen, on 
the 21st of last May, Mr. Bassett received a letter from Mr. 
Ilardwicke, enclosing one purporting to be from Sir Charles 
Bassett * 

21ie Judge . — ‘ Does Sir Charles Bassett admit the letter V 

Defendanfs Connsel (after a word with Oldfield). — ‘ Yes, my 
lord.’ 

Plaintiffs Counsel , — ‘ A letter admitted to be written by Sir 
Charles Bassett. That letter shall be read to you,* 

The letter was then read. 

The counsel resumed, ‘ Conceive, if you can, the effect of this 
blow, just 03 my unhappy and moat deserving client was rising 
a little in the world. 1 shall prove that it excluded him from 
Mr. Hardwicke’s house, and other houses too. He is a man of 
too much importance to risk affronts ; he has never entered the 
door of any gentleman in this county since his powerful relative 
published this cruel libel. He has drawn his Spartan cloak 
around him ; and he awaits your verdict to resume that place 
amongst you which is due to him in every way — due to him as 
the heir in direct line to the wealth, and, above all, to the honaur 
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of thd Bassetts ; due to liim as Sir Charles Bassett’s heir-at- 
law ; and due to him on account of the decency and fortitude 
with which he has home adversity, and* with which he now 
repels foul-mouthed slander.’ 

< Hear ! hear !* 

‘ Silence in the Court I* 

*I have done, gentlemen, for the present Indeed, eloquence, h 
even if I possessed it, would be superfluous ; the facts speak for 
themselves. — Call James Hardwickc, Esq.* 

Mr. Hardwicke proved the receipt of the letter from Sir Charles, 
and that he had sent it to Mr. Bassett : and that Mr. Bsissett 
had not entered his house since then, nor had he invited him. 

Mr. Bassett was then called, and, being duly trained by 
Wheeler, abstained from all heat, and wore an air of dignified 
dejection. His counsel examined him, and his replies bore out 
thfe opening statement Everybody thought him sure of a verdict. 

He was then cross-examined. Defendant’s counsel pressed 
him about his unfair way of shooting. The judge interfered, 
and said that was trifling — if there was no substantial defence, 
why not settle the matter ? 

* There is a defence, my lord.* 

‘ Then it is time you disclosed it.’ 

*Very well, my lord. Mr. Bassett — did you ever write an 
anonymous letter V 

‘Not that 1 remember.’ 

‘ Oh, that appears to you a trifle. It is not so considered.* 

The Judge . — ‘ Be more particular in your question.’ 

‘ I will, my lord. Did you ever write an anonymous letter, to 
make qiischief between Sir Charles and Lady Bassett 1* 

‘ Never,* said the witness ; but he turned pale. 

* Do you mean to say you did not write this letter to Miss 
Brace % took at the letter, Mr. Bassett, before you reply.* 

Bassett cast one swift glance of agony at Wheeler; then 
braced himself like iron. He examined the lettef attentively, 
turned it over, lived an age, and said it was not hts writing. 

‘ Do you swear that V 

^Certainly,’ 

Def endemics Counsel — * I shall ask your lordship to take down 
that reply. If persisted in, my client will indict the witness for 
peijury,* 

rhifUiff^s Counsel. — ‘Don’t threaten the witness, as well as 
insult please*’ 
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The Judge. — * He is an educated man, and knows the duty lie 
owes to God and the defendant. Take time, Mr. Bassett, and 
recollect. Did you write that letter V 
* No, my lord.* 

Counsel waited for the judge to note the reply, then pro- 
ceeded. 

‘ You have lately corresponded with Lady Bassett, I think f 
‘ Yes. Her ladyship opened a correspondencQ with ma* 

‘ It's a lie !* roared Sir Charles Bassett, from the door of the 
grand jury-room. 

‘ Silence in the Court !’ 

The Judge. — ‘ "Who made that unseemly remark?* 

Sir Charles. — ‘ I did, my lord. My wife never corresponded 
W'ith the cur.* 

The Plainfiff. — ‘ It is only one insult more, gentlemen, and as 
false as the rest Permit me, my lord. My own counsel wo^d 
never have put the question. I would not, for the world, give 
Lady Bassett pain; but Sir Charles and his counsel have 
extorted the truth from me. Her ladyship did open a corre- 
spondence with me, and a friendly one.* 

The Plaintiff's Counsel. — ‘ Will your lordship ask whether that 
was after the defendant had written the libel ?* 

The question was put, and answered in the affirmative. 

Lady Bassett hid her face in her hands. Sir Charles eaw the 
movement, s^d groaned aloud. 

Ths Judge . — ‘ I beg tbo case may not be encumbered with 
irrelevant matter.* 

Counsel replied that the correspondence would be made evi- 
dence in the case. {To the ivKncss), ‘ You wrote this letter to 
Ladv Bassett ]* 

‘ Yes.* 

‘ And every word in it V 

‘ And every word in it,* faltered Bassett, now ashy pale, for 
he began to see the trap. 

‘Then you wrote this word ‘‘character,** and this word 
“ injured,’* and this word * 

The Judge (peevishly). — * He tells you he wrote every word 
in those letters to Lady Bassett. What more would you have V 
Counsel — ‘ If your lordship will be good enough to examine 
the correspondence, and compare those words in it I have 
underlined with the same words in the anonymous letter, you 
wUl perhaps find X know my bmdness better than you aeem to 
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think/ (The counsel who ventured on this remonstrance was a 

‘ Brot^ier Wordsworth,’ said the judge, witli a charming 
manner, ‘ you satisfied me of that, to my cost, long ago, when- 
ever I had you against me in a case. Please hand me the 
letters.* 

While the judge was making a keen comparison, counsel con- 
tinued the cross-examination. 

‘ You are aware that this letter caused a separation between 
Sir Charles Bassett and the lady he was engaged to V 

‘ I know nothing about it.’ 

‘ Indeed ? Well, were you acquainted with the Miss Somerset 
mentioned in this matter V 
‘ Slightly.’ 

* You have been at her house T 
Once or twice.’ 

‘ Whfch ] Twice is doulde as often as once, you know.’ 

* Twice.’ 

* No more?* 

* Not that I recollect.’ 

‘ You wrote to her ?’ 

' I may have.’ 

‘ Did you, or did you not V 
‘ I did.’ 

‘ Wliat was the purport of that lettci f 

* I can’t recollect at this distance of time.’ 

* On your oath, sir, did you not write, urging her to co-operate 
with you to keep Sir Charles Bassett from marrying his affianced, 
Miss Bella Bruce, to whom that anonymous letter was written 
with the same object V 

The perspiration now rolled in visible drops down the tortured 
liar’s face. Yet still, by a gigantic efibrt, he stood firm, and even 
planted a blow. 

* I did not write the anonymous letter. But I believe I told 
Miss Somerset I loved Miss Bruce, and that her lover was rob- 
bing me of mine, as he had robbed me of everything else.* 

‘ And that was all yoh said — on your oath V 

‘All I can recollect.* With this the strong man, cowed, 
terrified, expecting his letter to Somerset to be produced, and so 
the iron chain of evidence completed, gapped out, ‘ Man, you 
tear open all my wounds at once 1* and, with this, burst out 
sobbing, and lamenting aloud that he had ever been born. 
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Counsel waited calmly till he should be in a condition to re- 
ceive another dose. 

‘ Oh, will nobody i^op this cruel trial V said Lady Eassett, 
with the tears trickling down her face. 

The judge heard this remark, without seeming to do so. 

He said to defendant's counsel, ‘ Whatever the truth may be, 
you have proved enough to show Sir Charles Bassett might 
w'cll have an honest conviction that Mr, Bassett had done 
dastardly act. Whether a jury would over agree on a question 
of Ijandwriting must always he doubtful. Looking at the rela- 
tionship of the parties, is it advisable to carry this matter 
farther? If 1 might advise the gentlemen, they would each 
consent to withdraw a juror.* 

ITpon this suggestion the counsel for both parties put their 
heads together in animated whispers ; and, during this, the 
judge made a remark to the jury intended for the public ; 
^iSinco Lady Bass(‘tt’s name has been drawn into this, I must 
say that I have read her letters tu Mr. Bassett, and they are 
such as she could write without in the least compromising her 
husband. Indeed, now the defence is shown, they appear to me 
to be wise and kindly letters, such as only a good wife, a high-bred 
lady, and a true Christian could write iu so delicate a matter.* 

Plaintiff's Coanael — ‘ My lord, we are agreed to withdraw a 
juror.* 

Lefendant's Counsel — ‘ Out of respect for your lordship*s 
advice, and not from any doubt of the result on our part.* 

The Crier. — ‘ Wacj^ v. Halihurtox !* 

And so the car of justice rolled on, till it came to Wheeler v. 
Bassett. 

This case was soon disposed of. 

Sir Charles Bassett was dignified and calm in the witness-box, 
and treated the whole matter with high-bred nonchalance, as one 
unworthy of the attention the Court was good enough to bestow 
on it. The judge disapproved the assault, but said thb plaintiff 
had drawn it on himself by unprofessional conduct and by 
threatening a gentleman in his own house. Verdict for the 
plaintiff — 40s. The judge refused to certify for costs. 

Lady Bassett, her throat parched with excitement, drove 
home, and awaited her husband's return with no little anxiety. 
As soon as she hear^ him in his dressing-room she glided in, and 
went down on her knees to him. * Pray, pray, don’t scold me ; 
I couldn’t bear you to he defeated, Charles.* 
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Sir Charles raised her, but did not kiss her. ‘You think 
only of me,’ said he, rather sadly. ‘ It is a sorry victory, too 
dearly bought.' • 

Then she began to cry. 

Sir Charles begged her not to cry, but still he did not kiss 
hei> nor conceal his mortification; he hardly spoke to her for 
Several days. 

She accepted her disgrace pensively and patiently. She 
thought it all over, and felt lier husband was right, and loved 
her like a man. But she thought, also, that she Avas not very 
wrong to love him in her way. Wrong or not, she felt she could 
not sit idle, and see his enemy defeat him. 

The coolness died away by degrees, with so much humility or 
one side, and so much love on both : but the subject was inter* 
dieted for over. 

A week after the trial Lady Bassett wrote to Mrs. Marsh, 
under cover to Mr. Oldlield, and told her how the trial lif^d 
gone, and, with many expressions of gratitude, invited her and 
her husband to Hunteicombo Hall. She told Sir Charles what 
she had done, and he wore a very strange look. ‘ Might 1 sug- 
gest that we have them alone V said he drily. • 

‘ By all means,’ said Lady Bassett. ‘ I don’t want to share 
my paragon with anybody.’ 

In due course a reply came ; Mr. and Mrs. Marsh would avail 
themselves some day of Lady Bassett’s kindness; at present 
they were going abroad. The letter was written by a man's 
hand. 

About this time Oldfield sent Sir Charles Miss Somerset’s 
deed, cancelled, and told him she had married a man of fortune, 
who was devoted to her, and preferred to take her without any 
dowry. 

Bassett and Wheeler went home crestfallen, and dined to- 
gether. They discussed the two trials ; and each blamed the 
other. They quarrelled, and parted : and Wheeleiv sent in an 
enormous hill, extending over fTfre years. Eighty-five items 
began thus — ‘ Attending you at your house for several hours, 
on which occasion you asked my advice as to whether — ' etc. 

How, as a great many of these attendances had been really to 
shoot game, and dine on rabbits, at Bassett’s4xpense, he thought 
it hard the conversations should he charged and the rabbits not. 

Disgusted with his defeat, and resolv^ to evade this bill, he 
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discharged his servant^ and pat a retired soldier into his honse^ 
armed him with a blunderbuss, and ordered him to keep all 
doors closed, and present the weapon aforesaid at all rate colleo 
tors, tax collectors, debt collectors, and applicants for money to 
build churches, or convert the heathen ; but not to at any- 
body except his friend Wheeler, nor at him unless he should try 
to shove a writ in at some chink of the building. 

This done, he went on his travels, third class, with his eyes 
always open, and his heart full of bitterness, ^ 
l!fothing happened to Eichard Bassett on his travels, that 1 
need relate, until one evening when he alighted at a small com- 
nu^rcial inn, in the city of York, and there met a person whoso 
intiuence on the events I am about to relate seems at this momont 
incredible to me, though it is simple fact. 

He found the commercial-room empty, and rang the bell. In 
came the waiter, a strapping girl, with coal-black eyes, and 
brows to match, and a brown skin, but glowing cheeks. 

They both started at sight of each other. It was Polly 
Somerset. 

* Why, Polly ! How d’ye do ? How do you come heref 
‘It’s along of you I’m here, young man,* said Polly, and began 
to whimper. She told him her sister had found out from the 
])cge she had been colloguing with him, and had never treated 
her like a sister after that, ‘ And, when she married a gentle- 
man, she wouldn't have me aside her, for all I could say, but 
she did pack me otf into service, and here I be/ 

The girl was handsome, and had a liking for him. Bassett 
was idle, and time hung heavy on his hands ; he stayed at the 
inn a fortnight, more for Polly’s company than anything ; and 
'at last offered to put her into a vacant cottage on his own little 
estate of Highmore. But the girl was shrewd, and had seen a 
great deal of life this last three years ; she liked Eichard in her 
way, but she saw he was all self, and she would not trust him, 
‘Hay,* said she, ‘ I’ll not break with Ehoda for any young man 
in Britain. If I leave service, she will never own me at aU ; 
she is as hard a$ iron.’ w 

‘ Well, but you might come and take service near me, and 
then we could often get a word together/ 

‘ Oh, I am agreeable to that ; you find me a good plaea I 
like an inn best ; one sees fresh lacea' . 

Bassett pzomi^ to manage that for her. On reaching home 
he found a oonciliatoiy letter from Wheeler, coupled Vriih his 
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pemissioD to tax the bill, according to hie own notion of justice 
This, and other letters, were in an outhouse ; the old soldier had 
not permitted them to penetrate the fortress. He had entered 
into the spirit of his instructions, and lo him a letter was a 
•probable hand-grenade. 

Bassett sent for Wheeler ; the bill was reduced, and a small 
payment made ; the rest postponed till better times. Wheeler 
was then consulted about Polly, and he told his client the land- 
lady of the ‘ Lamb * wanted a good active waitress ; he thought 
he could arrange that little allair. 

' In due course, thanks to this artist, Mary Wells, hitherto 
known as Polly Somerset, landed with her box at the ‘ Lamb,* 
and with her quick foot, her black eyes, and Tea<ly tongue, soon 
added to the popularity of the inn. Kichard Bassett, Esq., for 
one, used to sup there now and then with his friend Wheeler, 
and even sleep there after supper. 

By-and-by the vicar of Huntercombe w'anted a servant, and 
offered to engage Mary Wells. 

She thought twice about that. She could neither write nor 
read, and therefore was dreadfully dull without company ; the 
bustle of an inn and people coming and going amused lier. 
However, it w^as a temptation to be near lUcbard Bassett, so she 
accepted at last. Unable to write, she could not consult him, and 
she made sure he would be delighted. 

But when she got into the village the prudent Mr. Bassett 
drew in his horns and avoided her. She w^as mortified and very 
angry. She revenged herself cn her employer; broke ^double; 
her wages. The vicar had never been able to convert a smasher, 
so he parted with her very readily to Lady Bassett, with a hint 
that she was rather unfortunate in glass and china. 

In that lai;ge house her spirits rose, and, having a hearty 
manner and a clappertongue, she became a general favourite. 

One day she ‘m^TVlr. Bassett in the village, and he seemed 
delighted at the sight of her, and begged her to meet him that 
night at a certain place, where Sir Charles's garden was divided 
from his own by a ha -ha. It was a very secluded s|)ot, shut out 
from view, even in daylight, by the trees and shrubs and the 
winding nature of the walk that led to it, yet it w.as soaicely a 
hundred yards j&om Huntercombe Hall. 

Mary Wells came to the tryst, hut in no amorous mood. She 
came merely to tell Mr. Basfett her mind : viz., that he was a 
sliabby feUow, and she had had her cry, and didn’t care a straw 
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for him now. 'And she did tell him so, in a load voice and with 
a flushed cheek. 

Eut he set to work, Jiumbly and patiently, to pacify her. He 
represented that, in a small house like the vicarage, everything is 
known ; he should have ruined her character if he had not held 
aloof. ‘ But it is different now,’ said he. ^ You can run out of 
Huntercombe Hall and meet me here, and nobody be the wiser.’ 

‘Not 1/ said Mary Wells, with a toss. ‘The worst thing a 
girl can do is to keep company with a gentleman ; she must 
meet him in holes and corners, and bo flung off like an old glove, 
when «he has served his turn.’ 

‘ That will never happen to you, Polly, dear. We must be 
prudent for the present ; but I shall be more my own master 
some day, and then you will see how I love yon.’ 

‘ Seeing is believing,’ said the girl sullenly. ‘You be too fond 
of yourself to love the likes o* me.’ 

Such was thc3 Avariiing her natural shrewdness gave her. But 
perseverance undermined it ; Bassett so often threw out hints of 
what he would do some day, mixed with warm protestations of 
love, tliat she began almost to hope he would marry hot. fehe 
really liked him ; his tine figure and his colour pleased her eye, 
and he had a plausible tongue to boot. 

As for him, her rustic beauty and health pleased his senses, 
but for his heart, she had little place in that. What he courted 
her for just now was to keep him informed of all that passed in 
Huntercombe Hall. His morbid soul hung about that place, and 
he listened greedily to Mary Wells’s gossip. He had counted on 
her volubility ; it did not disappoint him: she never met him 
without a budget, one half of it lies or exaggerations. She was 
a born liar. One night she came in high spirits, and greeted 
him thus — ‘ What d’ye think ? I’m riz ! Mrs. Eden, that 
drosses my lady’s hair, she took ill yesterday, and I told the 
housekeeper I was used to dress hair, and she told my lady. If 
you didn’t please our Ehoda at that, ’twas as much as your life 
was worth ; you mustn’t he thinking of your young man with 
her hair in your hand, or she’d rouse you with a good crack on 
the crown with a hair-brush. So I dressed my lady’s hair, and 
handled it like old chancy ; by the same token she is so ples^ed 
with me you can’t think. She is a real lady ; not like bur 
Rhoda ; spcaaks as civil to me as if I was one of her own sort ; 
and, says she, “I should like to have you about me, if I 
might.*’ 1 had it on my tongue to tell her she was mistress, but 
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X was a iittla skeated at her^at fiist^ you know^ Bat sba will 
have me about her ; I see it in her eye/ 

Bassett was delighted at this news ; but he did not speak his 
mind all at once ; the time was not come. He let ijie gipsy 
ra^le on, and bided his time. He flattered her, and said he 
oi 3 ^ed lady Bassett to have such a beautiful girl about her. 
* ill let my hair grow/ said he. 

* Ay, do,’ said she, ‘ and then I’ll puU it for you/ 

This challenge ended in a little struggle for a kiss, the sincerity 
of which was doubtful. Polly resisted vigorously, to be sure, 
but briefly, and, having given in, returned it. 
j # One day she told him Sir Charles had met her plump, and 
) had given a great start. •• 

This made Bassett very uneasy. ‘ Confound it, he will turn 
you away ! He will say^ “ This girl knows too much.” ’ 

‘How simple you be !* said the girl.* ‘.D’ye think T let him 
know? Says he, “I think Fve seen you before.” “ Yes, sir/’ 
says I, “ I was housemaid here, before my lady had me to dress 
her.” “Jfo,”8ay8 he, “I mean in London — in Mayfair, you 
know.” I declare you might ha’ knocked me down wi’ a feather. 
So 1 looks in his face, as cool as marble, and T says, “ No, sir ; 
i never had the luck to see London, sir,” says I. “ All the 
better for you/’ says ho, and he swallowed it like spring water, 
as sister Bhoda used to say when she told one and they believed it.’ 

‘You are a clever girl,’ said Bassett. ‘ He would have turned 
you out of the house if he had known who you were.’ 

She disappointed him in one thing ; she was bad at answering 
questions. Morally she was not quite so great an egotist as 
himself but intellectually a greater. Her volubility was all 
egotism. She could scarcely say ten words, except about her- 
adf. So when Bassett questioned her about Sir Charles and 
lady Bassett, she said * Yes,’ or ‘ No,’ or ‘ I don’t know,’ and 
was oflf at a tangent to her own sayings and doings. 

Bassett, however, by great patience and tact, extracted from 
her at last^ thid; Sir Charles and Lady Bassett were both sore at 
not having children, and that Lady Bassett bore the blame. 

‘ That is a good joke,’ said he, ‘ the smoke-dried rake ! Polly, 
you might do me a good turn,’ 

The young woman shook her head. ‘Me meddle between 
man and wife ! I’m too fond of my place.’ 

‘Ah, you don’t love me as I love you. You think only of 
yoursefc. 
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‘And what do you think off Do yon love me well enongh 
to find me a better place, if you get me turned out of Hunter- 
combe Hall V 

‘ Tee, I will ; a much better/ 

‘ That ift a bargain/ 

Mary Wells was silly in some things, but she was very cun- 
ning, too ; and she know Bichard Bassett’s hobby. She told 
him to mind himself, as well as Sir Charles, or perhaps he would 
die a bachelor, and so his flesh and blood would never inhorjt 
Himteroonibe. This remark entered his mind. The trial, though 
apparently a drawn battle, had been fatal to him — he was cut ; 
he dared not pay his addresses to any lady in the^ county, and he 
often felt very lonely now. So everything combined to draw 
liim towards Mary Wells — her swarthy beauty, which shone out 
at church like a black diamond arao^ the other women ; his 
own loneliness ] and the pleasure these stolen meetings gave him. ' 
Custom itself is pleasant, and the company of this handsome 
chatterbox became a habit, and an agreeable one. The young 
woman herself employed a woman’s art.s ; she was cold and loving 
by turns, till, at last, ho gave her what she was working for, 
a downright promise of marriage. She pretended not to believe 
him, and so led him further ; he swore he would many hen 
He made one stipulation, however. She really must learn 
to read and write first. 

When he had sworn this, Mary became more uniformly affec- 
tionate ; and as women who have been in service learn great 
self-government, and can generally please so long as it serves 
their turn, she made herself so agreeable to him, that he began 
really to have a downright liking for her, a liking bounded, of 
course, by his incurable selfishness ; but, as for his hobby, that 
was on her side. 

Now learning to read and %VTite was wormwood to Mary 
Wells ; but the prize was so great; she knew all about the 
Huntorcomhe estates, partly from her sister, partly from Bassett 
himself. (He must tell his Vrongs even to this girl.) So she 
resolved to pursue matrimony, even on the severe condition of 
becoming a scholar. She set about it as follows : — One day that 
she was doing Lady Bassett’s hair, she sighed several tim^ 
This was to attract the lady’s attention, and it succeeded. ^ 

‘ Is there anything the matter, Mary f 
‘ No, my lady/ 

‘ I think there is.’ 
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‘ Well, my lady, lam in a little trouble ; but it is my own 
people’s fault for not sending of me to school. I might be 
marned to-morrow, if I could only read and write.' 

* And can you not V 

* No, my lady.’ 

* Dear me, I thought everybody could read and write nowa- 
days-’ 

^La, no, my lady ! not half of them in our village.’ 

* Your parents are much to blame, my poor girl. Well, but 
it is not too late- Now I think of it, there is an adult school in 
the village. Shall I arrange for you to go to it V 

‘ Thank you, mv lady. Hut then ’ 

‘ Well V 

'All my fellow-servants would have a laugh against me.’ 

‘The person you are epgaged to, will ho not instruct youl* 

‘ Oh, he have no time to teach me. Hosides, I don’t want 
him to know, cither. Hut I won’t bo his wife to shame him.’ 
(Another sigh.) 

‘Mary,’ said Lady Bassett, in tho innocence of her heart, 
* you shall not be mortified, and you shall not lose a good 
marriage. I will try and teach you myself.’ 

Mary wns^ profuse in thanks. Lady ]>ass(*tt received them 
rather coldly. Sho gave her a few minulos’ instructkm in her 
dressing-room every day ; and Mary, who could not have done 
anything intellectual for lialf an hour at a stretch, gave her 
whole mind for those few minutes. She was quick, ami learned 
very fast. In two months she could read a great deal more than 
she could understand, and could write slowly but very clearly. 

Now, by this time, Locly Bassett had become so interested in 
her pupil, that she made her read letters and newspapers to her, at 
those parts of the toilette when her services were not required. 

Mary Wells, tliough a great cliatterbox, was the closest girl 
in England. Limpet never stuck to a rock as she could stick to 
a lie. She never said one word'to^Bassett about Lady Bassett’s 
lessons. She kept strict silence, till she could write a letter, 
and then she sent him a line to say she had learned to write for 
love of him, and she hoped he would keep his promise. 

Baefeett’s vanity was flattered by this. But, on reflection, he 
suspected it was a falsehood. He asked her suddenly, at their 
next meeting, who had written that juote for her. 

‘You shall see me write t^e fellow to it when you like,’ was 
the reply. 
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Bassett resolved to submit the matter to that test some day. 
At present, however, he took her word for it, and asked her 
who had taught her. , 

‘ I had to teach myself ITobody cares enough for me to 
teach me. Well, Til forgive you, if you will write me a nice 
letter for mine.' 

‘What 1 when we can meet here and say everything!' 

‘ No matter ; I have ^vritten to you ; and you might write to 
me. They all get letters, except me ; and the .^'jades hold 'em 
up to me ; they see I never get one. When you are out, post 
me a letter now and then. It will only cost you a penny. I’m 
sure I don’t ask you for much.’ 

Bassett humoured her in this, and in one of his letters called 
her his wife that was to he. 

This pleased her so much, that, the^next time they met, she 
hung round his neck with a good deal of feminine grace. 

Kichard Bassett was a man who now lived in the future. 
Everybody in the county believed he had written that anony- 
mous letter, and he had no hope of shining by his own light. 
It was bitter to resign his personal hopes ; but he did, and sul 
Icnly resolved to be obscure himself, but the father of the future 
heirs of Huntercom])o. He would marry Mary WdJs, and lay 
the blame of the match upon Sir Charles, who had blackened 
him in the county, and put it out of his power to win a lady's 
hand. 

He told Wheeler he was determined to marry; but he had 
not the courage to tell him all at once what a wife he had 
selected. 

The consequence of this half-confession was, that Wheeler 
went to work to find him a girl with money, and not under 
county influence. 

One of Wheeler’s clients was a retired citizen, living in a pretty 
villa near the market town. Mr. Wright employed him in 
little matters, and found him. active and attentive. There was 
a Miss Wright, a meek little girl, palish, on whom her father 
doted. Wheeler talked to this girl of his friend Bassett, his 
virtues, and his wrongs, and interested the young lady in him. 
This done, he brought him to the house, and the girl, being 
slight and delicate, gazed with gentle but undisguised admira- 
tion on Bassett’s iorm, Wheeler had told Richard Miss Wright 
was to have seven thousand pound| on her wedding-day; and 
that excited a corresponding admiration in the athletic gentleman; 
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Aftev tliat, Bassett often called by himself, * and the father 
etioQiin^ed the intimacy. He was old, and wished to see his 
daughter married before he left her ; and this seemed an eligible 
mat^, though not a brilliant one: a W of land and a good 
nt^oeon one side; a smart bit of money on the other. The 
^ thing went on wheels. Richard Bassett was engaged to Jane 
Wright almost before he was aware. 

How he felt uneasy about Mary Wells, verf uneasy ; but it 
was only the uneasiness of selfishness. 

He began to try and prepare ; he afToctod business visits to 
distant places, etc., in order to break off by degrees. By this 
means their meetings were comparatively few. When they did 
meet (which was now generally by written appointment), ho 
tried to prepare by telling her ho had encountered losses, and 
feared that to marry her would be a bad job for her, as well as 
for him, especially if she should have children. 

Mary replied she had been used to work, and would rather 
work for a husband than any other master. 

On another occasion she asked him quietly whether a gentle- 
man ever broke his oath. 

* Hever,* said Richard. , 

In short, she gave him no opening. She would not quarrel 
She adhered to him, as she had never adhered to anything but a 
lie before. 

Then he gave up all hope of smoothing the matter. Ho 
coolly cut her ; never came to the trysting-place ; did not answer 
her letters; and being a reokleas egotist, married Jane Wright 
ail in a hurry, by special licence. He sent forward to the clerk 
of Huntercombe church, and engaged the ringem to ring the 
church bells from six o'clock till sundown. This was for Sir 
Obailes’s ears. 

It was a balmy evening in May. Lady Bassett was com- 
meneing her toilette in an indolent way, with Mary Wells in 
attendance, when the church bells of Huntercombe struck up a 
merry peal 

‘AhP said Lady Bassett. ^Wbat is that for? Do you 
know, Maryf 

* Ho, my wy. Shall I ask f 

: I dare say it is a village wedding' 
my lady : . there's nol^ybeen married here this six 
weeks. Ow kitchen-inaid the baker was the last^ you 
know* 113 send and know Vludi it is for.’ 
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Mary went but, and despatched the first housemaid she canght 
for intelligence. The girl ran into the stable to her sweetheart, 
and he told her direc^y. 

Meantime Lady Bassett moralised upon church bells. 

^ They are always sad, saddest when they seem to be merriest. 
Poor things I that are trying hard to be merry now ; but they 
sound very sad to me, sadder tlian usual, somehow.' ’ ^ 

The girl knocked at the door. Mary half opened it, and 
news shot in — ‘ Tis for Squire Bassett — ^he is Diingiia^ of his 
bride home to Highmore to-day.’ 

‘ Mr. Bassett — married — that is sudden ! Who could he find 
to marry him V 

There was no reply. The housemaid had flown off to oircu-^ 
late the news, and Mary Wells was supporting herself by clutch- 
ing the door, sick with the sudden blow. 

Close as she was, her distress could not have escaped another 
woman s eye ; but Lady Bassett never looked at her. After 
the first surprise she had gone into a reverie, and was conjuring 
up the future to the sound of those church bells. She requested 
Mary to go and tell Sir Charles ; but she did not lift her head, 
even to give this order. 

Mary crept away, and knocked at Sir Charles's dre^ing-room. 

* Come in,' said Sir Charles, thinking, of course, it was his 
valet. 

Mary Wells just opened the door, and held it ^jar* * My 
lady bids me teU you, sir, the bells are ringing for Mr. Bassett ; 
he's married, and brings her home to-night.' 

A dead silence marked the effect of this announcement on 
Sir Charles. Mary Wells waited. 

* May Heaven’s curse light on that marriage^ and no child of 
theirs ever take ray place in this house !' 

* A-a-men I* said Mary Wells. 

‘ Thank you, sir !' said Sir Charles. He tcmfc her voice for a 
man's, so deep and guttural was her ^ A^a^en ' with concen- 
trated passion. . 

She closed the door, and crept back to her misifeess. 

Lady Bassett was seated at ner glass, with her hair down and 
her shoulders hare. Maiy clenched her teeth, and set about her 
usual work, but very soon Lady Bassett gave a s^rt^ and etared 
into the glass. ^ Mary f said she,^ ^what is the matter f You 
look ghastly, and your hands are as cold as ice* Are you fiBihtf 

7~2 
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‘No/ 

‘Then you are ill; very ill/ 

‘ I have taken a chill/ said Mary doggedly. 

* Go instantly to the still-room maid, and get a large glass of 
spirits and hot water — quite hot/ 

Mary, who wanted to be out of the room, fastened her mis- 
tress’s back hair with dogged patience, and then moved towards 
the door. 

' Mary,’ said Lady Bassett, in a half-apologetic tono. 

‘ My lady/ 

^ I should like to hear what the bride is like/ 

‘ 111 know that to-night,* said Mary, grinding her teeth. 

‘I shall not require you again till bed-time/ 

Mary left the room and went, not to the still-room, but to her 
own garret, and there she gave way. She flung herself with a 
wild cry upon her little bed, and clutched her own hair and the 
bed-clothes, and writhed all about the bed like a wild cat 
wounded. 

In this anguish she passed an hour she never forgot nor for- 
gava She got up at luvst, and started at her own image in the 
glass. Hair like a savage*s, cheeks pale, eyes bloodshot. 

She smoothed her hair, washed her face, and prepared to go 
downstairs ; hut now she was seized with a faintness, and hari 
to sit down and moan. She got thie hotter of that, and went to 
the still-room and got some spirits', but she drank them neat, 
gulped them down like water. They sent the devil into her 
black eye, but no colour into her pale cheek. She had a little 
scarlet shawl : she put it over her liead, and went into the village. 
She found it astir with expectation. 

Mr, Bassett’s house stood near the highway, but the entrance 
to the premises was private, and through a long white gate. 

By this gate was a heap of stones, and Mary Wells got on 
that heap and waited. 

When she had been there about half an hour, Bichard Bassett 
drove up in a hired carriage, with his pale little wife beside him. 
At his own gate his eye encountered Mary Wells, and he started. 
8he stood abfve him, with her arms folded grandly ; her cheek, 
fe .0 swarthy and ruddy, was now pale ; and her black eyes glit- 
tered like basilisks at him and his bride. The whole woman 
seemed lifted Viif of her low condition,, and dignified by wrong. 

He bad tp sustain her lookifor a few seconds, while the gate 
was being opened, and it seemed an age. He felt his first pang 
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of remorse when he saw that swarthy, ruddy cheek so pale. 
Then came admiration of her beauty, and disgust at the woman 
for whom he had jilted her \ and that gave way to fear — the 
hater looked into those* glittering eyes, and saw be had roused a 
hate as unrelenting as Lis own. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

For the fii’st few days Richard Bassett expected some annoy- 
ance from Mary Wells ; but none came, and he began to flatter 
himself she was too fond of him to give him pain. 

That impression was shaken about ten days after the little 
scene I have described \ he received a short note from her, as 
follows : 

* Sir, 

' Von nntd meet me to-mght^ at the same eight o^clock. 

If you do not couie^ it will he the lom’se for you, 

‘MW/ 

Richard Bassett^s inclination was to treat this summons with 
contempt ; but he thought it would be wiser to go, and see 
whether the girl had any hostile intentions. Accordingly he 
wont to the tryst. He waited for some time, and at last he4» 
heard a quick firm foot, and Mary Wells appeared. She was 
hooded with lier scarlet shawl that contrasted admirably with 
her coal-black hair 3 and out of this scarlet frame her dark eyes 
glittered. She stood before him in silence. 

He said nothing. 

She was silent, too, for some time. But she spoke first. 

‘Well, sir, you promised one, and you have married another. 
Now what are you going to do for me V 

‘ What can 1 do, Mary ? I’m not the first that wanted to 
marry for love, but money came in his way and tempted him.’ 

‘ No, you are not the first But that’s neither here nor there, 
sir. That chalk fiiced girl has bought you away from me with 
her money, and now I mean to have my share on*t’ 

‘ Oh, if that is all,* said Richard, * we can soon settle it ; l.was 
afraid you were going to talk about a broken heart, and all that 
stuff. You are a good sensible girl, and too beautiful to imt a 
husband long. I’ll give you fifty pounds to forgive mel 
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‘ Fifty ponnds f sdd Mary Wells contemptuously. * What, 
‘when you promised me I should be your wife today, and lady 
of Huhtercombe Hall by-and-by? Fifty pounds! N*o; not 
five fifties/ 

* Well, m give you seventy-five, and, if that won’t do, you 
nifest go to faw, and see what you can get’ 

‘ What, han’t you had your bellyful of law 1 Mind, it is an 
unked thing to forswear your^lf, and that is what you done at 
the ’sizes : I have seen what you did swear about your letter to 
my sister; Sir Charles have got it all wrote down in his study ; 
and you swore a lie to the judge, as you swore a He to me here 
under heaven, you villain V She raised her voice very loud. 

‘ Don’t you gainsay me, or I'll soon have you by the heels in 
gaol^ for your lies. Youll do as I bids you, and very lucky to 
be tet ofi* so cheap. You was to be my master, but you chose 
her instead — well, then you shall be my servant You shall 
come here, every Saturday, at eight o’clock, and bring ip.o a 
sovereign, which I never could keep a lump o’ money, and I have 
had one or two from lihoda ; so I’ll take it a sovereign a week, 
till I get a husband of my own sort, and then you’ll have to 
come down handsome once for all.’ 

Bassett knitted I\is brows, and thought hard. His natural 
impulse was to defy her ; but it struck him that a great many 
things might happen in a few months ; so at last he said humbly, 

^ I consent : I have been to blame. Only I’d rather pay you 
this money i^ some other way/ 

‘ My way, or none.’ 

' Very well, then, I will bring ^t you as yoti say,’ 

‘ Mind you do, then,’ said Mary Wells, and turned haughtily 
on her heel. 

Bassett never ventured to abi^nt himself at the hour ; and, at 
fiilst, the black*mail was deUvered and received with scarcely a 
v^ord ; but, by-and-by old habits so far revived, that some little 
oonvmrsation took place. 

Then, after a while, Bassett used to tell her be y^as unhappy, 
and she used to reply she was glad of it 

Then he began to speak slightingly of his wife, and say what 
a fool he had been to marry a poor, silly nonentity, when he 
might have wedded a beauty. 

Mwy Welk, beii® intensely vain, listened with complacency # 
to this, although she replied coldly and harshly. 

By-and*by her natural volubility overpowered her, and she 
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talked . to Bassett about hewelf, and Huntercombe Hall, but 
always with a secret reserve. 

Later, such is the 4>rce of habit, each used to look forward, 
with satisfaction, to the Saturday meeting, although each dis- 
trusted and feared the other at bottom. 

Later still, that came to pass which Mary Wells Sad planned 
from the first with deep malice, and that shrewd insight into 
human nature which many a low woman has — ^the cooler she 
was, the warmer did Richard Bassett grow, till, at last, contrast- 
ing his pale, meek little wife with this glowing Hebe, he con- 
ceived an unholy liking for the latter. She met it, sometimes, 
with coldness and reproaches, sometimes with affected alarm, 
sometimes with a half-yielding manner, and so tormented him to 
her heart’s content, and undermined his affection for 
Thus she revenged herself on them both to her heart’s content.' 

But malice so perverse is apt to recoil on itself ; and women, j 
in particular, should not undertake a long and subtle revenge* of 
this sort; since the strongest have llicir hours of weakness, and 
are surprised into things they never intended. The subseejuent 
history of Mary Wells will exemplify this. Meantime, however, 
meek little Mrs. Bassett was no inatch for the beauty and low 
cunning of licr rival. 

Yet a time came when she defended herself unconsciously. 
She did something that made her husband most solicitous for 
her welfare and happiness ; he began to watch her health with 
maternal care, to shield her from draughts, to take <iare of her 
diet, to indulge her in all her whims instead of snubbing her, 
and to pet her, till she was the happiest wife in England for a 
time. She deserved this at hi# hands, for she assisted him there 
where his heart was fixed ; she aided his hobby; did more for 
it than any other creature in England $ould. ’ 

To return to Huntercombe Hall ; the loving eoUpIe that 
owned it were no longer happy. Tlie hope of offspring was now* 
deserting them, and the ^sappointment was oruA Th^ 
suffered deeply, with this difference, that Lady Bassett pined, 
and Sir Charles fretted. 

The woman^s grief was more pure and profound than the 
man’s. If there had been no Richard Bassett in the world, 
still her bosom would have yearned and pined, an4 the great cry 
^of JKTature, * Give me children or I die,’ would have been in her 
heart, though it would never have risen to her lips.^ 

Sir Chail^ had of course less ct this profound iUstinii^ than 
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his wife, but he had it too; only, in him the feeling wa» 
adulterated, and at the same time embittered, by one less simple 
and noble. An enemy sat at his gate^; that enemy, whose 
enduring malice had at last begotten equal hostility in the child- 
less baronet, was now married, and would probably have heirs; 
and, if so, that hateful brood, th e spawn o f an anonymous letter- 
TOter, would surely inherit BassettanoHiintercorabe, succeeding 
to Sir Charles Bassett, deceased without issue. This chafed the 
childless man, and gradually undermined a temper habitually 
sweet, though subject, as we have seen, to violent ebullitions 
where the provocation was intolerable. Sir Charles then, 
smarting under Ins wound, spoke now and then rather unkindly 
to the wife he loved so devotedly ; that is to say, his manner 
Bometimes implied that he blamed her for their joint calamity. 

Lady Bassett submitted to these stings in silence. They w'ere 
rare, and speedily followed by touching regrots; and, even had 
it not been so, she would have borne them with resignation ; 
for this motherless wile loved her husband with all a wife^s 
devotion, and a mothers unselfish patience. Let this be remem- 
bered to her credit ; it is the truth, and she may need it. 

Her own yearning was too deep and sad for fretfulness: 
though, unlike her husband's, it never Inoko out in anger, 
the day was gone by when she could keep it always silent. It 
welled out of her at times in ways that were truly womanly 
and touching. 

'When slie called on a wdfe, tho lady was sure to parade her 
children ; the boasted tact of women — a quality, the narrow 
comjiass of which has escaped their undiscriminating eulogists — 
was always swept away by matfernal egotism ; and then poor 
Lady Bassett would admire the children loudly, and kiss them, 
to please the cruel egotist, and hide the tears that rose to her 
own eyes ; but she would shorten her visit. 

When a child died in the village, Mary Wells was sure to be 
sent with words of comfort, and substantial marks of sympathy. 

Scarcely a day passed that something or other did not happen 
to make the wound bleed; but I will confine myself to two 
* occasions, on each of which her heart's agony spoke out, and so 
revealed bow much it must have endured in silence. 

Since the day when Sir Charles allowed her to sit in a little 
room close to bis study while he received Mi*. Wheeler's visit, 
she had fitted up that room, and often sat there, |o be near Sir 
Chaiiee; end he would eometimes call her in, and tell her his 
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justice cases* One day she was there when the constable brought 
in a prisoner and several witnesses. The accused was a stout, 
florid girl, with plumji cheeks, and pale grey eyes : she seemed 
all health, stupidity, and simplicity. She carried a child on her 
left arm. !No dweller in cities could suspect this face of crime. 
As well indict a calf. 

Yet the witnesses proved beyond a doubt, that she had been 
seen with her baby in the neighbourhood of a certain old well, 
on a certain day at noon ; that soon after noon she had been seen 
on the road "without her baby, and, being asked what had become 
of it, had said she had left it with her aunt, ten miles off ; and 
that about an hour after that, a faint cry had been heard at the 
bottom of the old "svell — it was ninety feet deep — people had 
assembled, and a brave farmer’s boy had been lowered in the 
bight of a cart-rope, and had brought up a dead hen and a live 
child bleeding at tlie cheek, having fallen on a heap of faggots at 
the bottom of the well. Which child was the prisoner’s. 

Sir Charles had the evidence writt* 11 down, and then told the 
accused she might make a counter-statement if she chose, but it 
would be wiser to say nothing at all. 

Thereupon the accused dropped him a little short curtsy, 
looked him steadily in the face with her pale grey eyes, and 
delivered herself as follows : 

If you please, sir, 1 was a sitting by th’ old well, with baby 
in my arms : and I was mortal tired I was, wi* carring of him ; 
ho be uncommon heavy for his age : and if you please, sir, ho 
is uncommon resolute ; and, whilst I was so, he gave a leap 
right out of my arms, and fell down th’ old well. I screams, 
and runs away to tell my brother’s wife, as lives at top of the 
hill ; but she was gone into North Wood for dry sticks to light 
her oven; and, when I comes back, they had got him out of 
the well, and 1 claims him directly ; and the constable said we 
must come before you, sir : so here we be.* 

This she delivered very glibly, without tremulousness^ hesita- 
tion, or the shadow of a blush, and dropped another little 
i^urtsy at the end to Sir Charles. 

Thereupon, he said not one word to her, but committed her 
for trial, and gave the farmer’s boy a sovereign. 

The people were no sooner gone, than Lady Bassett came in, 
with the tears streaming, and threw herself at her husband’s 
knees. * Oh,<^ Charles I can such things be I Does Gk>d 
a child to a woman that has the heart to kill it ; and xmm 
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om to me, who would give my heart’s blood to ' save a hair of 
ite little head t Oh, what have we done, that He singles us 
out to be so cruel to us # 

Then Sir Charles tried to comfort her, but could not, and the 
childless ones wept together. 

: It began to be whispered that Mrs. Bassett was in the family 
way. ^i^either Sir Charles nor Lady Bassett mentioned this^ 
rumour. It would have been like rubbing vitnol into thoir own 
wounds. But this reserve was broken through *006 day. It 
was a sunny afternoon in J une, just thirteen months after Mr. 
Bassett’s wedding ; Lady Bassett was with her husband in his 
study, settling invitations for a ball, and w-riting them ; when 
the church bells struck up a merry peal. They both left off, 
and looked at each other eloquently. Lady Bassett went out, 
but soon returned, looking pale and wild. 

‘ Yes f said she, with forced calmness ; then, suddenly losing 
her self-command, she broke out, pointing through the wixidow, 
at Highmore : * He has got a hue boy — to take our place here. 
Kill me, Charles ! Send me to heaven, to pray for you ; and 
take another wife that will love you less, but be like other 
wives. That villain has married a fruitful vine, and ’ (lifting 
both arms to heaven with a gesture unspeakably piteous, poetic, 
and touching) ‘ I am a barren stock,* 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Of all the fools Nature produces with the help of Society, 
fathers of first-borns are about the most offensive. 

The mothers of ditto afe bores too, flinging their cherubic 
dumplings at every head • but, considering the tortures they 
have suffered, and the anguish the little egotistical viper they 
have just hatched will most likely give them, an^ considering 
farther that their love of their first-born is greater than their 
pride unstained by vahity, one must make allowances for them. 

But the male parent is not so excusable. His ’fussy vanity is 
an inferior article to the mother’s silly, but amiable pride. His , 
obtrusive affection is two-thirds of it egotism, and blindish 
egotism, too ; for if, at the veiy commencement 6 f the wife's 
li^gnanpy, the husband is sent to India, or hanged, the little 
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angel, as they Call it — Lord forgive them ! — is nurtuxed from a 
speck to a mature infant by the ’ other parent, and finally 
brought into the world.by her just as eflTectually as if her male 
confederate had been tied to her apron-strmgs all the time, 
instead of expatriated, or hanged. 

Therefore, tEe'^^Law — ^for want, I suppose, of stud 3 ring Medi- 
cine — is a little inconsiderate in giving children to fethers, and 
taking them by force from such’mothers ^as can mpport them; and 
thereiore let Gallipa go on cluckin g over hei^- first-born, but 
Gallus be quiet, or sing a little smaller. 

With these preliminary remarks, let me introduce to you a 
character new in fiction, but terribly old in history : 

THE CLUCKING COOK. 

Upon the birth of a son and heir !Mr. llichard Bassett was in- 
flated almost to bursting. He became suddenly hospitable, col- 
lected all his few friends about him, and showed them all the 
Boy at great length, and talked Boy and little else. He went 
out into the world, and madt3 calls on people, merely to remind 
them he had a son and hci»'. 

His seli'-gratulation took a dozen forms; perhaps the most 
amusing, and the richest food for satire, M'as the mock-querulous 
style, of which he showed himself a master. 

‘ l)on’t you ever marry,* said he to Wheeler and others^ 
‘ Look at me ; do you think I am the master of my own house 
Not 1 ; 1 am a regular slave. First, there is a monthly nurse, 
who orders me out of my wife’s presence, or graciously ^lets me 
in, just as she pleases ; that is Queen 1 . Then there's a wet- 
nurse, Queen 2, whom I must humour in everything, or she will 
quarrel with me, and avenge herself by souring her milk. But 
these are mild tyrants compared with the young King himself 
If he does but squall, we must all skip, and find out what he 
ails, or what he wants. As for me, 1 am looked upon as a 
necessary evil ; the women seem to admit that a father is an 
encumbrance without which these little angels could not exist, 
but that is all.' 

He had a christening feast, and it was pretty well attended ; 
for he reminded all he askeS that the young Christian was the 
heir to the Bassett estatea They feasted, and the church bells 
rang merrily. 

He had his pew in the church new lined with cloth, and took 
his wife to be ohurched. The nurse was in the pew too, with 
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his son and heir. It squalled, and spoilt the Liturgy. Thereat 
Callus chuckled. 

He made a ^vel walk all along the ha-ha that separated his 
r;arden from Sir Charles’s, and called it ' The Heir^s Walk.’ 
Here the nurse and child used to parade on sunny afternoons. 

He got an army of workmen, and built a nursery fit for a 
tluke’s nine children. It occupied two entire storeys, and rose 
in the form of -a square tower Jiigh above the rest of his house, 
which indeed was as humble as ‘ The Heir’s Tower ’ was pre- 
tentious. ‘The Heir’s Tower* had a flat lead roof easy of 
access, and from it you could inspect Huntercombe Hall, and 
see what was done on the lawn or at some of the windows. 

Here, in the Au^hst afternoons, Mr. and Mrs, Bassett used to 
sit drinking their tea, with nurse and child ; and liassett would 
talk to his unconscious boy, and tell him that the great house 
and all that belonged to it should bo his, in spite of the arts that 
had been used to rob him of it. 

How, of course, the greater part of all this giatulation was 
merely amusing, and did no harm, except stirring up the bile of 
a few old bachelors, and embittering them worse than ever 
against clucking cocks, crowing hens, inflated parents, and 
ma4^imony in general. 

But the overflow of it reached Huntercombe Hall, and gave 
cruel pain to the childless ones, over whom this inflated father 
was in fact exulting. 

As for the christening, and the bells that pealed for it, and 
the subsequent churching, they bore these things with sore 
hearts, but bravely, being things of course. But when it came 
to their ears that Bassett and his family called his new gravel 
walk ‘The Heir’s Walk,* and his ridiculous nursery ‘The Heir’s 
Tower,’ this roused a bitter animosity, and indeed led to reprisals. 
Sir Charles built a long wall at the edge of his garden, shutting 
out ‘ The Heir’s Walk,* and intercepting the view of his own 
premises from that walk. 

Then Mr. Bassett made a little hill at the end of his walk, so 
that the heir might get one peep over the wall at his rich in- 
heritance. 

Then Sir Charles began to fell timber on a gigantic scale. He 
went to work with several gangs of woodmen, and all his woods, 
which were very extensive, rang with the axe, and the trees fell 
like com. He made no seeiet that he was going to sell timber 
to the tuna of several thousand pounds, and settle it on his wife. 
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Then Eichard Bassett, through Wheeler his attorney, remon- 
strated in his own name, and that of his son, against this exces- 
sive fail of timber on an entailed estate. 

Sir Charles chafed like a lion stung by a gadfly, but vouch- 
safed no reply : the answer came from Mr. Oldfield ; he said Sir 
Charles had a right under the entail to fell every stick of timber, 
and turn his wood into arable ground if he chose ^and, even if he 
had not, looking at his age and his wife’s, it was extremely im- 
probable that Eichard Bassett would inherit the estates: the 
said Eichard Bassett was not personally named in the entail, and 
his rights were all in supposition : if Mr. Wheeler thought he 
could dispute both these positions, the Court of Chancery was 
open to his client. 

Then WIu ‘ler advised Bassett to avoid the Court of Chancery 
in a matter so debatable ; and Sir Charles felled all the more 
for the protest. The dea<l bodies of the trees fell across each 
other, and daylight peeped through the thick woods. It was 
like the clearing of a primeval forest. 

Eichard Bassett went about with a witness, and counted the 
fallen. 

The poor were allowed the lop- wood : they thronged in for 
miles round, and each built himself a great wood>pilo for'^lhe 
winter ; the poor blessed Sir Charles ; he gave the proceeds — 
thirteen tlionsand pounds, to his wife, for her separate use. He 
did not tie it up. He restricted her no further than this : she 
undertook never to draw above £100 at a time without consult- 
ing Mr. Oldfield as to the application. Sir Charles said he 
should add to this fund every year : his beioved wife should not 
be poor, even if the hated cousin should outlive him and turn 
her out of Huntercombe, 

And so passed the summer of that year ; then the autumn ; 
and tlien came a singularly mild winter. There was more hunt- 
ing than usual, and Eichard Bassett, whom his wife’s fortune 
enabled to cut a better figure than before, was often in the field, 
mounted on a great bony horse that was not so fast as some, 
being half-bred, but a wonderful jumper. 

Even in this pastime the cousins were rivals. Sir Charles’s 
favourite horse was a magnificent thoroughbred, who was seldom 
far off .at^ th^ finish ; over good ground Eichard’s co cktai l had no 
chance with him, but sometimes, if towards the closTof the run 
they came to stiff fallows and strong fences, the great strength of 
the inferior animal, and that prudent reserve of lus powers which 
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Siatm^ai8b684;he canny cocktail from tbe higher-1>looded animal, 
would give him the advantage. 

Of tins there occurred, on a certain^ 18th of November, an 
example fraught with very serious consequences. 

Tiiat day the hounds mot on Sir Charles’s estate. Sir Charles 
and Lady Bassett breakfasted in pink ; he had on his scarlet 
coat, white tie, irreproachable buckskins, and top-boots. (It 
seemed a pit/ a speck of dirt should fall on them.) Lady Bas- 
sett was in her riding-habit ; and, when she mounted her pouy, 
and went to cover by his side, with her blue velvet cap, and her 
red-brown hair, she looked more like a brilliant flower than a 
mere woman. 

A veteran fox was soon found, and went away witli unusual 
courage and speed, and Lady Bassett paced homewards, to wait 
her lord’s return, with an anxiety men laugh at, but women can 
appreciate. It was a form of quiet sulfcring she had constantly 
endured, and never complained, nor even mentioned tlie subject 
to Sir Charles but once, and then he pooh-poohed her fincies. 

The hunt had a burst of about forty minutes, that left- Bichard 
Bassett’s cocktail in the rear ; and the fox got into a large beech 
wood with plenty of briars, and kept dodging about it for two 
hours, and puzzled the scent repeatedly. 

Richard Bassett elected not to go winding in and out among 
trees, risk his horse’s legs in rabbit-holes, and tire him for nothing. 
He had kept for years a little note^book he called * Statistics of 
Foxes,’ and that told him an old dog-fox of uncommon strength, 
if dislodged from that particular wood, would slip into Bell-man’s 
Coppice, and, if driven out of that, would face the music again, 
would take the open country for Higham Gorse, and probably 
be killed before he got there ; but once there, a regiment of 
scythes might cut him out, but bleeding, sneezing fox-hounds 
would never work him out at the tail of a long run. 

So Richard Bassett kept out of the wood, and went gently on 
to Beilrman’s Coppice, and waited outside. 

His book proved an oracle. After two houi^’ dodging and 
manoeuvring, the fox came out at the very end of Bell-man’s 
Coppice, wi^ nothing near him but Richard Bassett Pug gave 
him the white of his ©ye in an u^y leer, and headed straight as 
a crow for Higlmm Gorse. 

Richaid Bassett blew his horn, collected the bunt, and laid 
the dogs on : away they Went, close together, thunder-mouthed, 
on the hot scent 
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Afte* a three^miles’ gallop, they sighted the fox, for a moment, 
just going over the crest of a rising ground two furlongs off. 
Then the** hullah-baloo and excitement grew furious, and one 
electric fury animatecf dogs, men, and horses. Another mile, 
and the fox ran in sight scarcely a furlong off \ but many of the 
horses were distressed ; the Bassetts, however, kept up, one by 
his horse being fresh, the other by his animal’a native courage 
and Speer], 

Then enmo some meadows, bounded by a Jljick hedge, and 
succeeded by a ploughed field of unusual size — efghty acres. 

When the fox darted into this hedge, the hounds were yelling 
at his heels ; the hunt burst through the thin fence, expecting 
to see them kill close to it. 

But the wily fox had other resources at his command than , 
speed. Appreciating bis peril, he doubled and ran sixty yards 
down the ditch, and the impetuous hounds rushed forward and 
everran the scent. They raved about to and fro, till, at last, one 
of the gentlemen descried the fox running down a double furrow * 
in tlie middle of the held. Ho had got into this, and so made 
his w'ay more smoothly than his four-footed pursuers could. The 
dogs were laid on, and away they went helter-skelter. 

At the end of this stiff ground a stifhsh leap awaited them ; an 
old quickset had been cut down, and all the elm trees that grew 
in it, and a new quickset hedge set on a high bank with double 
(lilches, 

Tlie huntsman had an Irish horse that laughed at this fence ; he 
jumped on to the bank, and then jumped off it into the next field. 
Iticbard Bassett’s cocktail came up slowly, rose high, and landed 
his fore-feet in the field, and so scrambled on. 

8ir Charles went at it rather rashly ; his horse, tried hard by 
the fallow, caught his heels against the edge of the bank, and 
went headlong into the other ditch, throwing Sir Charles over 
his head into the field. Unluckily some of the trees were lying 
about, and Sir Charles’s head struck one of these in falling ; the 
horse blundered out again, and galloped after the hounds, but 
the rider lay there motionless?. 

Nobody stopped at first ; the pace was too good to inquire ; 
but presently Eichard Bassett, who had greeted the accident 
with a laugh, turned round in his saddle, and saw his cousin 
motionless, and two or three gentlemen dismounting at tha 
place. These were new-comers. Then he resigned the hunt, 
and rode hadt. 
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• Sir CharWs cap was'tjrushed in, and tliare was blood on bis 
white waistcoat j he was very pale, and quite insensible. 

gentlemen raised him, with expressions of flann and 
hlndiy concenjj^^and inquired of each other what was best to be 
done. 

BIchard Bassett saw an opportunity to conciliate opinion, and 
seised it. * He must be taken home directly,* said he. ‘ We 
must, carry him to that farm-house, and get a cart for him.* 

He helped carry him accordingly. 

The farmer lent them a cart with straw, and they laid the in- 
sensible baronet gently on it, Eichard Bassett supporting his 
head. ‘Gentlemen,* said, he, rather pompously, ‘at such a 
moment everything but the tie of kindred is forgotten.* Which 
resounding sentiment was w^armly applauded by the honest 
squires. 

They took him slowly and carefully towards Huntercombe, 
distant about two miles from the scene of the accident. 

This 18th November Lady Bassett passed much as usual with 
heron hunting-days. She was quietly patient till the afternoon, 
and then restless, and could not settle clown in any part of the 
bouse till she got to a little room on the first lloor, with a bay 
window commanding the country over which Sir Charles was 
hunting. In this she sat, with her head against one of the mul- 
iion^ end eyed the country-side as far as she could see. 

Presently she heard a rustle, and there was Mary Wells stand- 
ing and looking at her with evident emotion. 

‘ What is the matter, Mary V said Lady Bassett 

‘ Oh, my lady !* said Mary, Aud she trembled, and her hands 
worked. 

Lady Bassett started up, with alarm painted in her coun- 
tenance. 

‘ My lady, there’s something wrong in the hunting field.* 

‘ Sit Charles !* 

‘ An accident, they say.’ 

Lady Bassett put her hand to her heart with h faint cry. 
Mary Wells ran to her 

. ‘Come with me directly 1’ cried Lady Bassett. -She snatched 
up her bonnet, and, in another minute, she and Mary Wells 
were on th^ir road to the village, questioning everybody they 

Blit nobedy they questioned could tell tliem anything. The 
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atable-boy, wb/> had told the report in the kitchen of Hunter- 
combe, said he had it from a gentleman’s groom, riding by, as 
he stood at the gates. 

The ill news thus ffling in at the gate by one passing rapidly 
by, was not confirmed by any further report, and Lady Bassett 
began to hope it was false. 

But a terrible confirmation came at last. 

In the outskirts of the village, mistress and servant encoun- 
tered a sorrowful procession, the cart itself, follow^ed by five 
gentlemen on horseback, pacing slowly, and downcast as at a 
funeral. 

In the cart Sir Charles Bassett, f lashed all over with mud, 
and his white waistcoat bloody, lay with his head upon Bichatd 
Bassett’s knee. His hair was wet with blood, some of which had 
trickled down bis cheek and dried. Even Bichard’s buckskins 
w'cre slightly stained with it. 

At that sight, Lady Bassett uttered a scream, which those 
who heard it never forgot, and flung herself, Heaven knows how, 
into tlie cart ; but she got there, and soon had that bleeding 
head on her bosom. She took no notice of Bichard Bassett, but 
she got Sir Charles away from him, and the cart took her, em- 
bracing him tenderly, and kissing his hurt head, and moaning 
over him, all through the village to Hunteroombe Hall. 

Four years ago they passed through the same village, in a 
carriage and four — bells pealing, rustics shouting — to take pos- 
session of Hiintercombe, and fill it with pledges of their great and 
happy love ; aud, as they flashed past, the heir-at-law shrank 
hopeless into his little cottage. Kow, how changed the papeant ! 
a farmer's cart, a splashed and bleeding and senseless form in it, 
supported by a childless, despairing woman, one weeping atten- 
dant walking at the side, and, amongst the gentlemen pacing 
slowly behind, the heir-at-law, with his head lowered in that 
decent afTectation of regret, which all heirs can put on to hide 
the indecent complacency within. 


CHAPTKB XV. 

At the steps of Huntercombe Hall the servants streamed out, 
and relieved the strangers of the sorrowful load : Sir Charles 
was carried into the Hall, and Eichard Bassett turned away 
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with one triumphant flash of his eye, quickly suppressed ; and 
walked with impenetrable countenance, and studied demeanour, 
into Highmore House. 

Even here he did not throw off the mask. It peeled off by 
degrees. He began by telling his wife, gravely enough, Sir 
Charles had met with a severe fall, and he had attended to him, 
a ad taken him home. 

^Ah, I am glad you did that, Eichard,' said Mrs. Bassett. 
^ And is he very badly hurt f 

‘ I am afraid he will hardly get over it. He never spoke. 
He just groaned when they took him down from the cart at 
Huntercombe.’ 

‘ Poor Lady Bassett !’ 

‘Ay, it will be a bad job for her;* — then after a pause, 
‘Jane T 

*‘ Yes, dear.* 

‘There is a providence in it. The fall would never have 
killed him j but his head struck a tree upon the ground ; and 
that tree was one of the very elms ho liad just cutriown to rob 
our hoy.’ 

‘Indeed? 

‘Yes: he was felling the very hedge-row timber, and this 
was one of the old elms in a hedge. He must have done it out 
of spite ; for olm-wood fetches no price ; it is good for nothing 
I know of, except coffins. Well, he has cut down lih' 

‘ Poor man ! — Kichard, death reconciles enemies. Surely you 
can forgive him now.’ 

‘ I mean to try.’ 

Eichard Bassett seemed now to have imbibed the spirit of 
quicksilver. His occupations were not actually enlarged ; yet, 
somehow or other, he seemed full of business. He was all com- 
placent bustle about nothing. Ho left off inveighing against 
I Sir Charles : and, indeed, if you are one of those weak spirits to 
' whom censure is intolerable, there is a cheap and easy way to 
I moderate the rancour of detraction : you have only to die : let 
j me comfort genius in particular with this little recipe. 

Why, on one occasion, Bassett actually snubbed Wheeler for 
a mere allusion. That worthy just happened to .remark, ‘ I^o 
more felling of timber on Bassett ivmnor fur a while.’ 

‘ For shame !’ said Eichard. ‘ The man had his faults, but 
he had bis good qualities too : a high-spirited gentleman ; be- 
loved by his Mends, and respected by all the country. His 
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successor will 'find it hard to reconcile the county to his 
loss.* 

Wheeler* stared, and then grinned satirically, 

This eulogy was never repeated ; for Sir Charles proved un- 
grateful ; he omitted to die after all. 

Attended by first-rate physicians, tenderly nursed and watched 
by I^ady Bassett and Mary Wells, he got better by degrees, and 
every stage of his slow but hopeful progress was communicated 
to the servants and the village, and to the ladies and gentlemen 
who rode up to the door every day, and left their cards of 
inquiry. 

The most attentive of all these was the new rector, a young 
clergyman, who had obtained the living by exchange. He was 
a man higlily gifted both in body and mind ; a swarthy Adonis, 
whoso large dark eyes fn)m the very first turned with glowing 
admiration on the blonde beauties of Lady Bassett. 

He came every day to inquire after her husband ; and she 
sometimes left the snflerer a minute or two, to make her report 
to him in person. At other times Maiy Wells was sent to hipi. 
That artful girl soon discovered something that escaped her mis- 
tr(?ss's observation. 

The bulletins were favourable, and welcomed on all sides. 

Kichard Bassett alone was incredulous. ‘I want to see him 
about again,’ said he. ‘ Sir Charles is not the man to lie in bed 
if he was really better. As for the doctors, they flatter a fellow 
till the last moment. Lot me see him on his legs, and then I’ll 
believe he is better.’ 

Strange to say, obliging Fate granted Bichard Bassett this 
moderate request. One frost}’’, but sunny afternoon, as he was 
inspecting his coming domain from ‘ The Heir’s Tower,’ he saw 
the hall door open, and a muffled figure come slowly down the 
steps between two women. It was Sir Charles, feeble, but con- 
valescent. He crept about on the sunny gravel for about ten 
minutes, and then his nurses conveyed him tenderly in again. 

This sight, which might have touched with pity a more 
generous nature, startled Richard Bassett, and then moved his 
bile. ‘ 3 was a fool,’ said he ; ‘nothing will ever kill that man. 
He will see me out ; see us all out. And that Mary Wells 
nurses him, and I dare say iawn love with him by this time : the 
fools can’t nurse a man without. Curse the whole pack of ye 1 ’ 
be yelled, and turned away in rage and disgust. 

That same night he met Mary Wells, and, in a strange fit of 

a -^2 
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jealousy, began to make hot protestations of ■ love to her ; he 
knew it was no use reproaching her, so he went on the other 
tack. 

Rhe received his vows with cool complacency, but would only 
stay a minute, and would only talk of her master and mistress, 
towards whom her heart was really warming in their trouble. 
She spoke hopefully, and said, ‘ Tisn’t as if he was one of your 
faint-hearted ones, as meet Death half-way. Why, the second 
day, when he could scarce speak, he sees me crying by the bod, 
and says he, almost in a whisper, What are ym crying for 

Sir,” says I, “ 'tis for you ; to see you lie like a ghost.” “ Then 
you be wasting of salt water,” says ha I wish I may, sir,” 
says 1. So then he raised himself up a little bit ; “ Look at me,” 
says he ; “ I^m a Bassett. I am not the breed to die for a crack 
on the skull, and leave you all to the mercy of them tliat would 
have no mercy ” — which he meant you, I suppose. So he ordered 
me to leave crying, which 1 behooved to obey, for he will be 
master, mind ye, while he have a finger to wag, poor dear 
gentleman, he will.' 

And, soon after this, she resisted all his attempts to detain 
her, and scudded back to the house, leaving Bassett to his rellec- 
^ions, which were exceedingly bitter. 

,Sir Charles got better, and at last used to walk daily with 
Lady Bassett. Their favourite stroll was up and down the lawn, 
close under the boundary wall he had built to shut out ‘ The 
Heir’s Walk.' 

The afternoon sun struck warm upon that wall, and the walk 
by its side. 

On the other side a nurse often carried little Dicky Bassett, 
the heir, but neither of the promenaders could see each other for 
the wall. 

Eichard Bassett, on the contrary, from ‘The Heir's Tower/ 
could see both these little parties ; and, as some men cannot 
keep away from what causes their pain, he used to watch these 
loving walks, and see Sir Charles get stronger and stronger, till 
at last, instead of leaning on his beloved wife, he could march 
by her side, or even give her his arm. 

Yet the picture was, in a great degree, delusive ; for, except 
during these blissful walks, when the sun shone on him, and 
Love and Beauty soothed him, Sir Charles was not the man he 
had been. The shake he had received appeared to have damaged 
his temper strangely. He became so irritable, that several of his 
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servants left hihx ; and to his wife he repined; and his childless 
condition, which had been hitherto only a deep disappointment, 
became in his eyes a calamity that outweighed his many blessings. 
He had now narrowly escaped dying without an heir, and this 
seemed to sink into his mind, and, co-operating with the con- 
cussion his brain had received, brought him into a morbid state. 
He brooded on it, and spoke of it, and got back to it from every 
other topic, in a way that distressed Lady Bassett unspeakably. 
Slie consoled him bravely ; but often, when she was alone, her 
gentle courage gave way, and she cried bitterly to herself. 

Her distress had one effect she little expected ; it completed 
what her invariable kindness had begun, and actually won the 
heart of a servant. Those who really know that tribe will agree 
with me that this was a marvellous conquest. Yet so it was ; 
Mary Wells conceived for her a real affection, and showed it 
by unremitting attention, and a soft and tender voice, that 
sootlied Lady Bassett, and drew many a silent but grateful glance 
from her dove-like eyes. 

Mary listened, an<l heard onnngh to blame Sir Charles for his 
peevishness, and she began to throw out little expressions of 
dissatisfaction at him ; but these were so promptly discouraceil 
by the faithful wife, that she drew in again, and avoide^Hb^ ‘ 
line. ^ 

But one day, coming softly as a cat, she heard Sir Chailes 
and Lady Bassett talking over their calamity. Sir Charles was 
saying that it was Heaven’s curse : that all the poor people in 
the village had children ; that Bichard Bassett’s weak puny little 
wift) had brought him an heir, and was about to make him a 
parent again ; he alone was marked out, and doomed to be the 
last of his race. ‘ And yet,’ said he, ‘ if I had married any other 
woman, and you had married any other man, we should have 
liad children by the dozen I suppose.’ 

Upon the whole, though he said nothing palpably unjust, 
ho had the tone of a man blaming his wife as the real cause of 
their joint calamity, under which she suffered a deeper, nobler, 
and more silent anguish than himself. This was hard to bear, 
and when Sir Charles went away Mary Wells ran in, with an 
angry expression on the- tip of her tongue. 

She found Lady Bassett in a pitiable condition, lying, rather 
than leaning, on the table, with her hair loose about her, sobbing 
as if her heart would break. 

All that was good in Mary Wells tugged at her heart-stringa 
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She fluDg herself on her knees beside her, and, fieizing her mis- 
tress’s hand, and drawing it to her bosom, fell to crying and 
sobbing along with her. • 

This canine devotion took Lady, Bassett by surprise. She 
turned her tearful eyes upon her sympathising servant, and said, 
‘ Oh, Mary !’ and her soft hand pressed the girl’s harder palm 
gratefully. 

Mary spoke first. 

‘ Oh, my lady,’ she sobbed, ‘ it breaks my heart to see you so. 
And what a shame to blame you for what is no fault of youra. 
’Tis always our side gets the blame. Why all these fine gentle 
men, they be old before their time with smoking of tobacco \ and 
then to come and lay the fault on we !’ 

‘Mary, I value you very much; more than I ever did a 
servant in my life : but, if you speak against your master, we 
shall part.’ 

‘ La, my lady, I wouldn’t for the world. Sir Charles is a pri- 
fect gentleman. Why, he gave me a sovereign only the other 
day for nursing of him : but he didn’t ought to blame you for 
no fault of yourn, and to make you cry. It tears me inside out 
to see you cry; you that is so good to rich and poor. I wouldn’t 
vex myself so for that ; dear heart, ’twas always so — God sends 
meat to one house, aud mouths to t'other.’ 

‘ 1 could be patient if poor Sir Charles was not so unhappy,* 
sighed Lady Bassett ; ‘ but if ever you are a wile, Mary, you 
will know how wretched it makes us to see a beloved husband 
unhappy.’ 

‘ Then Td make him happy,’ said Mary. 

‘ All, if I only could !’ 

‘ Oh, I could tell you a way ; for I have known it done ; and 
now he is as happy as a prince. You see, m}’’ lady, some men 
are like children — to make them happy you must give them their 
own Avay ; and so, if I was in your place, I wouldn’t make two 
bi%s of a cherry, for sometimes I think he will fret himself out 
of the world for want on’t.’ 

■ ^ Heaven forbid T 

It is my belief you would not be long behind him,* 

‘ Ko, Mary. Why should II’ 

‘ Then — whisper, my lady.* 

And although I^dy Bassett drew slightly back at this free- 
dom, Mary W^ls poured into -her ear a proposal that made her 
stare and sbiTer. 
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As for the gM*s own face, it was as unmoved as if it had been 
bronze. 

Lady Bassett drew back, and eyed her askant with amazement 
and terror. 

‘ What is this you have dared to say 

‘ Why, it is done every day.' 

‘By people of your class, perhaps, No; I don’t believe it. 
Mary, I have been mistaken in you. I am afraid you at© a 
vicious girl Leave me, please. I can't bear ihe sight of 
you.’ 

Mary went away, very red and the tear in her eye. 

In the evening Lady Bassett gave Mary Wells a month’s 
warning, and Mary accepted it doggedly, and thought herself 
very cruelly used. 

After this, mistress and maid did not exchange an unnecessary 
word for many clays. 

This notice to leave was very bitter to Mary Wells : for she 
was in the very act of making a conqu« st. Young Drake, a very 
small fanner, and tenant of Sir Charles, had fallen in love with 
her, and she liljcd him, and had resolved he should marry her; 
with which view she was playing the tender but coy maiden very 
prettily. But Dralce, though young and very much in love, was 
atlvised by his mother, and evidently resolved to go the old- 
lash ioned way, keep company a year, and know the girl, before 
odcring the ring. 

Just before her month was. out a more serious trouble threa- 
tencjd Mary Wells, 

Her low artful amour with Eichard Bassett had led to its 
natural results. By degrees she had gone farther than she 
intended, and now the fatal consequences looked her in the 
face. 

She found herself in an odious position; for her growing 
regard for young Drake, though not a violent attachment, was 
enough to set her more and more against Eichard Bassett , and 
she was preparing an entire separation from the latter, when the 
fatal truth dawned on her. 

Then there was a temporary revulsion of feeling ; she told her 
condition to Bassett, and implored him, with many tears, to aid 
her to disappear for a time, and hide her misfortune, espoeially 
from her sister. 

Mr. Bassett heard her, and then gave her an answer that 
made her blood run colcL 
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* Why do you come to me said he. ^ Why flon^t you go to 
the right man, young Drakef 

He then told her he had had her watehed, and she must not 
think to make a fool of him. She was as intimate with the 
young farmer as with him, and was in his company every 

day/-. 

Mary Wells admitted that Drake was courting her, but said 
he was a civil respectful young man, who desired to make her 
his wife. ‘ You have lost me that,’ said she, bursting into tears ; 
* and so, for mercy’s sake, show yourself a man for once, and see 
me through my trouble.’ 

The egotist disbelieved, or affected not to believe her, and 
said, ‘ When there are two, it is always the gentleman you girls 
deceive. But you can’t make a fool of me, Mrs. Drake. Marry 
the farmer, and I’ll give you a wedding present , that is all I can 
do for any other man’s sweetheart. 1 have got my own family 
to provide for, and it is all I can contrive to make both ends 
meet.’ 

He was cold and inflexible to her prayers. Then .she tried 
threats. Hit laughed at them. Said h(‘, ‘The time is gone by 
for that : if you wanted to sue me for breach of promise, you 
should have done it at once, not waited eighteen months, and 
taken another sweetheart first. Come, come, you played your 
little game. You made me come hero week after week and 
bleed a sovereign, A woman that loved a man would never 
have''Been so hard on him, as you were on me*. I grinned, and 
bore it ; but, wheu you ask mo to own another man’s child, a 
man of your own sort, that you arc in love with — you hate me — 
that is a little too much. No, Mrs. Drake ; if that is your 
game, we will fight it out — before the public if you like,* And 
having delivered this with a tone of harsh and loud defiance, he 
left her — left her for ever. She sat down upon the cold ground, 
and rocked herself. Despair was cold at her heart. 

She sat in that forlorn state for more than an hour. Then she 
got up, and went to her mistress’s room, and crouched by the 
fire, for her limbs were cold as well as her heart. 

She sat there, gazing at the fire and sighing heavily till Lady 
Bassett came up to bed. She then went through her work like 
an automaton, and every now and then a deep sigh came from 
her breast. 

Lady Bassett heard her sigh, and looked at her. Her face was 
altered ; a sort of suUen misery was written on it. Lady Bassett 
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was quick at re&ding faces, and this look alarmed her. ‘Mary/ 
said she kindly, ‘ is there anything the matter ? 

Ko reply. • 

‘ Are you unwell P 

‘ Ko/ 

* Are you in trouble V 

‘ Ay with a burst of tears. 

Lady Bassett let her cry, thinking it would relieve her, and 
then spoke to her again with the languid peiiaiveneas of a woman 
who has also her trouble. ^ You have been very attentive to Sir 
Charles, and a kind good servant to mo, Mary.' 

‘ You are mocking me, my lady,^ said Mary bitterly. ‘ You 
wouldn’t have turned me off for a word, if I had been a good 
sc^rvant.’ 

Lady Bassett coloured high, and was silenced for a moment. 
At last she said, ‘ I feel it must seem harsh to you. You don^t 
know how wicked it was to tempt me. But it is not as if you 
liacl done anything wrong. I do nut feel bound to mention 
mere -words ; I shall give you an excellent character, Mary : in- ^ 
deed 1 have. 1 think 1 have got a good place for^u. I shall 
know to-morrow ; and, when it is settled, we will look over my 
M’-ardrobo together,’ 

This ])roposal implied a boxful of presents, and ivould have 
made Mary’s dark eyes flash wdth delight at another time ; but 
she was past all that now. She interrupted Lady Bassett with 
this strange speech: ‘You are very kind, my lady; will you 
lend me the key of your medicine-chest P 

I^ady Bassett looked surprised, hut said, ‘ Certainly, Mary,’ 
and held out the keys. 

But, before Mary could take them, she considered a moment, 
and asked her what medicine she required. 

" Only a little laudanum.* 

* No, Mary ; not whilst you look like that, and refuse to 
tell me your trouble. I am your mistress, and must exert 
my authority for your good. Tell me at once what is the 
matter.* 

* I*d bite my tongue off sooner ’ 

* You are wrong, Mary. I am sure I should be your best 
friend. I feel much indebted to you for the attention and the 
affection you have shown me, and I am grieved to see you so 
despondent. Make a friend of me. There — think it over, and 
Aalk to me again to-morrow.’ 
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Mary Wells took the true servant’s view of ‘Lady Bassett’s 
kindness. 8he looked at it as a trap; not, indeed, set with 
l y e pens e. but still a trap. She j^aw that Lady Bassett 
meant kindly at present ; but, for all that, she was sure that, if 
she told the truth, her mistress would turn against her, and say, 
‘ Oh I I had no idea your trouble arose out of your own impru- 
denca I can do nothing for a vicious girl.’ 

She resolved therefore to say nothing, or else to tell some lie 
or other quite wide of the mark. 

Deplorable as this young woman’s situation was, the duplicity 
and coarseness of mind which had brought her into it would 
have somewhat blunted the mental agony such a situation must 
infiict : but it was aggravated by a special terror ; she knew that 
if she was found out she w’ould lose the only sure friend she had 
in the world. 

The fact is, Mary Wells had seen a good deal of life during 
the two years she was out of the reader’s sight; lilioda iiad 
been very good to her ; had set lior up in a lodging-houNe, at 
her earnest request. 8he miscor ducted it, and feded ; threw it 
up in disgust, and begged Khoda to put her in the public line 
llhoda complied. Mary made a mess of the Ttublicdiou^e. 
Then lUioda showed her s!:e -was nut fit to go vtu’it any tiling, and 
drove her into service again ; an \ in that condition, having no 
more cares than a child, and plenty of work to do, and many . 
present from Khoda, she had been happ^. 

But lUioda, though she forgave blunders, incapacity for 
business, and waste of money, bad .always told her plainly there 
was one thing she never would forgive. 

Hhoda Marsh had hecome a good Christian in every respect 
but one. The male rake reformed is rather tolerant ; but the 
female rako reformed is, as a rule, bitterly intolerant of female 
frailty ; and Ehoda carried this female characteristic to an 
extreme, both in word and in deed. They were only half sisters 
after ail ; and Mary knew that she would be cast off for ever if 
she deviated from virtue so far as to be found out. 

Besides the general warning, there had been a special one. 
When she read Mary’s first letter from Huntorcombe Hall, 
Ehoda was rather taken aback at first ; but, on reflection, she 
wrote to Mary, saying she could stay there on two conditions : 
she must bo discreet, and never mention her sister Ehoda in the 
house, and she must not be tempted to renew her acquaintance 
with Eichard Bassett ^Mind,’ said she, * if ever you speak to 
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that villain, I ^hall hear of it, and I shall never notice you 
again/ 

This was the galling,present and the dark future which had 
made so young and unsentimental a woman as Mary Wells think 
of suicide for a moment or two ; and it now deprived lier of her 
rest, and next day kept her thinking and brooding all the time 
Ijter now leaden limbs were carrying her through her menial 
duties. 

The afternon Avas sunny, and Sir Charles and l^y Bassett 
took tliCoi usual walk. 

!M:iTy \Vi'\U went a little way with them, looking very 
miserable. L:' \y llassott observed, and said kindly, ‘ Mary, 
-ycni can give me that shawl, I will not keep you; go where you 
like till live o’clock/ 

Marv never said su much as ^ Thank you/ She put the 
round h(3r mistres.., and then went slowly back. She sat 

wn fi. "he stone rncl glared stupidly at the scene, and 

•it ay mismablo and leaden. She . < emed to be stuck in a 
.ort of sluitgli of dospund, and could not move in any direction 
i’> gel out of it 

,<;)u' .s.'d ... i,b^’s •'''nibro reverie, a gentleman walked up 
to tin' door, and .Ma.y lilV'd htr ^'oad uiid looked at him. 

Notwitlntandnig her lier r.,*sted on him with some 

cdii/i"’atioi), for ho was a niod(d of a man : six loet high, and 
built like anatbloto. Jlis 'ras oval, and his skin dark, but 
glowing; his I'jir, r"nlirows, and long eyc-hshes blackasjot; 
his grey eyes larger and tender. He was dressed in blacky with 
a white tic, and hi.‘^ clothes wore well cut, and seemed super- 
latively so, owdng to the importance and symmetry of the figure 
thoy covered. It was the new rector, Mr. Angelo. 

He smiled on Mary graciously, and avsked her how Sir Charles 
was. * 

She said ho rvas better. 

Then Mr, Angelo asked, more timidly, was Lady Bassett at 
home ? 

‘ She is just gone out, sir.’ 

A look of deep disappointment crossed Mr. Angelo's face. 

It did not escape Mary Wells. She looked at him full, and, 
lowering her voice a little, said, ‘ She is only in the grounds, 
with Six Charles. She will be at home about five o'clock/ 

Mr. Angelo hesitated, and then said he would call again at 
five. He evidently preferred a duet to a trio. He then 1 
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thanked Mary Wells with more warmth than the occasion 
seemed to call for, and retired very slowly : he had come very 
quickly, ^ 

Mary Wells looked after him, and asked herself wildly, if 
she could not make some use of him and his manifest infatua- 
tion. 

But, before her mind could fix on any idea, and indeed before 
the young clergyman had taken twenty steps homewards, loud 
voices were heard down the shnibbery. 

These were followed by an agonised scream. 

Mary Wells started up, and the young ]>arson turned ; they 
looked at each other in amazement. 

Then came wild and piercing cries fc»r help — in a woman's 
voice. 

The young clergyman cried out, ‘ Rpr voice ! lipy voice !’ and 
dashed into the shrubbery with a speed Mary Wells had never 
seen equalled. He had won the 200-yard race at Oxford in his 
day. 

The agonised sefeams were rep(‘ated, and ^liiry Wells screamed 
in response as she ran towards the place. 


CHAPTEB XYL 


Sm Charles Bassett was in high spirits this afternoon, indeed 
a little too high. 

‘ Bella^ my love,* said he, * now T'li tell you why I made you 
give me your signature this morning. The money hfts all com(3 
in for the wood, and this very day I sent Oldfield instructions U; 
open an account for you with some Loudon hanker.’ 

Lady Bassett looked at him with tears of tenderness in her 
eyes, 

* Dearest,’ said she, * I have i>lenty of money ; but the love 
to which I owe this present, that is my treasure of treasures. 
'Well, I accept it, Charles ; but don’t ask me to spend it on my- 
self ; I should feel I was robbing you.’ 

‘ It is nothing to me how you spend it ; I have saved it from 
the enemy.’ 

Now that very enemy heard these words. He had looked 
from ^ The Heir’s Tower,’ and seen Sir Charles and Lady Bassett 
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walking on their side the wall, and the nurse carrying his heir 
on the other side. 

Ho had come dowi^to look at his child in the sun; but he 
walked softly, on the chance of overbearing Sir Charles and 
Lady Eassett say something or other about his health his 
design went no farther than that — but the fate of listeners is 
proverbial. 

Lady Eassett endeavoured to divert her husband from the 
topic he seemed to be approaching ; it always excited him now 
and did him harm. 

* Do not waste your thoughts on that enemy. He is power- 
less.' 

‘ At this inomoTit, perhaps ; but his turn is sure to come again ; 
and I shall juovide for it. I mean to live on half my income, 
and settle the other half on you. I shall act on the clause in 
the entail, and fell all ilio timber on the estate, except about the 
home-park and iny best covers. It will take me some years to 
do this — I must not glut the market aiid spoil your profits ; but 
every year Vil have a fall, till I have denuded Mr. Bassett's 
iuln3ritance, as he calls it, and swelled your banker's account to 
a Plum. Bella, J have liad a shake. Even now that I am better; 
suclTapain goes through iny head, like a bullet crushing through 
it, whenever I get excited. I don't think I shall be a long-lived 
man. But never mind, 1*11 live as long as I can ; and while 1 
do live, ril wfu'lv for you, and against that villain,' 

* Charles,’ cried Lady Bassett, * I implore you to turn your 
thoughts away from tJiat man, and to give up these idle schemes. 
AVere you to <lio, I should soon follow you ; so pray do not 
shorten your lifo by these angry passions, or you will shorten 
mine.' 

This appeal acted powerfully on Sir Charles, and he left off 
suddenly with flushed cheeks, and tried to compose himself. 

But his words had now raised a corresponding fury on the 
other side of that boundary wall. Bichard Bassett, stung with 
rage, and, unlike his high-bred cousin, accustomed to mix cun- 
ning even with his fury, gave him a terrible blow — a very c&m 
dp. He spoke ai him ; he ran forward to the narse|"S^ 

said very loud : 

‘ Let me see the little darling ; he does you credit ; what fat 
peeks ! — what arms 1 — an infant Hercules I There, take him 
j^P the mound. How lift him in your arms, and let him see hise 
||||iheritance. Higher, nurse, higher 1 Ay, c row a way, youngster; 
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. ^^*>8 you^lwMe, and land, and alL They may steal the 

they m^e away with the broad acres. Ha I I be- 
2?:* uaaeistenda evdty word, nnree. . See how he smUes and 

ft "T,? of BasMtt’s voice Sir Charles started, and at 
tfij^Sbt taunt he uttered something between a moan and a roar 
mmtt , woundftd lion. * 

pu^sa® 

looM wiMy round for a weapon to strike his insultor with. 

«. foU of fuy ihot raohori I>„«, W»iidt roa, S 
“0“ef^ and said, ‘ Eun ! run ! tl«’ll hurt the ehilci ' ^ 

But, the next moment. Sir Chailes’s hands lost their oower • 
Ee ntored a miserable moan, and lei] gasping under the wall in 
an epileptoc fit, with all the terrible aymi.ioms 1 have described 
.m^p^mus ^rtion of this story. The.,; were new to hirpoS 
and, as she strove in vamto control hisfcurfnl convukion? 
^^hneks rent the air. Indeed, her screams were .so anpallD 

• drew himeelf up, and peered down with white j'aco at 
o^^panng eyes, cached teeth, purple face, and foaming lips of 

fas body that bounded convulsively "on‘ the 
ground with incredible violence. ^ 

that moment humanity prevailed over everything, and lie 

.&li“ "" liot'rathef’a Wy 

■hJlSt and, tunning to the bixmk close by, filled 

hat wife water, and was about to dash it over Sit Charles’s 


And 


, ' '; :&t I*5y Bassett repelled him wife horror 
^ ‘Don’t, toufe to, you villain 1 You have kiUod'him ’ 
fben «ii«dA^ked ^ 

W «P. aaw at a glance 

medicme a little. He said ‘ Tf 

!!-gigg£?gg, B, b, h“yj 

head down tiU fee fece got pale 
‘ ™ Indy Bassett not to alafei her- 
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self too much, he lifted Sir Charles, and actually proceeded to 
carry him towards the house. Lady Bassett, weeping, proffered 
her assistance, and so did Mary Wells ; but this athlete said a 
little brusquely, * No, ifo ; I have practised this sort of thing \ 
and, partly by his rare strength, partly by his familiarity with 
all athletic feats, carried the insensible baronet to his own house, 
as I have seen my accomplished friend, Mr. Henry Neville, 
carry a tall actress on the mimic stage ; only, the distance being 
much longer, the perspiration rolled down Mr. Angelo's face 
with so sustained an effort. 

He laid him gently on the floor of his study, while Lady 
Bassett sent two grooms galloping for medical advice, and half 
a dozen servants running for this and that stimulant, as one 
thing after another occurred to her agitated mind. The very 
rustling of dresses and scurry of feet over-head told all the house 
a great calamity had stricken it. 

Lady Bassett hung over the sufferer, sighing piteously, and 
was for sup[)Orling his beloved head with her tender arm ; but 
Mr. Angelo told her it was better to keep the head low, that the 
blood might flow hack to the vessels of the brain* 

She cast a look of melting gratitude on her adviser, and com- 
posed herself to apply stimulants under his direction and advice. 

I'hus judiciously treated, Sir Charles began to recover con- 
sciousness in part. He stared and muttered incoherently. Lady 
Bassett thanked God on her knees, and then turned to Mr. 
Angelo with streaming eyes, and stretched out both hands to 
him, with an indescribable eloquence of gratitude. He gave 
her his hands timidly, and she pressed them both with all her 
soul. Unconsciously she sent a rapturous thrill through the 
young man's body ; he blushed, and then turned pale, and felt 
for a moment almost faint with rapture at that sweet and unex- 
pected pressure of her soft hands. 

But at this moment Sir Charles broke out in a sort of dry 
business-like voice, ‘ I’ll kill the viper and his brood. ^ Then he 
stared at Mr. Angelo, and could not make him out at first. ‘Ah !’ 
said he complacently, ‘this is my private tutors a man of learn- 
ing. I read Homer with him ; but I have forgotten it, all but 
one line: , 

‘ “ vtjvtoi Sc varkpn icnivutp fraXBag KardKehruP 

[ That’s a beautiful verse. Homer, old boy, I'll take your advice; 
; I'll kill the heir-at-law, and his brat as well, and, when they are 
dead and well-seasoned, FU sell them to that old timbeisiBer- 
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chant, the devil, to make hell hotter. Order my horse, some- 
body, this minute.' 

During this tirade, Lady Bassett's hands kept clutching, as if to 
stop it and her eyes filled with horror. • 

Mr. Angelo came again to her rescue. He affected to take it all 
as a master of course, and told the servants they need not wait, 
Sir Charles was coming to himself by degrees, and the danger 
was all over. 

But, when the servants were gone, he said to Lady Bassett, 
seriously, * I .would not let any servant be about Sir Charles, 
except this one. She is evidently attached to you. Suppose 
we take him to his own room.' 

He then made Mary Wells a signal, and they carried him 
upstairs. 

Sir Charles talked all the while with pitiable vehenienco • 
indeed it was a continuous babble, like a brook. 

Mary Wells was taking him into his own room, but Lady 
Bassett said, ‘ No : into my room. Oh, I will never let him out 
of my sight again.' 

Then they carried him into Lady Bassett’s bedroom, and laid 
him gently down on a couch there. 

He looked round, observed the locality, and uttered a little 
sigh of complacency. He left off talking for the present, and 
seemed to doze. 

The place, which exerted this soothing influence on Sir 
Charles, had a contrary and strange effect on Mr. Angelo. ' 

It was of palatial size, and lighted by r>wo side-windows and an 
oriel window at the end ; the delicate stone shafts and mullions 
were such as are oftener seen in cathedrals than in mansions : 
the deep embrasure was filled with beautiful flowers and luscious 
exotic leaf-plants from the hot-houses. The floor was of polished 
oak, and some feet of this were left bare on all sides of tlie 
great Aubusson carpet made expressly for the room. By this 
means cleanliness penetrated into every corner ; the oak was not 
only cleaned, but polished like a mirror. The curtains were 
French chintzes, of substance, and exquisite patterns, and very 
voluminous ; on the walls was a delicate rose-tinted satin paper, 
to which French art, unrivalled in these matters, had given the 
appearance of being stuffed, padded, and divided into a thousand 
cosy pillows by gold-headed nails. 

The wardrobes were of satin-wood. The bedsteads, one 
small^ one large^ were plain white, and gold in moderation. 
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All this, however, was hut the to the delightful picture 

of a wealthy young lady's nest. 

The things that startled and thrilled Angelo were those 
his imagination could see the fair mistress rtising. The exquisite 
toilette-table, the Dresden mirror with its delicSsifee china frame mus- 
lined and ribboned, the great ivory-handled hrub'^os, the array of 
cut-glass gold-mounted bottles, and all the artilleW of beauty ; 
the baths of various shapes and sizes , the bath sh^ts, and the 
profusion of linen, fine and coarse. The bed, wijh lits frilled 
sheets, its huge frilled pillows, and its eider-down ^uilt, covered 
with bright purple silk. 

A delicate perfume came through the wardn^bes, where stra\J;a 
of fine linen from Hamburg and Belfast lay on scented herbs ; 
and this, permeating tlie room, seemed the very perfume of 
Beauty itself, and intoxicated the brain. Imagination conjured 
pictures -proper to ilu* scene : a goddess at her toilette, her 
glorious hair inundating on the pillow, and burning in contrasted 
colour with the snowy sheets and with the purple quilt. 

From this reverie he was awakened hy a soft voice that said, 

‘ How can I ever thank you enough, sir V 

Mr. Angelo controlled himself, and said, ‘ By sending for mo 
whenever I can be of the slightest use.' Then, compr^ending 
his danger, he added hastily, ‘ And I fear I am none whatever 
now.' Then he rose to go. * T * 

, Lady Bassett gave him both her hands again, and this 'time 
lie kissed one of them all in a flurry, he could not resist the 
temptation. Then he Imrried away, with his whole soul in a 
tumult. Lady Bassett blushed, and returned to her husband's 
side. 

Dr. Willis came, heard the case, looked rather grave and 
puzzled, and wrote the inevitable prescription ; for the established 
theory is that man is cured by drugs alone. 

Sir Charles wandered a little while the doctor was there, and 
continued to wander after ho was gone. 

Then Mary Wells begged leave to sleep in the dressing-room. 

Lady Bassett thanked her, but said she thought it unnecessary j 
a good night's rest, she hoped, would make a great change in the 
Bulferer. 

Mary Wells thought otherwise, and quietly brought her Uttlo 
bed into the dressing-room, and laid it on the floor. 

Her judgment proved right; Sir Charles was no better ne?ct 
day, nor the day after. He brooded for hours at a time, 

9 
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atwJ, 'When he talked, there^ae an incoherence in his discourse; 
above all, he seemed inc^able of talking long on any subject 
without coming back fatal one of shis childlessness ; and, 

when he 4id retunj/'to this, it was sure to make him either 
deeply dejected, Of - else violent against Kichard Bassett and his 
son. He sworoi^ at them, and said they were waiting for his 
shoes. 

Lady Bae^ett's anxiety deepened; strange fears came over her. 
Slie puV subtle questions to the doctor ; he returned obscure 
an8we;ii^, and went on prescribing medicines that had no effect 

SMe looked wistfully into Mary Wells’s face, and there she saw 
hfcr own thoughts reflected. 

' Mary,' said she one day in a low voice, ‘ what do they say in 
the kitchen V 

‘ Some say one thing, some another. What can they say ? 
They never see him, and never shall, while I am here.’ 

This reminded Lady Bassett that Mary’s time was up. Tb<= 
idea of a stranger taking her place, and seeing Sir Charles in his 
present condition, was horrible to her. ‘ Oh, Mar 3 %’ said she 
piteously, ^ surely you will not leave me just now/ 

‘ JDo you wish me to stay, my lady V 

‘ Can you ask it 1 How can I hope to find such devotion as 
yours, such fidelity, and, above all, such secresyl Ah, Mary, I 
am the most unhappy lady in all England this day.’ 

Then she began to cry bitterly, and Maiy Wells cried with 
her, and said she would stay as long as she could ; but, said she, 

‘ I gave you good advice, my lady, and so you will find.’ 

Lady Bassett made no answer whatever, and that disappointed 
Mary, for she wanted a discussion. 

The days rolled on, and brought no change for the better. 
Sir Charles continued to brood on his one misfortune. He re- 
fused to g 9 out of doors, even into the garden, giving as his 
reason that he was not fit to be seen. ‘ I don’t mind a couple of 
women,’ said be gravely ; < but no man shall see Charles Bassett 
in his present state. Na Patience ! Patience I I’ll wait till 
Heaven takes pity on me. After all, it would be a, shame that 
such a race as mine should die out, and these fine estates go to 
blackguards, and poachers, and anonymous letter-writers.’ 

Lady Bassett used to coax him to walk in the corridor, but 
even then he ordered Mary Wells to keep watch, and let none 
of the serveiuts come that way. Prom words he let fall it seems 
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he thought ^ Ohildleesness ’ was writteB on his &ce, and that it 
had somehow degraded his featurea 

Kow a wealthy and, popular baronet could not thus immure 
himself for any length of time without exciting curiosity^ and 
setting all manner of rumours adoat Visitors poured into 
Huntercombe to inquire. 

Lady Eassett excused herself to many, but some of her own 
sex she thought it best to encounter. This subjected her to the 
insidiouat attacks of curiosity admirably vefled with sympathy. 
The assailants were marvellously subtle, but so ws^ the devoted 
wife. She gave kiss for kiss, and equi voque for equivoque. She 
seemed grateful for each visit, but they got nothing out of her, 
except that Sir Charles’s nerves were shaken by his fall, and that 
she was playing the tyrant for once, and insisting on absolute 
quiet for her patient. 

Olio visitor she never refused : Mr. Angelo. He, from the 
first, had been her true friend ; had carried Sir Charles away 
from the enemy, and then had dismissed the gaping servants. 
She saw that he had divined her calamity, and she knew, from 
things he said to her, that ho would never breathe a word out of 
doors. • She confided in him. She told him Mr. Bassett was 
the real cause of all this misery : he had insulted Sir Charles : 
the nature of this insult she suppressed. * And, oh, Mr. 
Angelo,’ said she, that man is my terror night and day. I 
don't know what he can do ; hut I feel he will do something, if 
ever he learns my poor husband’s condition.’ 

‘I trust, Lady Bassett, you are convinced he will learn 
nothing from me. Indeed, I will tell the ruffian anything you 
like : he has been sounding me a little ; called to inquire after 
his poor cousin — the hypocrite!’ 

‘ How good are ! Please tell him absolute repose is pre- 
scribed for a time ; but there is no doubt of Sir Charles’s ulti- 
mate recovery.’ 

Mr. Angelo promised heartily. 

Mary Wells was not enough : a woman must have a man to 
lean on, in trouble ; and Lady Bassett leaned on Mr. Angelo. 
She even obeyed him. One day he told her that her own 
health would fail if she sat always in the sick-room \ she most 
walk an hour every day. 

* Mmt 1 said she sweetly. 

* Tes, even if it is only in your own garden.’ 

From that time she used to walk with him nearly every day, 

9—2 



133 


A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


Bichard Bassett saw this from bis tower of obeervation ; saw 
it, and chuckled. ‘Aha!* said he. ‘Husband sick in bed. 
Wife walking in the garden with a youpg man — ^a parson, too. 
He is dark, she is fair. Something wifi come of this. Ila, 
ha I* 

Lady Bassett now talked of sending to London for advice ; 
but Mary Wells dissuaded her. ‘ Physic can’t cure him : there’s 
only one can cure him, and that is yourself, my lady.* 

‘ Ah, would to heaven I could !* 

‘Try my way, and you will see, my lady.* 

‘ What, that way ! Oh, no, no I* 

* Well, then, if you won*t, nobody else can.’ 

Such speeches as these, often repeated, on the one hand, and 
Sir Charles’s melancholy on the other, drove Lady Bassett 
almost wild with distress and perplexity. 

Meanwhile her vague fears of Kichard Bassett were being 
gradually realised. 

Bassett employed Wheeler to sound Dr. Willis as to Ins 
patient’s condition. 

Dr. Willis, true to the honourable traditions of his profession, 
would tell him nothing. But Dr. Willis had a wife. She 
pumped him : and Wheeler pumped her. 

By this channel Wheeler got a somewhat exaggerated account 
of Sir Charles’s state. Ho earned it to Bassett, and the pair 
put their heads together. 

The consultation lasted all night, and finally a comprehensive 
plan of action was settled. Wheeler stipulated that the law 
should not be broken in the smallest particular, but only 
stretched. 

Four days after this conference Mr. Bassett, Mr. Wheeler, 
and two spruce gentlemen dressed in black, sat upon ‘ The Heir’s 
Tower,’ watching Huntercombe Hall. 

They watqhed, and watched, until they saw Mr. Angelo make 
his usual daily call. 

Then they watched, and watched, until Lady Bassett and the 
young clergyman came out, and strolled togethel: into the 
shrubbery. 

Then the two gentlemen went down the stairs, and were 
hastily conducted by Bassett to Huntercombe Hall. 

They rang the bell, and the taller said, in a business-like 
voice, ‘ Dr. Mosely, ftom Dr. Willis,* - 
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Mary Wellsr was sent for, and Dr. Mosely said, * Dn Willis 
is unable to come to-day, and has sent me/ 

Mary Wells conducted him to the patient. The other gentle- 
man followed. 

‘ Who is this?^ said Mary. ‘ I can’t let all the world in to 
see him.’ ' 

'It is Mr. Donkyn, the surgeon. Dr. Willis wished the 
patient to he examined with the stethoscope. You can stay 
outside, Mr. Donkyn.’ 

This new doctor announced himself to Sir C^iarles, felt his 
pulse, and entered, at once, into conversation with him. 

Sir Charles was in a talking mood, and very soon said one or 
two inconsecutive things. Dr. IMosely looked at Mary Wells, 
and said he would write a prescription. 

As soon as he had written it, he said, very loud, 'Mr. Don- 
kyn !’ 

The door instantly opened, and that worthy appeared on the 
threshold. 

* Oblige me,’ said the doctor, to his confr&re, ' by seeing this 
prescription made up ; and you can examine the patient your- 
self ; but do not fatigue ]jim.’ 

With this he retired swiftly ; and strolled down the corridor, 
to wait for his companion. 

He had not to wait long. Mr. Donkyn adopted a free and 
easy style with Sir Charles, and that gentleman marked his 
sense of the indignity by turning him out of the room, and 
kicking him industriously half-way down the passage. 

Messrs. Mosely and Donkyn retired to Highmore. 

Bassett was particularly pleased at the baronet having kicked 
Donkyn ; so was Wheeler ; so was Dr. Mosely. Donkyn alone 
did not share the general enthusiasm. 

When Sir Charles had disposed of Mr. Donkyn, he turned 
on Mary Wells, and rated her soundly for bringing strangers 
into his room, to gratify their curiosity ; and, when Lady Bassett 
came in, he made his formal complaint, concluding with a pro- 
posal that one of two persons should leave Huntercombe for ever 
that afternoon — Mary Wells, or Charles Bassett. 

Mary replied, not to him, but to her mistress : 

' He came from Dr. Willis, my lady ; it was Dr. Mosely ^ and 
the other gent was a surgeon.' 

' Two medical men, sent by Dr. Willis V said Lady Bassett, 
knitting her brow with wonder, and a shade of doubt. 
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‘A couple of ‘her own sweethearts sent by herself/ suggested 
Sir Charles. 

Lady Bassett sat down, and wrote a hagty letter to Dr. Willis. 

‘Send a groom with it as fast as he can ride/ said, she \ and 
she was much discomposed, and nervous, and impatient, till the 
answer came back. 

Dr. Willis came in person. 

‘ I sent no one to take my place/ said he ; ‘ I esteem my 
patient too highly to let any stranger prescribe for him, or even 
see him, for a few days to come.* 

Lady Bassett sank into a chair,' and her eloquent face filled 
with an undefinable terror. 

Mary Wells, being on her defence, put in her word. 

* I am sure he was a doctor, for he wrote a prescription, and 
here *tis.* 

Dr. Willis examined the prescription with no friendly eye. 

‘ Acetate of morphia \ The very worst thing that could bo 
given him. This is the favourite of the specialists. This fatal 
drug has eaten away a thousand brains for one it has ever 
benefited.* 

‘ Ah 1’ said Lady Bassett. ‘ “ Specialists ” ! what are they 

‘Medical men, who confine their practice to one disease,* 

* Mad-doctors, he means,* said the patient, very gravely. 

Lady Bassett turned very pale. 

‘Then those were mad-doctors.* 

‘Kever you mind, Bella,* said Sir Charles, ‘I kicked the 
fellow handsomely.* 

‘ Ram sorry to hear it, Sir Charles.* 

‘Whyr 

Dr. Willis looked at Lady Bassett, as much as to say, ‘ I shall 
not give him my real reason / and then said, ‘ I think it very 
undesirable you should be excited and provoked, until your 
health is thoroughly restored.’ 

Dr. Willis wrote a prescription and retired. 

Lady Bassett sank into a chair, and trembled all over. Her 
divining fit was on her ; she saw the hand of the enemy, and 
was filled with vague fears. 

Mary Wells tried to comfort her. 

‘ m take care no more strangers get in here,* said she. ‘ And, 
my lady, if you are afraid, why not have the keepers, and two 
or three mor^ to sleep in the house ] for, as for them footmen, 
they be too to fight* 
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will/ 8aid Lady Bassett; *but I feat it will be no -use. 
Our eneniy has so many resources, unknoWn to me. How can a 
poor woman fight witli a shadow, that comes in a moment and 
strikes ; and then is gone, and leaves his victim trembling V 

Then she slipped into the dressing-room, and became hysterical, 
out of her 'husband’s sight and hearing. 

Mary Wells nursed her, and, when she was better, whispered 
in her ear : 

* Lose no more time, then. Cure him. You know the way/ 


CHAPTEE XVII 

In the present condition of her mind these words produced a 
strange effect on Lady Bassett. She quivered, and her eyes 
began to rove in that peculiar way I have already noticed ; and 
then she started uj^, and walked wildly to and fro ; and then 
she kneeled down and prayed ; and then, alarmed, perplexed, 
exhausted, she went and leaned her head on her patient’s 
shoulder, and wept softly a long time. 

Some days passed, and no more strangers attempted to see 
Sir Charles. 

Lady Bassett was beginning to breathe again, when she was 
afflicted by an unwelcome discovery. 

Mary Wells fainted away so suddenly that, but for Lady 
Bassett’s quick eye and ready hand, she would have fellen 
heavily. # 

Lady Bassett laid her head down, and loosened her stays, and 
discovered her condition. She said nothing till the young 
woman was well, and then she taxed her with it, 

Mary denied it plump ; but, seeing her mistress’s disgust at 
the falsehood, she owned it with many tears. 

Being asked how she could so far forget herself, she told lady 
Bassett she had long been courted by a respectable young man ; 
he had come to the village, bound on a three years’ voyage, to 
bid her good-bye ; and, what with love and grief at parting, they 
had been betrayed into folly ; and now he was on the salt seas, 
little dreaming in what condition he had left her ; ‘ and,’ said 
she, ‘ before ever he can write to me, and I to him, I shall Tbe a 
ruined girl ; that is why I wanted to put an end to myself — X 
wiU^ too, unless I can find some way to hide it from the world/ 
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Lady Bassett begged her to give up those desperate thoughts ; 
she would think what could he done for her. Lady Bassett 
could say no more to her just then, for^she was disgusted with 
her. 

But, when she came to reflect that after all this was not a lady, 
and' that she appeared by her own account to be the victim of 
aifection and frailty rather than of vice, she made some ex- 
cuses : and then the girl had laid aside' her trouble, her despair, 
and given her sorrowful mind to nursing and comforting jSir 
Charles. This would have outweighed a crime, and it made the 
wife's bowels yearn over the unfortunate girl. ‘ Mary,' said she, 
‘ others must judge you ; I am a wife, and can only see your 
fidelity to my poor husband. I don’t know what I shall do 
without 3 'ou, but I think it is my duty to send you to him if 
possible. You are sure he really loves you V 

‘ Me cross the seas after a young man f said Mary AYells. ^ I'd 
as lieve hang myself on the nighest tree, and make an end. No, 
my lady, if you are really my friend, let me stay here as long as 
I can — I will never go downstairs to be seen — and then give mo 
money enough to get my trouble over unbeknown to my sister ; 
she is all my fear. She is married to a gentleman, and got 
plenty of moneys and I shall never want while she lives, and 
behave myself ; but she would never forgive mo if she knew. 
She is a hard woman ; slio is not like you, my lady. I'd licver 
cut my hand off than I'tl trust her as I would you.' 

Lady Bassett was not (|uite ijisenslble to this oomplimont, but 
she felt uneasy. * Wliat, help y^m to deceive your sister !' 

‘ Jor her good. Why, if anyone was to go and tell her 
about me now, she’d hate them for telling her almost as much as 
she would hate me.' 

Lady Bassett was sore perplexed. Unable to see quite clear 
iu the matter, she naturally reverted to her husband and his 
interest. That dictated her course. She said, ‘ Well, stay with 
us, Mary, as long as you can, and then money shall not be 
wanting to hide your shame from all the world ; but 1 hop(‘, 
when the time comes, you will alter your mind, and tell your 
sister. May I ask what her name is V 

Mary, after a moment's hesitation, said her name was Marsh. 

‘ I ^ow a Mrs. Marsh,' said Lady Bassett ; ‘ but, of course, 
that is not your sister. My Mrs. Marsh is rather fair.', 

* So is my sister, for that matter.' 

‘And tall 1' 
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‘Yes, but you never saw her. You’d never foi^get her if you 
bad. She has got eyes like a lion.’ 

‘ Ah ! Does she ride^’ 

‘ Oh, she is famous for that ; and driving, and alL* 

‘Indeed 1 But no; I see no resemblance.* 

‘ Oh, she is only my half-sister.* 

‘ This is very strange.* 

Lady Bassett put her hand to her brow, and thought. 

‘Mary,* said she, ‘all this is very mysterious. 'Vfe are wading 
in deep waters.* 

Mary Wells had no idea what she meant. 

The day was not over yet. Just before dinner-time a fly from 
the station drove to the door, and Mr. Oldfield got out. 

He was detained in the hall by sentinel Moss. 

Lady Bassett came down to him. At the very sight hf him 
she trembled, and said, ‘Ilicbard Bassett?* 

‘ Yes,* said Mr. Oldfield, - he is in the field again. He has 
been to the Court of Chancery ex par! \ and obtained an injunc- 
tion ad interim to stay waste, biot another tree must be cut 
down on this estate for the present.* 

‘ Thank heaven it is no worse than that. Hot another tree 
shall be felled on* the grounds.* 

‘ Of course not But they will not stop there. If we do not 
move to dissolve the injunction, I fear they will go on, and ask 
the Court to administer the estate, witli a view to all interests 
concerned, especially those of the heir-at-law and his son.* 
‘What, while my husband lives V 

‘ If they can prove him dead in law.* ^ ♦ 

‘ 1 don’t understand you, Mr. Oldfield.' 

‘They have got affidavits of two medical men that he is 
insane.* 

Lady Bassett uttered a faint scream, and put her hand to her 
heart. 

And, of course, they will use that extraordinary fall of 
timber as a further proof, and also as a reason why the Court 
should interfere to protect the heir-at-law. Their case is well 
got up, and very strong,* said Mr. Oldfield regretfully. 

‘Well, hut you are a lawyer; and you have always beaten 
them hitherto.* 

‘ I had law and fact on my side. It is not so now. To be 
fr^nk, Lady Bassett, I don’t see what I can do, but watch the 
case, on the chance of some error or illegality. It is very hard 
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to Hr CHSG when you cannot put your client forward — ^and I 
suppose that would not be safe. How unfortunate that you have 
no ohildren !* * 

* Children ! How coulct they help us V 

* TOiat a question ! How could Richard Bassett move the 
Court, if he was not the heir-at-law f 

After a long conference, Mr. Oldfield returned to town, to see 
what he could do in the way of procrastination, and Lady 
Bassett promised to leave no stone unturned to cure Sir Charles 
in the meantime, Mr. Oldfield was t6 write immediately if any 
fresh step was taken. 

When Mr. Oldfield was gone, Lady Bassett pondered every 
word he liad said, and, mild as she was, her rage began to 
rise against her husband’s relentless enemy ; her wits worked, 
her eyes roved in that peculiar half-savage way I have described. 
She became intolerably restless ; and anyone acquainted with 
her sex might see that some strange conflict was going on in her 
troubled mind. 

Every now and then she would come and cling to her 
husband, and cry over him ; and that seemed to still the tumult 
of her soul a little. 

She never slept all that night : and, next day, clinging in her 
helpless agony to the nearest branch, she told Mary Wells what 
Bassett was doing, and said, ‘ What shall I do ? he is not mad ; 
but he is in so very precarious a state that, if they get at him 
to torment him, they will drive him mad indeed.’ 

. ‘ My lady,’ said Mary Wells, * I can’t go from my word. ’Tis 
no use making two bites of a cherry ; we must cure him : and, 
if we don’t, you’ll never rue it but once, and that will be all 
your life.’ 

^ I should look on myself with horror afterwards were I to 
deceive him now.’ 

* No, my lady, you are too fond of him for that. Once you 
saw him happy, you’d be happy too, no matter how it came 
about. That Richard Bassett will turn him out of this else, I 
am sure he will ; he is a hard-hearted villain.’ 

Lady Bassett’s eyes flashed fire : then her eyes roved : then 
she sighed deeply. 

Her powers of resistance were beginning to relax. As for 
Mary Wells, she gave her no peace; she kept instilling her 
mind into her mistz^s’s, with the pertinacity of a small but ever* 
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dripping fount and we know both by science and poetry that 
sm^, incessant drops of water will wear a hole in marble. 

'Gutta oavat lapidemhon vi sed ssepe cadendo.’ 

In the ihidst of all this a letter came from Mr. Oldfield, to 
tell her that Mr. Bassett threatened to take out a commission cfo 
lutiaiicoj and she must prepare Sir Charles for an examination ; 
for, if reported insane, the Court would administer the, estates ; 
but the heir-at-law, Mr. Bassett, would have the ea/ of the Court, 
and the right of application, and become virtually master of 
Huntercombe and Bassett; and perhaps, considering the spirit 
by which he was animated, would contrive to occupy ^the very 
tiall itself. Lady Bassett was in the dressing-room when she 
received this blow, and it drove her almost frantic. She be- 
moaned her husband ; she prayed God to take them both, and 
let their enemy have his will. She wept and raved, and at the 
height of her distress, came from the other room a feeble cry, 
‘ Childless ! childless ! childless I* Lady Bassett heard that, 
and in one moment from violent she became unnaturally and 
dangerously calm. She said firmly to Mary Wells, ‘ This is more 
than 1 can bear. You pretend you can save him — no it.^ 

Mary Wells now trembled a little in her turn ; but she seized 
the opportunity. 

‘ My lady, whatever I say, you*}l stand to V 
‘ Whatever you say, Til stand to.^ 


CHAPTER XVIIL 

Maiit Wells, like other uneducated women, was not accus- 
tomed to think long and earnestly on any one subject ; to use 
an expression she once applied -with far less justice to her sister, 
her mind was like running water. r 

But ges tatm n affects the brains of such women, and makes ^ 
them think more steadily, and sometimes very acutely ; added ^ 
to which, the peculiar dangers and difficulties that beset this! 
girl during that anxious period stimulated her wits to the very^, 
utmost. Often she sat quite still for hours at a time, brooding^ 
and brooding, and asking herself how she could tom each new 
and unexpected event to her own benefit. Now, so much doe# 
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mental force depend on that exercise of keen and long attention 
in which her sex is generally deficient, that this young woman's 
powers were more than doubled since the day she first discovered 
her condition, and began to work her brains night and day for 
her defence. 

Gradually, as events I have related unfolded themselves, she 
caught a glimpse of this idea, that if she could get her mistress 
to have a secret, her mistress would help her to keep her own. 
Hence her insidious whispers, and her constant praises of Mr. 
Angelo, who, she saw, was infatuated with Lady Bassett. Yet 
the designing creature was actually fond of her mistress ; and so 
strangely compounded is a heart of this low kind, that the ex- 
traordinary step she now took was half affectionate impulse, 
half egotistical design. 

She made a motion with her hand, inviting Lady Bassett to 
listen, and stepped into Sir Charles's room. 

‘ Childless I childless ! childless !’ 

‘ Hush, sir,' said Mary Wells. ‘ Don’t say so. We shan’t be 
many months without one, please Heaven.' 

Sir Charles shook his head sadly. 

‘ Don't you believe me f 

*No.’ 

* What, did ever I tell you a lie f 

* 1^0 ; but you are mistaken. She would have told me.' 

‘ Well, sir, my lady is young and shy, and I think she is 
afraid of disappointing you after all ; for you know, .sir, there's 
^ many a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip. But 'tis as I tell yon, 
sir.' 

Sir Charles was much agitated, and said he would give her a 
hundred guineas if that was true, ‘Where is my darling wife ? 
Why do I hear this through a servant T 

Mary Wells cast a look at the door, and said for Lady Bassett 
to hear : ‘ She is receiving company. Now, sir, 1 have told you 
good news : will you do something to oblige me 1 You shouldn’t 
speak of it direct to my lady just yet ; and, if you wantTall to go 
well, you mustn’t vex my lady, as you are doing now. What 1 
mean, you mustn’t be so down-hearted — there’s no reason for't — 
and you mustn’t coop yourself up on this floor : ‘it sets the folks 
talking, and worries my lady. You should give her every chance, 
being the way she is.' 

Sir Charles said eagerly he would not vex her for the world. 
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‘I'll walk in tke garden/ said he; ‘but, as for going abroad, 
you know I’m not in a fit condition yet ; my mind is clouded.* 

‘ Not as I see.’ , 

‘ Oh, not always. But sometimes a cloud seems to get into 
my head ; and. if I was in public, I might do or say something 
discreditable. I would rather die.’ 

‘ La, sir !’ said ^lary Wells, in a broad hearty way, ' fit doud 
ill your head ! You’ve, had a bad fall, and a fit at top on't, and 
no wonder your poor head do ache at times. You% outgrow 
tliat — if you take the air, and give over fretting about the t’other 
thing. I tell you you’ll hear the music of a child’s voice, and 
little feet a-i)attering up and down this here corridor, before so 
very long — if so he you take my advice, and leave off fretting 
my lady with fretting of yourself. You should consider, she is 
too fond of you to be well when you be ill.’ 

‘ I’ll get well, for her sake,’ said Sir Charles firmly. 

At this moment there was a knock at the door. Mary Wells 
opened it so that the servant could see nothing. 

‘Mr. Angelo has called.’ 

‘ My lady will bo down directly.’ 

Maiy Wells then slipped into the dressing-room, and found 
Lady Bassett looking pale and wild. She had heard every word. 

‘There, he is better already,’ said Mary Wells. ‘Ho shall 
walk in tlie garden with you this afternoon.’ 

‘ What have you done 1 I can’t look him in the face now. 
Supi)ose he speaks to mo V 

‘ Ho will not. I’ll manage that. You won’t have to say a 
word. Only listen to what I say, and don’t make a liar of me. 
He is better already.' 

‘ IIow will this end ]’ cried Lady Bassett helplessly. ‘ What 
shall I do V 

‘You must go downstairs, and not come here for an hour at 
least, ox you’ll spoil my woik. Mr, Angelo is in the dxawing- 
room.’ 

‘ I will go To him.’ 

Lady Bassett slipped out by tho other door, and os her visitor 
soon left her, she spent the rest of the hour walking wildly about 
the garden, and askinglierself whether she had the courage to go 
on or the courage to go back. 
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CHAPTER XIK, 

Meantime Mary Wells had a long conversation with her master; 
and after that she retired into the adjoining I'ooin, and sat down 
to sew baby-linen clandestinely. 

After a considerable time, Lady Bassett came in, and, sinking 
into a chair, covered her face with her hands. . She had her 
bonnet on. ^ 

Mary Wells looked at her with black eyes that flashed 
triumph. 

After so surveying her for some time, she said, ‘ I have been 
at him again, and there’s a change for the better alrcaily. He 
is not the same man. You go and see else.’ ’ 

Lady Bassett now obeyed her servant ; she rose, and cre]’»t 
like a culprit into Sir Charles’s room. She found him c^can- 
shaved, dressed to perfection, and looking more cheerful than 
she had seen him for many a long day. ^ Ah, Bella,’ said he, 
* you have your bonnet on ; let us have a walk in the garden.’ 

Lady Bassett opened her eyes, and consented eagerly, though 
she was very tired. 

They walked together ; and Sir Charles, being a man that 
never broke his word, put no direct question to Lady Bassett, 
but spoke cheerfully of the future, and told her she was his 
hope and his all ; she would baiile his enemy, and cheer his 
desolate hearth. 

She blushed, and looked confused and distressed ; then ho 
i^miled, and talked of indifferent matters, until a pain in his 
head stopped him ; then he became confused, and, putting his 
hand piteously to his head, proposed to retire at once to his own 

room- 

Lady Bassett brought him in ; and he reposed in silence on 
the sofa 

The next day, and indeed many days afterwards, presented 
similar features. 

Mary Wells talked to her master of the bright days to come, 
of the joy that would fill the house, if‘ all went well, and of the 
defeat in store for Richard Bassetk She spoke of this man with 
etrange Tirt^noe, said ‘she would think no more of sticking a 
knife int6 him than of eating her dinner and in saying t^ 
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she shovired the*wliite of her eye in a manner truly savage and 
vindictiva 

To hate the same person is a surer bond than to Jove the 
same person ; and this sentiment of Mary Wells, coupled with 
her uniform kindness to himself, gave her great influence with 
Sir Charles in his present weakened condition. Moreover, the 
young woman had an oily persuasive tongue ; and she who per- 
suades us is stronger than he who convinces us. ' 

Thus influenced, Sir Charles walked every day in the garden 
with bis wife, and forbore all direct allusion to* her condition, 
though his conversation was redolent of it. He was still subject 
to sudden collapses of the intollect ; but he became conacious 
when they were coming on ; and, at the first W'aming, he would 
insist on burying himself in his room. 

After some days he consented to take short drives with Lady 
Bassett in the open carriage. This made her very joyfuU Sir 
Charles refused to enter a single house, so high was his pride, 
and so great his terror lest he should expo^u himself ; hut it waa 
a great point gained that she could take him about the county, 
and show him in the character of a mere invalid. 

Everything now looked like a cure, slow, perhaps, but pro- 
gre.ssive ; and Lady Bassett had her joyful hours, yet not with- 
out a bitter alloy; her diviniug mind ,asked itself what she 
should say and do, when Sir Charles should be quite reooveredj 
This thought tormented her, and sometimes so goaded her that 
she hated Mary Wells for her well-meant interference, and by a 
natural recoil from the familiarity circumstances had forced on 
her, treated that young woman with great coldness and hauteur. 
The artful girl met this with extreme meekness and servility ; 
the only reply she ever hazarded was an adroit one ; she would 
take this opportunity to say, * How much better master do get, 
ever since I took in hand to cure him T 

This oblique retort seldom failed. Lady Bassett would look ' 
at her husband, and her face would clear; and she would 
generally end by giving Mary a collar, or a scarf, or something. 

Thus did circumstances enable the lower nature to play with 
the higher. Lady Bassett’s struggles were like those of a bird 
in a silken net; they led to nothing; when it came to the 
point, she could neither do nor say anything to retard his cute. 
Any day the Court of Chancery, set in motion by Eichard 
Bassett, might issue a cqpmission (fe Inmtico^ and, if Sir, Charles 
was not cured by that time, Richard Bassett would virtuaUj 
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administer the estate — so Mr. Oldfield had told her — and that, 
she felt sure, would drive Sir Charles mad for life. 

So there was no help for it. She^feared, she writhed, she 
bated herself; but Sir Charles got better daily, and so she let 
herself drift along, 

Mary Wells made it fatally easy to her ; she was the agent ; 
Lady Bassett was silent, and passive. 

After all she had a hope of extrication. Sir Charles once 
cured, she would make him travel Europe with her. Money 
would relieve her of Mary Wells, and distance cut all the other 
cords. 

And indeed a time came when she looked back on her present 
situation with wonder at the distress it had caused her* ‘I was 
in shallow water then,’ said she — ‘ but now T 


CHAPTEE XX. 

Siu Charles observed that he was never trusted alone. He 
remarked this, and inquired, with a peculiar eye, why that was. 

Lady Bassett had the tact to put on an innocent look, and 
smile, and say, • That> is true, dearest ; I haco tied you to my 
apron-string without mercy. But it serves you right for having 
fits, and frightening me. You get well, and my tyranny will 
cease at once.’ 

However, after this, she often left him alone in the garden, to 
remove from his mind the notion that he was under restraint 
from her. 

Mr. Bassett observed this proceeding from his tower. 

One day Mr. Angelo called, and Lady Bassett left Sir Charles 
in the garden to go and speak to him. 

She had, not been gone many minutes, when a hoy ran to Sir 
Charles, and said : 

^ Ob, sir, please come to the gate ; the lady has had a fall and 
hurt herself.^ 

Sir Charles, much alarmed, followed the boy, who took him 
to a side gate opening on the high road. Sir Charles rushed 
through this, and was passing between two stout fellows that 
stood one on each side the gate, when they seized him, and lifted 
him in a moment into a close carriage that was waiting on the 
spot* siru|gled, and cried loudly lor assistance ; hut they 
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bundled him ii) and sprang in after him ; a third man dosed the 
door and got up by the side of the coachman. He drove off, 
avoiding the village, soon got upon a broad road, and bowled 
along at a great rate, the carriage being light, and drawn by two 
powerful horses. 

So cleverly and rapidly was it done, that, but for a woman’s 
quick ear, the deed might not have been discovered for hours. 
But Mary Wells heard the cry for help through an open window, 
recognised Sir Charles’s voice, and ran screaming downstairs to 
Lady Bassett ; she ran wildly out, with Mr. Angelo, to look for 
Sir Charles. He was" nowhere to be found. Then she ordered 
every horse in the stables to be saddled ; and she ran with 
Mary to the place where the cry had been heard. 

For some time no intelligence whatever could he gleaned ; but 
at last an old man was found, who said he had heard somebody 
cry out, and soon after that a carriage had come tearing by him, 
and gone round the corner : but this direction was of little value, 
on account of the many roads, any one of which it might have 
taken. 

However, it left no doubt that Sir Charles had been taken 
away from the place by force. 

Terror-stricken, and pale as death, Lady Bassett never lost her 
head for a moment. Indeed, she showed unexpected lire \ slie 
sent off coachman and grooms to scour the country, and rouse 
the gentry to help her ; she gave them money, and told them 
not to come back till they had found Sir Charles. 

Mr. Angelo said eagerly, ‘I’ll go to the nearest magistrate, 
and we will arrest Kichard Bassett on suspicion.’ 

‘ God bless you, dear friend !’ sobbed Lady Bassett, ^ Oh, yes, 
it is his doing — murderer 1’ 

Off went Mr. Angelo on his errand. 

He was hardly gone, when a man was seen running and shout- 
ing across the fields. Lady Bassett went to meet him sur- 
rounded by her humble sympathisers. It was young Brake : 
he came up, panting, with a double-barrelled gun in his hand — 
for he was allowed to shoot rabbits on his own little farm — and 
stammered out : 

^ ‘Oh, my lady— Sir Charles — they have carried him off, 
against his will.’ 

‘ Who ^ Where 1 Bid you see him V 
^ ‘Ay. and heerd him^nd all. I was ferreting rabbits hf tha 
side of the turnpike road yonder, and a carriage came tearing 

10 
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ftldugf aod Sir Oharlds pat oat his head and cried to me, Drake, 
they ate kidnapping me. Shoot f Bat they pulled him back 
out of sight.’ 

* 01^ my poor husband i And did yoh let them t Oh !* 

* Couldn’t catch ’em, my lady : so I did as I was bid ; got to 
my gan as quick as ever I could, and gave the coachman both 
barrels, hot.* 

< What, kill him?’ 

‘ Lord, no ; ’twas sixty yards off ; bat made him holler and 
squeak a good on. Pat thirty or forty shots into his back, I 
know.’ 

* Give me your hand, Mr. Drake. I’ll nevM forget that shot.' 
Then she began to cry. 

* Doant ye, m'y lady, doant ye,’ said the honest fellow, and 
was within an ace of blubbering for sympathy, ‘ We ain’t a lot 
o’ babies, to see our squire kidnapped. If you would lend Abel 
Moss there, and me, a couple o* nags, we’ll catch them yet, my 
lady.’ 

‘That we will,’ cried Abel ‘ You take me where you fired 
that shot, and we’ll follow the fresh wheel-tracks. They can’t 
beat us while they keep to a road.’ 

The two men were soon mounted, and in pursuit, amidst the 
cheers of the now excited villagers. But still the perpetrators of 
the outrage had more than an hoar’s start ; and an hour was 
twelve miles. ^ 

And now Lady Bassett, who had borne up so bravely, was 
seized with a deadly faintness, and supported into the house. 

All this spread like wildfire, and roused the villagers, and 
they must have a liand in it. Parson had said Mr. Bassett was 
to "blame ; and that passed from one to another, and so fermented 
that, in the evening, a crowd collected round Highmore House, 
and demanded Mr. Bassett 

The servants were alarmed, and said be was not at home. 

Then the men demanded Imisterously what he had done with 
Sir Charles, and threatened to break the windows unless they 
were told ; and, as nobody in the house could tell them, the 
^wo p jien ^ed on the m en.' and they did break the windows ; but 
^they no sooner saw their own work, than they were a little 
alarmed at it, and retired talking very loud, to support their 
waning courage and check their rising remorse at their deed. 

loft a house full of holes and screams, and poor little 
^ Mrs, Bi&sett half dead with fright. • 

As Lady Bassett^ she spent a horrible night of terror, 
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Buspeuse^ and agony. She conld not lie down^ not even ait still ; 
she walked incessantly, wringing her hands, and groaning for 
news. • 

Mary Wells did all she could to comfort her ; but it was a 
situation beyond the power of words to alleviate. 

Her intolerable suspense lasted till four o'clock in the morning ; 
and then, in the still night, horses' feet came clattjering up to the 
door. 

Lady Bassett went into the hall. It was dimly lighted by a 
single lamp. The great door was opened, and in clattered Moss 
and Drake, splashed, and weary, and downcast, 

‘ Well V cried Lady Bassett, clasping her hands. 

* My lady,’ said Moss, ^ we tracked the carriage into the next 
county, to a place thirty miles from hero — to a lodge — and there 
they stopped us. The place is well guarded with men and great 
big dogs. We heered ’em bark, didn’t us. Will ?* 

* Ay,’ said Drake, dejectedly. 

‘ The man as kept the lodge was short, but civil. Says ho, 
** This is a place nobody comes into but by law, and nobody goes 
out on but by law. If the gentleman is here yo^ may go home 
and sleep ; he is safe enough.”’ “ 

* A prison ? No i’ 

‘ A ’sylum, my lady.’ 


CHAPTER XXL 

The lady put her hand to her heart, and was silent a long time. 

At last she said doggedly, but faintly, ‘You will go with me 
to that place to-morrow, one of you.' 

‘ I’ll go, my lady,’ said Moss. ‘ Will, here, had better not 
show his face. They might take the law on him, for bring of 
that there shot,’ 

Drake hung his head, and his ardour was evidently cooled by 
discovering that Sir Charles had been taken to a madhouse. 

Lady Bassett saw, and sighed, and said she would take Moss 
to show her the way. 

At eleven o’clock next morning a light carriage and pair came 
round to the Hall gate, and a large basket, a portmanteau and a 
bag, were placed on the roof under care of Moss. Smaller 
packages wore put inside $ and Lady Bassett and her maid got 
in, both dressed in black. 


10—2 
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They reached Bellevue House at half-past two. The lodge 
gate was open, to Lady Baasett^s surprise, and they drove through 
^Ome pleasant grounds to a large white house. 

‘The place at first eight had no distinctive character; great 
ingenuity had been used to secure the inmates, without seeming 
to iiicarcerate them. There were no bars to the lower front win- 
dows, and the side windows, with their defences, were shrouded 
by shrubs. The sentinels were out of sight, or employed on 
some occupation or other, but within call. Some patients were 
playing at cricket ; some ladies looking on ; others strolling on 
the gravel with a nurse dressed very much like themselves, who 
did not obtrude her functions unnecessarily. All was apparent 
indifference, and Argus-eyed vigilance. So much for the surface. 

' Of course, even at this moment, some of the locked rooms 
had violent and miserable inmates. 

The hall door opened as the carriage drew up ; a respectable 
servant came forward. 

Lady Bassett handed him her card, and said, ‘ I am come to 
see my husband, sir.* 

The man never moved a muscle, but said, ‘ You must wait, if 
you please, till I take your card in.* 

He soon returned, and said, ‘ Dr. Suaby is not here, but the 
gentleman in charge will see yon.* 

Lady Bassett got out, and, beckoning Mary Wells, followed 
the servant into a curious room, half library, half chemist*s shop ; 
they called it ‘ the laboratory.* 

Here she found a tall man leaning on a dirty mantlepieco, who 
received her stiffly. He had a pale moustache, very thin lips, 
and altogether a .severe manner. His head bald rather prema- 
turely, and whiskers abundant. 

Lady Bassett looked him all over with one glance of her 
woman’s eye, and saw she had a hard and vain man to deal 
with. ^ 

^ Are you the gentleman to whom this house belongs f she 
faltered. 

^ No, madam ; I am in charp, during Dr. Suaby’s absence.* 

* That comes to the same thing. Sir, I am come to see my 
dear husband.’ 

‘ Have you an order T* 

* An order, sir ^ I am his wife.’ 

^ Mr. Sslter shru^ed his sbeulders a little, and said, ‘ 1 have 
\o authority to let any visitor see a patient, without an order 
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from the persoft by -whose authority he is placed here, or else au 
order from the Commissioners.* 

‘ But that cannot apply to the wife ; to her who is one with 
him, for better for worse, in sickness or health.* 

* It seems hard ; but I have no discretion in the matter. The 
patient only came yesterday — much excited. He is better to- 
day, and an interview with you would excite him a^^ain.' 

‘ Oh, no ! no ! no ! I can always soothe him. J[ will be so 
mild, so gentle. You can be present, and hear every word I say, 
I will only kiss him, and tell him who has done this, and to be 
brave, for his wife watches over him ; and, sir, I will beg him to 
be patient, and not blame, you, nor any of the people here.* 

* Very proper, very proper; but really this interview must be 
postponed till you have an order, or Dr. Suaby returns. He can 
violate his own rules, if ho likes ; but I cannot, and, indeed, I 
dare not.' 

* Dare not let a lady see her husband ? Then you are not a 
man. Oh, can this be England ? It is too inhuman.* 

Then she began to cry and wring her hands. 

‘ This is very painful,* said Mr. Salter, and left the room. 

The respectable servant looked in soon after, and Lady Bassett 
told him, between her sobs, that she had broiiglit some clothes 
and things for her husband. ‘ Surely, sir,* said she, ^ they will 
not refuse me that V 

* Lord, no, ma*am,* said the man. ‘ You can give them to the 
keeper and nurse in charge of him.* 

Lady Bassett slipped a guinea into the man’s hand dirbctly. 

‘ Let me see those people,* said she. 

The man winked, and vanished : he soon reappeared, and said 
loudly, ‘ Now, madam, if you will order the things into the 
hall.* 

Lady Bassett came out and gave the order. 

A short, bull-necked man, and rather a pretty young woman 
with a flaunting cap, bestirred themselves getting down the 
things ; and Mr. Salter came out and looked on. 

Lady Bassett called Mary Wells, and gave her a flve^pound 
note to slip into the man's hand. She telegraphed the girl, who 
instantly came near her with an india-rubber bath, and, affecting 
ignorance, asked her what that was. 

Lady Bassett dropped two sovereigns into the bath, and said, 

‘ Ten times, twenty times that, if you are kind to him. Tell 
him it is his cousin's doing, but his wife watches over him/ 
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* All xigW the girl. * Come again when the doctor is 
here.’ 

All this passed in swift whispers a few yards from Mr. Salter, 
and he now came forward, and offered his arm to conduct Lady 
Bassett to the carnage. 

But the wretched heart-broken wife forgot her art of pleasing ; 
she shrank from him with a faint cry of aversion, and got into 
her carriage unaided. Mary Wells followed her. 

Mr. Salter was unwilling to receive this rebuff. He followed 
and said, * The clothes shall be given, with any message you may 
think fit to entrust to me.’ 

Lady Bassett turned away shaiply from him, and said to 
Mary Wells, ‘ Tell him to drive home. Home ! I have none 
now. Its light is torn from me.' 

The carriage drove away as she uttered these piteous words. 

She cried at intervals all the way home, and could hardly 
drag herself upstairs to bed. 

Mr. Angelo called next day with had news. Not a magistrate 
would move a finger against Mr. Bassett ; he had the law on his 
sida * Sir Charles was evidently insane ; it was quite proper 
he should be put in security, before he did some mischief to 
himself or Lady Bassett. They say, why was he hidden for 
two months/ if there was not something very wrong V 

Lady Bassett ordered the carriage, and paid several calls, to 
counteract this fatal impression. 

She found, to her horror, she might as well try to move a 
rock. There was plenty of kindness, and pity ; but the moment 
she began to assure them her husband was not insane, she was 
m^ with the dead silence of polite incredulity. One or two 
old friends went further, and said, ‘My dear, we are told he 
could not be taken away without two doctors' certificates , now, 
consider, they must know better than you. Have patience, and 
let them core him.' 

Lady Bassett withdrew her friendship on the spot from two 
ladies for, contradicting her on such a subject : sho returned 
home almost wild herself. 

In this village her carriage was stopped by a woman with her 
hair all fiying, who told her in a lamentable voice that Squire 
Bassett had sent nine men to prison for taking Sir Charles's part 
and Ul^reatipg hifif captors. 

‘My lavqrer shall defend them at my expense,' said Lady 
Basset with a sigh. 
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At lastL she got home, and went up to her own rootn^ and 
there was Mary Wells waiting to dress her. 

She tottered in, and* sank into a chair. But, after this tem- 
porary exbanstion, came a rising tempest of passion ; her ejres 
roved, her fingers worked, and her heart seemed to come out of 
her in words of fire. ‘ I have not a friend in all the county. 
That villain has only to say “Mad,” and all turn from me, as 
an angel of truth had said “ Criminal.” We hav^no friend but 
one, and she is my servant : now go and envy wealth and titles. 
No wife in this parish is so poor as I ; powerless in the folds of 
a serpent. I can’t see my husband without an. order from him* 
He is all power, I and mine all weaknW.* She raised her 
clenched fists, she clutched her beautiful hair as if she would 
tear it out by the roots. ' I shall go mad I I shall go mad I 
No !’ said she, all of a sudden, ‘ that will not do. That is what 
he wants — and then my darling would be defenceless. I will 
not go mad.’ Then suddenly grinding her white teeth, ^Fll 
teach him to drive a lady to despair. I’ll fight.’ 

She descended, almost without a break, from the fury of a 
Pythoness to a strange calm. Oh 1 then it is her sex are 
dangerous. 

‘Don’t look so pale,’ said she, and she actually smil^. ‘All 
is fair against so foul a villain. You and 1 will defeat him. 
Dress me, Mary.* 

Mary Wells, carried away by the unusual violence of a 
superior mind, was quite bewildered. 

Lady Bassett smiled a strange smile, and said, ‘ I’ll show you 
how to dress me and she did give her a lesson that astonished 
her. 

‘ And now,’ said Lady Bassett, ‘ I shall dress you.” And she 
took a loose full dress out of her wardrobe, and made Mary Wells 
put it on ; but first she inserted some stufiing so adroitly, that 
Mary seemed very buxom, but what she wished to •hide was 
hidden. Not so Lady Bassett herself : her figure looked much 
rounder than in the last dress she wore. 

With all this she was late for dinner, and when ahe went 
down Mr. Angelo had just finished telling Mr. Oldfield of the 
mishap to the villagers. 

Lady Bassett came in animated and beautiful. 

Dinner was announced directly, and a commonplace conver- 
sation kept up, till the servants were got rid of She then told 
Mr. Oldfield how she had been refused admittance to Sir Cfaaxiee 
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at Bellevue House, a plain proof, to her mind, 'they i:new her 
husband u^as not insane ; and begged him to act 'with energy, 
and get Sir Charles out before his reason could be permanently 
iiyttred by the outrage and the horror of his situation. 

iThis led to a discussion, in which Mr. Angelo and Lady 
Bassett threw out various suggestions, and Mr. Oldfield cooled 
their ardour with sound objections. He was familiar with the 
Statutes de Lunatico, and said they had been strictly observed, 
both in the capture of Sir Charles, and in Mr. Salter's refusal to 
let the wife see the husband. In short, he appeared either un- 
able or unwilling to see anything except the strong legal position 
of the adverse party. 

Mr. Oldfield was one of those prudent lawyers, who search for 
the adversary’s strong points, that their clients may not be taken 
by surprise j and that is very wise of them But wise things 
re<j^re to be done wisely ; he sometimes carried this system so 
far as to discourage his client too much. It is a fine thing to 
make your client think his case the weaker of the two, and then 
win it for him easily ; that gratifies your own foible, professional 
vanity. But suppose, with your discouraging him so, he flings 
_rip, or compromises, a winning case 1 Suppose he takes the hutf, 
\nd goes to some other lawyer, who %vill warm him wilir^opfe 
instead of cooling him with a one-sided and hostile view of his 
easel 

In the present discussion l!klr. Oldfield^a habit of beginning by 
admixing his adversaries, together with his knowledge of law 
and little else, and his secret conviction that Sir Charles was 
unsound of mind, combined to paralyse him , and, not being a 
man of, invention, he could not see his way out of the wood at 
nil. He could negative Mr. Angelo's suggestions, and give good 
xeaaons, but be could not, or did not, suggest anything better to 
^ be done. 

Lady Bassett listened to his negative wisdom with a bitter 
smile, and said at last, with a sigh. It seems, then, we are to 
sit quiet, and do nothing, while Mr. • Bassett and his solicitor 
strike blow upon blow. There — ITl fight my own battle and” 
do you try and find some way of defending the poor souls that 
are in trouble because they did not sit with their hands before 
them when their benefactor was outraged. Command my puise, 
if money will save them from a prison.’ 
t Then she rose with dignity, and walked like a canujnpard all 
down the room on the side opposite Mr. Oldfield, ij^elo flew 
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to open the door, and in a whisper begged a word with her in 
private. She bowed assent, and passed on from the room, 

^ What a fine creature !* said Mr. Oldfield. * How she walks f 

Mr. Angelo made no reply to this, but asked him what was to 
be done for the poor men : ‘ they will be up before the Bench 
to-morrow.’ 

Stung a little by Lady Bassett's remark, Mr. Oldfield answered 
promptly, ' We must get some tradesmen to bail jthem with our 
money. It yvill only be a few pounds a-piece. If the bail is 
accepted, they shall offer pecuniary compensation, and get up a 
defence ; find somebody to swear Sir Charles was sane — that 
sort of evidence is always to be got. Counsel must do the rest. 
Simple natives — benefactor outraged — honest impulse — re- 
gretted, the moment they understood the capture had been 
legally made. Then throw dirt on the plaintiff*. He is malicious, 
and can be proved to have foresworn himself in Bassett v. 
Bassett.' 

A tap at the door, and Mary Wells put in her head. ‘If you 
please, sir, my lady is tired, and she wishes to say a word to you 
before she goes upstairs.’ 

‘ Excuse mo one minute,' said Mr. Angelo, and followed Mary 
Wells. She ushered him into a boudoir, where be found Lady 
Bassett seated in an arm-chair, with her head on her hand, and 
her eyes fixed sadly on the carpet. 

She smiled faintly, and said, ‘ Well, what do you wish to say 
to me V 

* It is about Mr. Oldfield. He is clearly incompetent' 

‘ I don't know. I snubbed him, poor man ; but if the law is 
all against us !' 

How does he know that? He assumes it, because he is 
prejudiced in favour of the enemy. How does he know they 
have done everything the Act of Parliament requires ? And if 
they have, Law ^ not invincible. When Law defies Morality, 
it gets baffledj and trampled on, in all civilized communities.* 

‘I never heard that before,' 

' But you would, if you had been at Oxford,' said ho smiling. 
'Ah. 

‘ Wh|it we want is a man of invention, a man who will see 
every chance, take every chance lawful or unlawful, and fight 
with all manner of weapons.' . 

Lady Bassett's eye flashed a moment. ‘Ah !' said she ; ‘but 
where can I find such a man, with knowledge to guide his seal V 
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* ‘I tbmk I know of a man, who could at all. evmits advise 
you, if you would ask him,’ 

‘Ah I 

' ‘ He is a writer ; and opinions vary as to hie merit. Some 
say he has talent ; others say it is all eccentricity and affectation. 
One thing is certain, his books bring about the changes he 
demands. And then he is in earnest ; he has taken a good 
many alleged lunatics out of confinement.’ 

‘ Is it possible ? then let us apply to him at once.’ 

‘ He lives in London ; but I have a friend who knows him. 
May I send an outline to him through that friend, and ask him 
whether he can advise you in the matter 

‘ You may ; and thank you a thousand times !’ 

‘ A mind like that, with knowledge, zeal, and invention, must 
surely throw some light.’ 

* One would think so, dear friend.’ 

‘ I’ll write to-night, and send a letter to Greatrer ; we shall 
perhaps get an answer the day after to-morrow.’ 

‘Ah, you are not the one to go to sleep in the service of a 
friend. A writer, did you say 1 What does he write V 

* Fiction.’ » 

‘ What, novels V 

‘And dramas and all.’ 

Lady Bassett sighed incredulously. ‘ I should never think of 
going to Fiction for wisdom.’ 

‘ When the Family Galas were about to be executed unjustly, 
with the consent of all the lawyers aiid statesmen in France, 
one man in a nation saw the error, and fought for the innocent, 
and saved them ; and that one wise man, in a nation of fools, 
was a writer of fiction.’ 

‘ Oh ; a learned Oxonian ban always answer a poor ignorant 
thing like me. One swallow does not make summer, for all that.’ 

‘ But this writer's fictions are not like the novels you read ; 
they are works of laborious research. Besides, he is a lawyer, as 
well as a novelist’ 

‘ Oh, if he is a lawyer 1* 

‘ Then I may write,’ 

‘Yes,^ said Lady Bassett, despondingly, 

* What is to become of Oldfield V 

* Send him to the drawing-room. I will go down and endure 
him for another hour. .You can write your letter here, and 
then idease come and reueve me of Mr. Negative.’ 
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She misgy and ordeied cojQTee and tea into the draving-xooni ; 
and Mr, Oldfield found her very cold company. * 

• In half an hour Mr. Angelo came down, lookip^ flushed and 
very handsome ; and Lady Eassett had some fresn^tea made for 
him. 

This done, she bade the gentlemen good-night, and went to 
her room : here she found Mary Wells full of curiosity to know 
whether the lawyer would get Sir Charles out of ^ihe asykun. 

Lady Bassett gave loose to her indignation, and said nothing 
was to be expected from such a Nullity. ‘ Mary, he could not 
sec. I gave him eveiy opportunity. I walked slowly down 
the room before him, after dinner ; and I came into the drawing- 
room, and moved about, and yet he could not see.* 

* Then you will have to tell him, that is all.* 

‘ Never ; no more shall you. 1*11 not trust my fate, and Sir 
Charles’s, to a man that has no eyes.’ 

For this feminine reason she took a spite against poor Old-r 
field ; but, to Mr. Angelo, she suppressed |pie real reason, and 
entered into that ardent gentleman’s grounds of discontent, 
though these alone would not have entirely dissolved her respect 
for the family solicitor. 

Next afternoon Angelo came to her in great distress and ire. 

^ Beaten ! beaten ! and all through our adversaries having more 
talent. Mr. Bassett did not appear at first. Wheeler excused 
him, on the ground that his wife was seriously ill through the 
fright. Bassett’s servants were called, and swore to the damage 
and to the men, all but one. Ho got off. Then Oldfield made 
a dry speech 3 and a tradesman he had prepared offered bail. 
The magistrates were consulting, when in burst Mr, Bassett, all 
in black, and madfe a speech fifty times stronger than Oldfield’s, 
and sobbed, and told them the rioters had frightened his wife 
so, she had been prematurely confine, and the child was dead. 
Could they take bail for a riot, a dastardly attack by a mob of 
cowards on a poor defenceless woman, the gentlest ^nd most 
inofi'ensive creature in England i Then he went on : They 
were told I was not in the house ; and then they found courage 
to fling stones, to terrify my wife, and kill my child. Poor 
soul !” he said, “ she lies between life and death herseH ; and I 
come here in an agony of fear, but I come for justice ; the man 
of straw, who offers bail, is furnished with the money by those 
who stimulated the outrage. Defeat that fraud, and teach tbei^ 
cowards, who war on defenceless ladies, that there is jtmmaiiitj, 
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and justicei and law in the land.” Then Oldfield tried to 
answer him with his his hawa^ bat Bassett turned 

on him like a giant, and swept him away.* 

^ Poor woman T 

*iih I that is true: I am afraid I have thought too little of her. 
But you suffer, and so must she. Jt is the most terrible feud : 
one would think this was Corsica, instead of England, only the 
fighting is not done with daggers. But, after this, pray lean no 
more on that Oldfield. We were all carried away at first ; but, 
now I think of it, Bassett must have been in the Court, and held 
back to make the climax. Oh, yes! it was another surprise, and 
another success. They are all sent to gaol. Superior general- 
ship ! If Wheeler had been our man, we should have had eight 
wives crying for pity, each with one child in her arms, and 
another holding on to her apron. Do, pray, Lady Bassett, dis- 
miss that Nullity.’ 

• Oh, I cannot do that ; ho is Sir Charles’s lawyer ; but I have 
promised you to seek advice elsewhere, and so I will* 

The conversation was interrupted by the tolling of the church 
bell. 

The first note startled Lady Bassett, and she turned pale 

* I must leave you,’ said Angelo regretfully, ' I have to bury 
Mr. Bassett’s little boy : he lived an hour.’ 

Lady Bassett sat, and heard the hell toll. 

Strange sad thoughts passed through her mind. ‘ Is it saddest 
when it tolls, or when it rings — that bell ? He has killed his 
own child, by robbing mo of my husband. We are in the hands 
of God, after all, let Wheeler be ever so cunning, and Oldfield 
ever so simple. — And I am not acting by that. — Where is my 
trust in God’s justice ? — O thou of little faith ! — What shall I 
do ? Love is stronger in mo than faith — {stronger than anything 
in heaven or earth. .God forgive me— God help me — 1 will 
go back. 

‘ But, oh ! to stand still, and be good, and simple, and so see 
my husband trampled on by a cunning villain ! 

‘Why is there a future state, where everything is to be 
different! no hate ; no injustice ; all love. Why is S; not all of 
a piece 1 Why begin wrong, if it is to end all right! If I was 
omnipotent, it should be right from the first. — 0 thou of little 
faith 1 — Ah me I it is hard to see fools and devils, and realise 
angels unseen. Oh that I could shut my eyes in faith, and go to 
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sleep, and drift on the right path : for I shall never take it with 
my eyes open, and my heart bleeding for him.* 

Then her head fell languidly back, her eyes closed, and the 
tears welled through them : they knew the way by this time. 


CHAPTEE XXII 

Next morning in came Mr, Angelo, with glowing cheeks and 
sparkling eyes. 

‘ I have got a letter, a most gratifying one. My friend called 
on Mr. Eolfe, and gave him my lines , and he replies direct to 
mo. May I read you bis letter V 

‘ Oh; yes.* 

‘ Deak Sib, 

‘ “ T/uf case you have sent me^ of a gentleman confined m 
certificates hy order of an iiitercbled relaiive—as you fresumeyfor 
you have not seen the order — and on grounds you think inmjficierdy 
is interesting^ and some of it looks true : hit there are gaps in the 
statement^ and I dare not advise in so nice a matter, till these are 
filled ; hut that I suspect can only he done hy the lady herself. She 
had better call on me in person; it may he worth her while. At home 
every day, 10 — 3, this week. As for yourself, you need not address 
me through Greairex. I have seen you pull No. 6, and afterwards 
stroke, in the JJniversitif boat, and you dived in Portsmouth harbour, 
and saved a sailor. See ^ Hyde Journal,^ Aug. 10, p, 4, col, 3 ; 
cited in my Day-hook, Aug. 10, and also in my Index hominum, in 
voce ^ AngeW — ha ! ha ! here*s a fellow for detail. 

‘ “ Yours very truly, 

• <* Kolpb^** ' 

^And did you V 

* Did I what ]* 

* Dive, and save a soldier ?* 

' No ; I nailed him just as he was sinking.* * 

‘ How good and brave you are !* 

Angelo blushed like a girl ‘ It makes me too happy, to hear 
such words from you. But 1 vote we don’t talk about me. * 
Will you call on Mr. Eolfe 1* 

* Is he married ?* 
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AbMo opeu^d Ills eyes at the question, 

* X think tiot,* said he : * indeed, I know he is not/ 

* Coiild you get him down here Vr 

Angek) shook his head, 

‘ If he knew you — ^perhaps — ^but can you expect him to come 
here upon your business t These popular writers are spoiled by 
the ladies. I doubt if he would walk across the street to advise 
a stranger. Candidly, why should he V 

‘ ]^o ; and it was ridiculous vanity to suppose he would. But 
I never called on a gentleman in my life.' 

‘Take me with you. You can go up at nine, and be back to 
a late dinner.’ 

‘I shall never have the courage to go. Let me have his 
letter.’ 

He gave her the letter, and she took it away. 

At six o’clock she sent Mary Wells to Mr. Angelo, with a note 
to say she had studied Mr. Eolfe’s letter, and there was more in 
it than she had thought ; but*^is going off from her husband to 
boat-racing seemed trivial, and she could not make up her mind 
to go to London to consult a novelist on such a serious matter. 

At nine she sent to say she should go, but could not think of 
drawing him there : she should take her maid. 

Before eleven she half repented this resolution, but her maid 
kept her to it : and at half-past twelve next day they reached 
Mr, Eolfe’s door ; an old-fashioned mean-looking house, in one 
of the briskest thoroughfares of the metropolis ; a cab-stand 
opposite the door, and a tide of omnibuses passing it. 

Lady Bassett viewed the place discontentedly, and said to 
herself, ‘ What a poky little place for a writer to live in ; how 
noisy, how unpoeticaL’ 

They knocked at the door. It was opened by a maid- 
servant. 

‘ Is Mr, Eolfe at home 

‘Yes, ma’am. Please give me your card and write the 
business.’ 

Lady Bassett took out her card, and wrote a line or two on 
the back of it. The maid glanced at it, and showed her into a' 
room while she took the card to her master. 

The room was rather long, low and nondescript. Scarlet flock 
paper. Curtains and sofes green Utrecht velvet. Woodwork 
and pillars, white and gold. Two windows looking on the street. 
At the other end folding-doors with scarcely any woodwork, all 
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plate-glasa, but partly hidden by heavy curtains of the sai^e 
colour and material as the others* 

Accustomed to latge,, lofty rooms, Lady Bassett felt herself in 
a long box h ere ; but the colours pleased her. She said to Mar^ 
WdO[%3What a funny, cosy little place, for a gentleman to 
live in/ 

Mn Kolfe was engaged with some one, and she was kept wait- 
ing ; this was ' quite new to her, and discouraged her, already 
intmidated by the novelty of the situatioru 

She tried to encourage herself by saying it was for her bus* 
band she did this unusual thing ; but she felt very miserable, 
and inclined to cry. 

At last, a bell rang ; the maid came in, and invited Lady 
Bassett to follow her. She opened the glass folding* doors, and 
took them into a small conservatory, walled like a grotto, with 
ferns sprouting out of rocky fissures, and spars sparkling ; water 
dripping. Then she opened two more glass folding-doors, and 
ushered them into an empty room, the like of which Lady 
Bassett had never seen ; it was large in itself, and multiplied 
ten-fold by great mirrors from floor to ceiling, with no fcames 
but a narrow oak beading ; opposite her, on entering, was a bay 
window, all plate glass, the central panes of which opened, like 
doors, upon a pretty little garden that glowed with colour, and 
was backed by fine trees belonging to the nation ; for this garden 
ran up to the wall of Hyde Park. 

The numerous and large mirrors all down to the ground laid 
hold of the garden and the flowers, and by double and treble re- 
flection filled the room with nooks of verdure and colour* 

To confuse the eye still more, a quantity of young india-rubber 
trees, with glossy leaves, were placed before the large central 
mirror. The carpet was a warm velvet-pile, the walls were dis- 
tempered, a French grey, not cold, but with a tint of mauve 
that gave a warm and cheering bloom ; this soothing colour gave 
great eli'ect to the one or two masterpieces of painting that being 
on the walls, and to the gilt frames ; the furniture, oak, and 
marquoterie highly polished^ the curtains, scarlet xderinb^ 
through which the sun shone, and, being a London sun, diffused 
a mild rosy tint favourable to female faces. }^ot a sound of 
London could be heard. 

So far, the room was romantic ; hut there was a prosaic comer 
to shock those who fancy that fiction is the spontaneous overflow 
of a poetic fountain fed by nature only. Between the fireplace 
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and the window, and within a foot or two of the wall, stood a 
gigantic writing-table, with the signs of hard labour on it, and 
of severe system. Three plated buckejbs, each containing three 
pints full of letters to be answered, other letters to be pasted into 
a classified guard-book, loose notes to be pasted into various 
books and classified (for this writer used to sneer at tlie learned 
men who say, ‘ I will hole among my papers for it he held that 
every written scrap ought either to be burnt or pasted into a 
classified guard-book, where it could be found by consulting the 
index) ; five things -like bankers* bill-books, into whose several 
compartments MS. notes and newspaper cuttings were thrown, 
as a preliminary towards classification in book*^. 

Underneath the table was a formidable array of note-books, 
standing upright, and labelled on their backs. There were 
about twenty large folios of classified facts, ideas, and pictures ; 
for the very wood-cuts were all indexed and classified on the 
plan of a tradesman’s ledger ; there was also the receipJ-book of 
the year, treated on the same plan. Eeceipts on a file would not 
do for this romantic creature : if a tradesman brought a bill, he 
must be able to turn to that tradesman's name in a book, and 
prove in a moment whether it had been paid or not. Then 
there was a collection of solid quartos, and of smaller folio guard- 
books called Indexes. There was ‘ Index reruni et journalium ’ 
— ‘Index rerum et librorum ’ — ‘ Index rerum et hominum ’ — and 
a lot more : indeed, so many that, by way of climax, there was a 
fat folio ledger entitled ‘Index ad Indices.* 

By the side of the table were six or seven thick pasteboard 
cards, each about the size of a large portfolio, and on these the 
author’s notes and extracts were collected from all his repertories 
into something like a focus for a present purpose. He was 
writing a novel based on facts ; facts, incidents, living dialogue, 
pictures, reflections, situations, were all on these cards to choose 
from, and arranged in headed columns ; and some portions of 
the work he was writing on this basis of imagination and 
drudgery lay on the table in two forms, his own writing and his 
secretary’s copy thereof, the latte^ corrected for the press. This 
copy was half margin, and so provided for additions and im- 
provements, but for one addition there were ten excisions, great 
and small. 

Lady Bassett had just time to take in the beauty and artistic 
character of the place, and to realise the appalling drudgery that 
stamped it ^ workshop, when the author, who had dashed into 
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his garden for a moment’s recreation, came to the window and 
furnished contrast No. 3, for he looked neither like a poet, nor 
a drudge, but a great IJit country farmer. He was rather tall, 
very portly, smallish head, commonplace features, mild brown 
eye not very bright, short beard, and wore a suit of tweed all 
one colour. Such looked the writer of romances founded on fact. 
He rolled up to the window — for, if he looked like a farmer, he 
walked like a sailor — and stepped into the room. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

Mr. Rolfe surveyed the two women with a mild, inoffensive, 
ox-like gaze, and invited them to be seated with homely civility. 

He sat down at his di^sk, and turning to Lady Bassett, said 
rather dreamily, ‘ One moment, please : let me look at the case, 
and my notes.’ 

Eirst his homely appearance, and now a certain languor about 
his manner, discouraged Lady Bassett more than it need, for all 
artists must pay for their excitements with occasional languor. 
Her hands trembled, and she began to gulp and try not to cry. 

Mr. Rolfe observed directly, and said rather kindly, * You are 
agitated — and no wonder.* 

He then opened a sort of china closet, poured a few drops of 
colourless liquid from a tiny bottle into a wineglas.®, and tilled 
the glass with water from a filter. ‘ Drink that, if you please.* 

She looked at him, with her eyes brimming. ‘ Must I V 

‘Yes, it will do you good for once in a way. It is only 
Ignatia.’ 

She drank it by degrees, and a tear along with it that fell 
into the glass. 

Meantime Mr. Rolfe had returned to his notes and examined 
them ] he then addressed her, half stiffly, half kindly. 

‘ Lady Bassett — whatever may be your husband’s condition, 
whether his illness is mental or bodily, or a mixture of the 
two — his clandestine examination by bought physicians, and 
his violent capture, the natural effect of which must have been 
to excite him and retard his cure, were wicked and barbarous 
acts, contrary to God’s law, and tbo common law-? of England, 
and, indeed, to all human law, except our shallow incautious 
Statutes de Lunatico : they were an insult to yourself, who 
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ought, at least, to have been consulted, for your rights are 
higher and purer than Bichard Bassett’s : therefore, as a wife 
bereaved of your husband by fraud and violence, and the bare 
letter of a paltry statute whose spirit has been violated, you are 
quite justified in coming to me, or to any public man you think 
can help your husband and you.’ Then with a certain bon- 
homie, ^So lay aside your nervousness: let us go into this 
' matto sensibly ; like a big man and a little man, or like an old 
woman and a young woman, whichever you prefer.’ 

Xady Bassett looked at him, and smiled assent ; she folt a 
great deal more at her ease after this opening. 

‘ I dare not advise you yet. I must know more than Mr. 
Angelo has told me. Will you answer my questions frankly f 
‘ I will try, sir.* 

‘Whose idea was it, confining Sir Charles Bassett to the 
house so much V 

‘ His own. He felt himself unfit for society.' 

* ‘ Did he describe his ailment to you then V 
‘Yes.' 

‘ All the better : what did he say V 

‘ He said that, at times, a cloud seemed to comejnto his head, 
and then he lost all power of mind : and he could not bear to be 
seen in that condition.’ 

‘ This was after the epileptic seizure V 
‘ Yes, sir.' 

‘ Humph ! Now will you tell me how Mr. Bassett, by mere 
words, could so enrage Sir Charles as to give him a fit V 
Lady Bassett hesitated. , . 

‘What did he say to Sir Charles V 

‘ He did not speak to him. His child and nurse were • 
and he called out loud for Sir Charles to hear, and told the 
nurse to hold up his child to look at his inheritance. 

‘ Malicious fool ! But did, this enrage Sir Charles so much as 
to give him a fit 
^Yes.', 

‘ He must he very sensitive.' 

* On that subject.' 

Mr. Bolfe was silent , and now, for the first time, appeared 
to think intently* 

His studfli^bore fruit apparently ; for he turned to Lady 
Bassett, and said suddenly, ‘ What is the strangest thing Sir 
Chadea has said of late— the very strangest V ^ 
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Lady Bassett turned red, and then pale, and made no reply. 

Mr. Eolfe rose, and walked up to Mary Wells. 

‘ What is the maddest thing your master has ever said f 

Mary Wells, instead of replying, looked at her mistress. 

The writer instantly put his great body between them. Come, 
none of that,' said he. * I don't want a falsehood ; I want the 
truth.' 

‘ La, sir, I don't know. My m^ter he is not mad, Tm sure ; 
the queerest thing he ever said was, he did say at^'one time 'twas 
writ on his face as he had no children.' 

‘ Ah ! And that is why he would not go abroad, perhaps.' 

‘ That was one reason, sir, I do suppose.' 

Mr. Eolfe put his hands behind his back, and walked thought- 
fully, and rather disconsolately, back to his seat. 

‘ Humph.!' said he. Then, after a pause, ‘ Well, well *, I know 
the worst now ; that is one comfort. Lady Bassett, you really ^ 
must bo candid with me. Consider ; good advice is like a tight ’ 
glove ; it fits the circumstances, and it does not ht other circurU'’ 
stances. .No man advises so badly on a false and partial state- 
ment as I do, for the very reason that my advice is a close fit. 
Even now, I. can’t understand Sir Charles's despair of having 
children of his own.' 

The writer then turned his looks on the two women, with 
an entire absence of expression : the sense of his eyes was 
turned inwards, though tho orbs were directed towards his 
visitors. 

With this lack-lustre gaze, and in the tone of thoughtful soH- 
loquy, he said ; ‘ Has Sir Charles Baspett no eyes ? and are there 
women so furtive, so secret, or so bashful, they do not tell their 
husbands 

Lady Bassett turned, with a scared look, to Mary Wells, and 
that young woman showed her usual readiness. She actually 
came to Mr. Eolfe, and half-whispered to him, * If you please, 
sir, gentlemen are blind, and my lady she is very bashful ; but 
Sir Charles knows it now; he have known it a good while; 
and it was a great comfort to him : he was getting better, sir, 
when the villains took him : ever so much better.' 

This solution silenced Mr. Eolfe, though it did not qitite 
satisfy him. He fastened on Mary Wells' last statement. ^ How 
tell me ; between the day when those two dootoipigot into his 
apartment, and the day of his capture, how longf 

'About a fortnight.’ 

11—2 
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*And in thiat particular fortnight, was there a marked im- 
provement V 

* La, yes, sir : was there not, my lady?* 

* Indeed there was, sir. He was beginning to take walks with 
me in the garden, and rides in an open carriage. He was getting 
better every day ; and, O sir, that is what breaks my heart ; I 
was curing my darling so fast, and now they will do all they 
can to destroy him. Their not letting his wife see him terrifies 
me.* 

* I think I can explain that. Now tell me — what time do you 
expect a certain event V 

Lady Bassett blushed, and cast a hasty glance at the speaker ; 
but he had a piece of paper before him, and was preparing to 
take down her reply, with the innocent face of a man who had 
asked a simple and necessary question, in the way of business. 

Then Lady Bassett looked at Mary Wells, and this look Mr. 
Bolfe surprised, because he himself looked up, to see why the 
lady hesitated. 

After an expressive glance between the miwstress and maid, the 
lady said, almost inaudibly, * More than throe months/ and then 
she blushed all over. 

Mr. Eolfe looked at the two women a moment, and seemed a 
little puzzled at their telegraphing each other on such a subject, 
but he coolly noted down Lady Bassett*s reply, on a card about 
the size of a foolscap sheet ; and then set himself to write on 
the* same card the other facts ho had elicited. 

Whilst he was doing this very slowly, with great care and 
pains, the lady was eyeing ^him, like a zoologist studying some 
new animal j the simplicity and straightforwardness of his last 
question won by degrees upon her judgment and reconciled her 
to her Inquisitor, the more so, as he was quiet but intense, and 
his whole soul in her case. She began to respect his simple 
str%ightforwardness, his civility without a grain of gallantry, and 
his caution in eliciting all the facts before he would advise. 

After he had written down his synopsis, looking all the time 
as if his life depended on its correctness, he leaned' back, and 
his ordinary but mobile countenance was transfigured into 
geniality. 

"Come,* said he, ‘grandmamma has pestered you with ques- 
tions enough^;,; now you retort : ask me anything — speak your 
mind — these things should be attacked in every form, and sifted 
with svnry sieve.* 
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Lady Bassett hesitated a moment, bat at Jast responded to 
this invitation. 

* Sir, one thing that discourages me cruelly — my solicitor 
seems so inferior to Mr. Bassett^s. He can think of nothing but 
objections, so ho does nothing, and lets us be trampled on ; it is 
his being unable to cope with Mr. Bassett^s solicitor, Mr. 
Wheeler, that has led me in my deep distress to trouble you, 
whom I had not the honour of knowing/ 

understand your ladyship perfectly^ Mr./'Oldfield is a 
respectable solicitor, and Wheeler is a sharp country practitioner, 
aiul, to use my favourite Americanism, you feel like lighting with 
a blunt knife against a sharp one.* 

* That is my feeling, sir, and it drives me almost wild some- 
times/ 

‘ For your comfort, then, in my earlier litigations — I have had 
sixteen lavvsuits, fur myself and other oppressed people — 1 had 
oi'ten that very impression, but the result always corrected it. 
Legal battles are like other battles ; first you have a skirmish or 
two, and then a great battle in court.' Now sharp attorneys aie 
very apt to win the skirjiiish — and lose the battle. I see a 
general of this stamp in Mr. Wheeler, and you need not fear 
him much. Of course an antagonist is never to bo despised : 
but I would rather have Wheeler against you than Oldfield. 
An honest man like Oldfield blunders into wisdom the Lord 
knows how. Your Wheelers seldom got beyond cunning ; and 
cunning does not see far enough to cope with men of real saga- 
city and forethought in matters so complicated as this. Oldfield, 
acting for Bassett, would have pushed rapidly on to an examina- 
tion by the court. You would have evaded it, and put yourself 
in the wrong ; and the inquiry, well urged, might have been 
adverse to Sir Charles. Wheeler has taken a more cunning and 
violent course ; it strikes more terror, does more immediate 
harm — but what does it lead to] Very little; and it disarms 
them of their sharpest weapon, the immediate inquiry ; for we 
could now delay and greatly prejudice an inquiry, on the very 
ground of the outrage and unnecessary ..violence, and could 
demand time to get the patient as well as he was before the 
outrage. And indeed the court is very jealous of those who 
begin by going ho a judge, and then alter their minds and try to 
dispose of the case themselves. And to make meters worse, 
here they do it by straining an Act of Parliament opposed to 
equity/ 
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* I wish it may protre so, sir ; hut, meanwhile, 'Mr. Wheeler is 

active, Mr, Oldfield is passive. He has not an idea. He is a 
mere negative.* • 

* Ah, that is because he is out of his groove. A smattering 
of law is not enough here ; it wants a smattering of human 
imture, too.* ' 

* Then, sir, would you advise mo to part with Mr. Oldfield f 

‘No. Why make an enemy ? besides he is the vehicle of 

communication with the other side. You must simply ignore 
him for a time.’ 

‘ But is there nothing I can £?o, sir ] for it is this cruel in- 
activity that kills me. Pray advise me — you know all now,* 

Mr. Eolfe, thus challenged, begged for a moment’s delay. 

‘Let us be silent a minute,’ said he, ‘ and think hard.* 

And, to judge by his face, he did think with great intensity. 

* Lady Bassett,’ said he very gravely, ‘ 1 assume T^hat every fact 
you and Mr, Angelo have laid before me is true, and no vital 
part is kept back. Well, then, your present course is— Delay. 
'Not the weak delay of those who procrastinate what cannot be 
avoided, but the wise delay of a general who can biing up over- 
powering forces, only give him time. Understand me, there is 
more than one game on the cards, but I prefer the surest. We 
could begin fighting openly to-morrow, but that would be risking 
too much for too little. The law’s delay, the insolence of office, 
the uphill and thorny way, would hurt Sii Charles’s mind at 
present. The apathy, the cruehy, the trickery, the routiire, the 
hot and cold fits of hope and fear, would poison your blood, and 
perhaps lose Sir Charles the heir he pines for Besides, if we 
give battle to-day, we fight the heir-at-law , but, in three or four 
months, we may have him on our side, and trustees appointed 
by you. By that time, too, Sir Charles will have got over that 
abominable capture, and be better than he was a week ago, con- 
stantly soothed and conseded, as he will be, by the hope of olf- 
epting. When the right time comes, that moment w© strike, 
and with a sledge-hammer : no letters to the commissioners then, 
no petitioning Chancery to send a jury into the asylum, 'strong- 
hold of prejudice. I mil cut your husband in two. Don’t be 
alaimed* I will merely give him, with your help, an altm- ego, 
who shall efifect his liberation, and ruin Kichard Bassett ; ruin 
him in das^iges and costs, and drive him out of the country, 
perhaps. Meantime, you are not to be a lay-figure, or a mere 
negative.* , 
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‘ Oh, sir, I am so glad of that !’ 

^ Far from that ; you will act defensively. Mr. Bassett has 
one chance : you must the person to extinguish it ; injudicious 
treatment in the asylum might retard Sir Charles's cure ; their 
le^jches and their sedatives, administered by sucking apothecaries, 
who reason h friori^ instead of watching the effect of these things 
on the patient, might seriously injure your husband, for his dis- 
order is connected with a weak circulation of blood in the 
vessels of the brain. We must therefore guard against that at 
once. To work, then, Who keeps this famous asylum V 

‘Dr. Suaby,' 

‘ Suaby ? 1 know that name. Ho has been here, I think. I 
must look in my Index rerum et hominum. Suaby ? Not 
down. Try Asyla.— Aayla ; “Suaby: see letter-book for the 
year — ^ p. 368.” An old letter-book. I must go elsewhere for 
that.' 

He went out, and after some time returned with a folio letter- 
book. 

Hero are two letters to mo from Dr. Suaby detailing his 
system, and inviting me to spend a week at his asylum. Conje, 
come, Sir Charles is with a man who does not fear inspection ; 
for, at this date, I was bitter against private asylums, rather in* 
discriniinately so I fear. Stay ! he visited me ; I thought so. 
Hero's a description of him ; “A pale, thoughtful man, with a 
remarkably mild eye : is against restraint of lunatics, and against 
all punishment of them, Quixotically so ; being cross-examined, 
declares that if a patient gave him a black eye, he would not let 
a keeper handle him roughly, being irresponsible.” No more 
would I, if I could give him a good licking myself. Please 
study these two letters closely ; you may get a clue how to deal 
with the amiable writer in person.' 

‘ Oh, thank you, Mr. Eolfe,' said Lady Bassett, dashing all 
over. She was so transported at having something to do. She 
quietly devoured the letters, and, after she had read them, said 
a load of fear was now taken off her mind. 

Mr. Kolfe shook his head. 

* You must not rely on Dr. Suaby too much. In a prison, or 
an asylum, each functionary is important in exact proportion to 
his nominal insignificance; and why? because the greater his 
nominal unimportance, the more he comes in actual contact with 
the patient ; the theoretical scale runs thus : 1st. The presiding 
phyincian. 2nd. The medical aubordinates. 3rd. Tha.keepem 
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land nurses. The practical scale runs thus : let. The keepers and 
nurses. 2iid. The medical attendants. 3rd. The presiding physician.^ 
I am glad to hear you say so, sir ; <for, when I went to tho 
asylum, and the medical attendant, Mr. Salter, would not let 
me see my husband, I gave his keeper and the nurse a little 
money, to be kind to him in his confinement.^ 

^ You did I yet you come here for advice ? This is the way ; 
a man discourses and argues, and, by profound reasoningi — that 
is, by what he thinks profound, and it isn’t — arrives at the right 
thing ; and lo I a woman with her understanding heart, and her 
hard good sense, goes and does that wise thing humbly, without 
a word. Subsum oorda ! — Cheer up^ loving heart f shouted he, 
like the roar of a Hon in ecstasies j * you have done a master-stroke 
— without Oldfield, or Eolfe, or any other man.’ 

Lady Bassett clasped her hands with joy, and some electric 
fire seemed to run through her veins ; for she was all sensibi' 
lilies, and this sudden triumphant roaring out of strong w^orda 
was cmito new to her, and carried her away. 

‘ W'll,’ said the eccentric personage, cooling quite as suddenly 
as he had fired, ‘the only improvement I can suggest is — bo a 
little more precise at your next visit : promise his keepers twenty 
guineas a-picce, the day Sir Charles is cured; and promise them’ 
ten guineas a-piece not to administer one drop of medicine for 
the next two months ; and, of course, no leech nor blister. The 
cursed sedatives they believe in are destruction to Sir Charles 
Bassett. His circulation must not be made too slow one day, 
and too fast the next, which is the efiect of a sedative, but made 
regular by exercise, and nourishing food. So, then, you will 
* square the keepers, by their cupidity ; the doctor is on the right 
side per se . Shall we rely on these two, and ignore the medical 
attendants? "What is the key to these medical attendants? 
Hum I Try flapkeyism. I have great faith in British flunkey- 
ism Pay your next visit with four horses, two outriders, aud 
blazing liveries. Don’t dress in perfect taste like • that ; go 
in finer clothes than you ever wore in the morning, or ouglit 
to wear, except at a wedding; go, not as a petitioner, but 
as 41 queen, and dazzle snobs ; the which being dazzled _ .then 
tickle their vanity : don’t speak of Sir Charles as an inured 
man, nor as a man unsound in mind, but a gentleman who is 
rather ill, ** but gentlemen, I feel your remarkable skill will 
soon set him right” Your husband mns that one risk; make 
him safe ; a few emiles, and a little flattery, will do it : and if 
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not, why, fight, with all a woman’s weapons. Don’t he too nice : 
we must all hold a candle to the devil once in our lives ; a w>b’s 
love sanctifies a woinan’,s arts in fighting with a villain, and dis- 
arming donkeys.’ 

‘ Oh, I wish I was there now !’ 

‘ You are excited, madam,’ said he severely. ‘That is out of 
place — in a deliberative assembly.* 

‘ No, no : only I want to be there, doing all this for my dear 
husband.’ ■ 

‘ You are very excited : and it is my fault. You must be 
hungry too ; you have come a journey. There will be a reaction, 
and tlien you will be hysterical. Your temperament is of that 
kind.* 

He rang a bell, ordered his maidservant to bring some beef- 
wafers and a pint of dry champagne. 

Lady Bassett remonstrated, but he told her to be quiet ; ' for/ 
said he, ‘ I have a smattering of medicine, as well as of law and 
of human nature. Sir Charles must correspond with you. Pro- 
bably he has already written you six letters, complaining of tins 
monstrous act, a sane man incarcerated. Well, that class of 
letter goes into a letter-box in the hall of an asylum, but it 
never reaches its address. Please take a pen, and M'rite a formula. 
He dictated as follows : 

‘My dear Love, 

‘ 27ie trifling illness I had, tvlien I came here, is beginning 
to give way to the skill and attention of the medical gentlemen here. 
They are all 7nost kind and attentive ; the place, as it is conducted, 
is a credit to iJee country.^ 

Lady Bassett’s eyes sparkled. ‘ Oh, Mr. Kolfe, is not this 
rather artful V 

‘And is it not artful to put up a letter-box, encourage the 
writing of letters, and then open them, and suppress what- 
ever is disagreeable ? May every man who opens another man’s 
letter find that letter a trap ! Here comes your medicine. You 
never drink champagne in the middle of the day of course V 

‘ Oh no.* 

‘ Then it will be all the better medicine.* 

He made both mistress and maid eat the thin slices of beef, 
and drink, a glass of champagne. 

Whilst they were thus fortifying themselves, he wrote his 
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a^drefts on "^some stamped envelopes, an^jgave them to Lady 
Bwott, and told her she had better write to him at once, if any- 
thing occurred. ‘ You must also write to me if you really cannot 
get to see your husband. Then I will come down myself, with 
the public press at my back. But I am sure that will not be 
necessary, in Dr. Suaby’s asylum. He is a better Christian than 
i am, confound him for it ! You went too soon ; your husband 
had been agitated by the capture ; Siiaby was away ; ♦Salter had 
probably applied what he imagined to be soothing remedies, 
leeches — a blister — morphia. Kesnlt, the patient was so much 
worse than he was before they touched him, that Salter was 
ashamed to let you see him. Having really excited liim, instead 
of sodthing him, Sawbones Salter had to pretend that you would 
excite him. As if creation contained: any mineral, drug, simple, 

^ leech, Spanish fly, gadfly, or shower-bath, so soothing as a loving 
, wife is to a man in affliction. Hew reading of an old song ; 

* If the heart of a man is oppressed with cares. 

It makes him much worse when a woman appears.’ 

Go to-morrow ; you will see him. He will bo worse than he was; 
but not much. Somebody will have told him that his wife put 

him ip there ’ 

‘Oh! oh]’ 

‘ And he will not have believed it. His father was a Bassett ; 
his mother a Le Compton ; his great-great-great-grandmother 
^ was a Rolfe ; there is no cur’s blood in him. After the first 
shock he will have found the spirit and dignity of a gentleman, 

. to sustain adversity ; these men of fashion are like that ; they 
are better steel than women — and writers.’ 

When he had said this he indicated by his manner that he 
thought he had exhausted the subject and himself. 

Lady Bassett rose and said, ‘ Then, sir, 1 will take my leave'; 
and oh^^I am sorry I have not your eloquent pen, or your elo- 
quent t<mgue, to thank you You have interested yourself in a 
® stranger, you have brought the power of a great mind to bear on 
our I came here a widow ; now I feel "a wife again. 

Your good words have warmed my very heart* I can only pray 
God to bless you, sir.’ 

‘Bray say no more, madam/ said Mr. Rolfe hastily, *A 
gentleman cannot be always writing lies ; an hour or two given 
to ttnth imd justice is a wholesome diversion. At all events 
don% thank me till my advice has proved worth it’ 


':m Afcv- 
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He rang the Jjell : the servant came, and showed the way to 
the street door : Hr. Bolfe followed them to the passage 0%, 
whence be bowed cerenr^niously once more to Lady Bassett as 
she went ont. 

As she passed into the street she heard a fearfub clatter. It 
was her counsellor tearing back to his interrupted novel like a 
distracted bullock. 

‘ Well, I don’t think much of he^ said Mary Wells. 

Lady Bassett was mute to that, and all the |oarney home 
very absorbed and taciturn ; impregnated with ideas she could 
not have invented, but was more able to execute than the in- 
ventor. She was absorbed in digesting Eolfe's every word, and 
fixing bis map in her mind, and filling in details to his outline ; 
so small-talk stung her : she gave her companion ver/ short 
answers, especially when she disparaged Mr. Eolfe. 

‘ You couldn't get in a word edge-ways,' said Mary Wells, ^ 

' I went to hear wisdom, and not to chatter.’ 

‘ He doesn’t think small beer of hib^uif, anyhow/ 

‘ How can he, and see other men ?’ 

* Well, I don’t think much of him, for my part.’ 

‘ I dare say the C^ueen of Sheba's lady's-maid thought Solomon 
a silly thing.’ 

‘ I don’t know ; that was afore iny time ’ (rather pertly), 

' Of course it was, or you couldn’t imitate her.’ 

On reaching home she ordered a light dinner upstairs, and 
sent directions to the coachman and grooms. 

At nine next morning the four-in-hand came round, and 
they started for the asylum ; coachman and two more in brave 
liveries j two outriders. 

Twenty miles from Huntercombe they changed the wheelers, 
two fresh horses having been sent on at night. 

They drove in at the lodge-gate of Bellevue House, which 
was left ostentatiously open, and soon drew up at the hall door, 
.and set many a pale face peeping from the upper windows. 

The door opened, the respectable servant came out, with a 
respectful air. 

‘ Is Mr. Salter at hbme, sir 

‘ Ho, madam. Mr. Coyne is in charge to-day/ 

Lady Bassett was glad to hear that, and asked if she 
be allowed to see Mr. Co3me. 

* Certainly, madam. I’ll tell him at once,’ was tha reply. 

Determined to , enter the place, Lady Bassett requested '"iieif 
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people to open the carriage door, and she wap in the act of 
gifting out, when Mr. Coyne appeared, a little oily bustling 
man, with a good-humoured vulgar facp liable to a subservient 
pucker; he wore it directly at sight of a fine woman, fine 
clothes, fine footmen, and fine horses. 

‘ Mr. Coyne, I believe,’ said Lady Bassett, with a fascinating 
smile. 

‘ At your service, madam.’ 

* May I have a word in private with you, sir V 

‘ Certainly madam*’ 

^ We have come a long way. May the horses be fed V 

‘I am afraid,’ said the little man apologetically, ‘ I must ask 
you to send them to the inn. It is close by.’ 

* By all means.’ (To one of the outriders) ‘ You will wait 
here lor orders.’ 

Mary Wells had been already instructed to wait in the hall 
and look out sharp for Sir Charles’s keeper and nurse, and tell 
them her ladyship wanted to speak to them privately, and it 
would be money in their way. 

Lady Bassett, closeted with Mr. Coyne, began first to congru- 
tulate herself : 

* Mr. Bassett,’ said she, ‘is no friend of mine, but ho has done 
me a kindness in sending Sir Charles here, when he might 
have sent him to some place where he might have been made 
worse instead of better. Here, I conclude, gentlemen of your 
ability will soon cure liis trifling disorder, will you not f 

‘ 1 have good hopes, your ladyship ; he is better to-day.’ 

‘ I^ow, I dare say, you could tell me to a mouth when he will 
he cured.’ 

‘ Oh, your ladyship exaggerates my skill too much.* 

‘ Three months T 

‘ That is a short time to give us ; but your ladyship may rely 
on it we will do our best.’ 

‘ Will you ? Then I have no fear of the result. Oh, by-the- 
bye, Dr. Willis wanted me to take a message to you, Mr. Coyne. 
He knows you, by reputation.’ 

‘ Indeed I Eeally I was not aware that my humble ’ 

* Then you are better known than you, in ' your modesty, 
supposed. Let me see : what was the message 1 Ob, it was a 
peculiarity in Sir Charles he wished you to know. l)r. Willis 
has attended him from a boy, and he wished me to tell you that 
morphia and other sedatives have some very bad effects on him. 
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I told Br. Willis you would probably find that and everything 
else out, without a hint from him or anyone else.’ 

* Yes, but I will make; a note of it, for all that.* 

‘ That is very kind of you. It will flatter the doctor, the 
more so as he has so high an opinion of you. But now, Mr. 
Coyne, I suppose if I am very good, and promise to soothe him, 
and not excite him, I may see my husband to-day V 

‘Certainly, madam. You have an order from the person 
who ' 

‘ I forgot to bring it with me. I relied on your humanity.’ 

‘ That is unfortunate. I am afraid I must not ’ he hesi- 

tated, looked very uncomfortable, and said he would consult 
!Mr. Appleton ; then; suddenly puckering his face into obsequi- 
ousness, ‘ Would your ladyship like to inspect some of our 
arrangements for the comfort of our patients 

Lady Bassett would have declined the i)roposal, but for the 
singular play of countenance ; she was herself all eye and mind, 
so she said, gravely, ‘ I shall be very liappy, sir.’ 

Mr. Coyne then led the way, and showed her a large sitting- , 
room, where some ladies were seated at different occupations and 
amusements. They kept more apart from each other than ladies 
do in general ; but this was the only sign a far more experienced 
observer than Lady Bassett could have discovered, the nurses 
having sprung from authoritative into unobtrusive positions at 
the sound of Mr. Coyne’s footstep outside. 

‘ What !’ said Lady Bassett, ‘ are all these ladies ’ She 

hesitated, 

‘ Every one,’ said Mr. Coyne ; ‘ and some incurably.’ 

‘ Oh, please let us retire ; I have no right to gratify my 
curiosity. Poor things, they don't seem unhappy.’ 

‘Unhappy!’ said Mr. Coyne. ‘We don’t allow unhappiness 
here ; our doctor is too fond of them ; he is always contriving 
something to please them.’ 

At this moment Lady Bassett looked up, and saw a woman 
watching her over the rail of a corridor on the first floor. She 
recognised the face directly ; the woman made her a rapid 
signal, and then disappeared into one of the rooms. 

‘ Would there be any objection to our going upstairs, Mr, 
Coyne 1’ said Lady Bassett, with a calm voice, and a heart 
thumping violently. 

‘ Oh, none whatever. I’ll conduct you ; but there I am 
afraid I must leave you £>r a time.’ 
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He showiftij her upstairs, blew a whistle, handed her over to 
an attendant^ and bowed and smiled himself away grotesquely. 

Jones was the very keeper she had feed last visit. She 
flushed with joy at sight of ball necked burly Jones. ‘Oh, 
Mr, J ones I* said she, putting her bauds together, with a look 
that might have melted a hangman. 

Junes winked, and watched Mr. Coyne out of sight. ‘ I have 
seen your ladyship’s maid,^ said he confidentially. ‘ It is all 
right ; Mr. Coyne have got the b linke rs on. Only pass me 
your word not to excite him.’ 

‘ Oh no, sir, I will soothe him.’ And she trembled all over. 

‘ Sally !’ cried Jones. 

The nurse came out. of a room, and held the door ajar ; she 
whispered, * I have prepared him, madam ; he is all right/ 

Lady Bassett, by a great effort, kept her feet from rushing, 
her heart from crying oirt with joy, and she entered the room. 
Sally closed the door liSe a shot, with a delicacy one would 
hardly have given her credit for, to judge from appearances. 

Sir Charles stood in the middle of the room, beaming to 
receive her, but restraining himself. They met ; he held her 
to his heart ; she wept for joy and grief upon his neck. Neither 
spoke for a long time. 


CIIAPTEE XXIV. 

They were seated hand in hand, comparing notes and comfort- 
ing each other. Then Lady Bassett met with a great surprise : 
forgetting, or rather not realising, Sir Charles’s sex and character 
she began with a heavy heart to play the consoler ; but, after 
he had embraced her many times with tender rapture, and 
thanked God for the sight of her, lo and behold, this doughty 
baronet claimed his rights of manhood, and, in spite of his 
capture, his incarceration, and his malady, set to work to con- 
sole her, instead of lying down to be consoled. 

* My darling Bella,’ said he, ‘ don’t you make a mountain of 
a mole-hill. The moment you told me I should be a father, I 
began to get better, and to laugh at Richard Bassett’s malice* 
Of course I was terribly knocked over at first, by being captured 
like a Mem and clapped under lock and key; but 1 am getting 
over that* gets muddled once a day, that is all. 
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They gave me some poison the first day, that made me drunk 
twelve hours after ; but they have not repeated it,* 

< Oh !* cried Lady Bassett, ‘ then don't let me lose a moment. 
How could 1 forget V She opened the door, and called in Mr. 
Jones and the nurse. 

' Mr. Jones,-* said she, ‘ the first day my husband came here, 
Mr. Salter gave him a sedative, or something, and it made hiin 
much worse,’ 

‘ It always do make ’em worse,* said Jones bluntly.^ 

* Then why did ho give it ?* 

* Out 0’ book, ma’am. His sort don’t see how the medicines 
work ; but we do, as are always about the patient.* 

‘Mr. Jones,’ said Lady Bassett, ‘if Mr. Salter, or anybody 
prescribes, it is you who odmimster the medicine.’ 

Jones assented with a wink. Winking was his foible, as 
puckering of the face was Coyne’s. 

‘ Should you be offended if I were to offer you and the nurse 
ten guineas a month to pretend you had given him Mr. Salter’s 
medicines, and not do it 1’ 

‘ Oh, that is not much to do for a gentleman like Sir Charles,’ 
said Jones. ‘But I didn’t ought to take so much money for 
that. . To he sure I suppose the lady won’t miss it.* 

‘ Don’t you be a donkey, Jones,* said Sir Charles, cutting 
short his hypocrisy. ‘ Take whatever you can get ; only earn it.* 

‘ Oh, what I takes T earns.* 

‘ Of course,* said Sir Charles. ‘ So that is settled. You 
have got to physic those flower-pots instead of me, that is all* 

This view of things tickled Jones so, that he roared with 
laughter. However, he recollected himself all of a sudden, and 
stopped with ludicrous abruptness. 

He said to Lady Bassett, with homely kindness, ‘You go 
home comfortable, my lady : you have taken the stick by the 
right end.’ He then had the good sense to retire from the 
room. 

Then Lady Bassett told Sir Charles of her visit to London, 
and her calling on Mr. Eolfe. 

He looked blank at his wife calling on a bachelor ; but her 
description of the man, his age, and his simplicity, reconciled 
him to that ; and, when she told him the plan and order of 
campaign Mr. Eolfe had given her, he approved it very earnestly. 

He fastened in particular on something that Mr. Eolfe had 
dwelt lightly on. ‘ Dear as the sight of you is to me, sweet as 
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the Bound of your loved voice is to my ears and to my heart, I 
would rather not see you again until our hopes are realised than 
jeopardise i)iaV Lady Bassett sighed ^ for this seemed rather 
morbid. Sir Charles went on, ‘So think of your own health 
first, and avoid agitations. I am tormented with fear, lest that 
monster should take advantage of my absence to molest you ; if 
he does, leave Iluntercombe. Yes, leave it ; go to London — 
go, even for my sake \ my health and happiness depend on you ; 
they cannot be much affected by anything that happens here, 
f‘*‘ Stone walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars a cagc.^* ' 

^ Lady Bassett promised, but said she could not keep away 
from him, and ho must often write to her. She gave him 
Kolfe's formula, and told him all letters would pass that praised 
the asylum. 

Sir Charles made a wry face. 

Lady Bassett’s wrist went round his neck in a moment. 

* Oh, Charles dear ; for my sake — hold a little, little candle 
^to the devil. Mr. Rolfe says we must. Oblige me in this — I 
ara not so noble as you — and then 111 bo very good and obedient 
in what your heart is set upon/ 

At last Sir Charles consented. 

Then they made haste and told each other everything that 
had happened, and it was late in the afternoon before they 
parted. 

Lady Bassett controlled her tears at parting as well as she 
could. 

Mr. Coyne had slily hid himself, but emerged when she came 
down to the carriage ; and she shook him warmly by the hand, 
and he bowed at the door incessantly, with his face all in a 
pucker, till the cavalcade dashed away. 


CHAriER XXV. 

Lady Bassett timed her next visit so that she found Dr. Suaby 
at home. 

He received her kindly, and showed himself a master ; told 
her Sir Charles’s was a mixed case, in which the fall, the fit, 
and a morUd desire for offspring had all played their parts. 

He hoped a speedy cure, but said he counted on her assistance. 
There was no doubt what he meant. 
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‘ Oh, for one thing/ he said to her rather slily, ‘ Coyne tells lae 
you have been ’good enough to supply us with a hint as to his 
treatment ; sedatives are opposed to his idiosyncrasy/ 

Lady Bassett blushed high, and said something about Dr. 
Willis. 

‘ Oh, you are quite right, you and Dr. Willis ; only you are 
not so very conversant with that idiosyncrasy ; why have you 
let him smoke twenty cigars every day of his life ? The brain 
IS accessible by other roads than the stomach. Well, we have 
got him down to four cigars, and, in a month, we will have him 
down to two. The effect of that, and exercise, and simple food, 
and the absence of powerful excitements — you will see. Do 
your part,' said he gaily, ‘ we wull do ours. Ho is the most in- 
teresting patient in the house, and born to adorn society, though 
by a concurrence of unhappy circumstances he is separated from 
it for awhile.’ 

She spent the whole afternoon with Sir Charles, and they 
dined together at the doctor’s private table, with one or two 
patients, who were touched, but showed no signs of it on that 
occasion ; for the good doctor really acted like oil on the 
troubled waters. 

Sir Charles and Lady Bassett corresponded, and so kept their 
hearts up ; but after Ilolfe’s hint the correspondence was rather 
guarded. If these letters were read in the asylum, the curious 
would learn that Sir Charles was far more anxious about his 
wife’s condition than his own; but that these two patient 
])orsous were only waiting a certain near event to attack Eichard 
Bassett with accumulated fury — that smouldering fire did not 
smoke by letter, but burnt deep in both their sore .and heavy, 
hut^enduriug, Anglo-Saxon hearts. 

Lady Bassett wrote to Mr. Eolfe, thanking him again for his 
advice, and telling him how it worked. 

She had a very short reply from that gentleman. 

But, about six weeks after her visit, he surprised her a little 
by writing of his own accord, and asking her for a formal intro- 
duction to Sir Charles Bassett, and begging her to back a 
request that Sir Charles would devote a leisure hour or two to 
correspondence with him, ‘Not,’ said he, ‘ on his private affairs, 
but on a matter of general interest. I want a few of his ex- 
periences and observations in that place. I have the less scruple 
in asking it, that whatever takes him out of himself will be 
salutary.’ 
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Lady Bassett sent him the required introduption in such 
terms, that Sir Chades at once consented to oblige his wife by 
obliging Mr. Bolfe. 

‘ My. DBAit Sir, 

* In compliance, with y&ur wish, and Lady Bassett% I knd 
ym a /^f desultory remarks on what I see here. 

‘ 1^* The lines, 

Great wUh to madneas nearly art allied^ 

* And thin ^artitwna do their bonds dirifUj' 

are in my opinion exaggerated and untrue. Taking the people here 
as a guide, the imane in general appear to he people with very little 
brains and enormous egotim. 

‘ My next observation i% that the women have far less magination 
than the men; they cannot even realise their oum favourite delusions. 
For instance here are two young ladies, the Virgin Mary and. the 
QuACn of England. Bow do they play their parts ? They sit aloof 
frm all the rest with their noses in the air : hit gauge their imagina- 
tiofis ; go down oti one kn.ee, or both, and address them as a. Saint 
and. a Queen ; they cannot say a vwrd in accordance : yet they are 
cunning enough to see they cannot reply in clmacier, so they wUl not 
utter a syllable to their adorers. Tliey are like tlw. shop-hoys wfio go 
to a masqmrade as Burleigh, or Walsvngham, and, when you ash 
them who is Queen Bess' s favourite, just now, blush, and look offended, 
and pass sulkily on. 

* The sarne doss of male lunatics can speak in character; and Urn 
observation has made me doubt wimher philosophers are not mistaJeen 
in saying that women generally have more imagination than men. I 

/tutted they have infinitely less; and I believe their great love of 
novels, which has been set down to magination, arises mainly frmn 
their ward of it. You writers of novels supply that defect f^ them, 
by a pid^al style, by an infinity of minute details, and petty aids 
to realising, all which an imagimfive reader can do for himself on 
reading! a hare narrative of sterling facts and incidents. 

* Z find a- monotony in madness : so many have inrspiratiems, see 
jfhmtoms, are the vidims of vast conspiracies ( Frimipalities and 
powers combined against a fly); their food is poisoned, their wine is 
drugged, etc., etc. 

* These, I think, are all form of that mtyrbid egotism which is at 
the bottom of insanity. So is their antipathy for each other. They 
keep apart r became a madmm is all self, and his talk is all self ; 
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this egotisms dash^ arid m antipathy arises ; yet it is not, X thinh 
pure antipathy^ though so regarded^ hut a mere form of their bound- 
less egotism. # 

^ If in visiting an asylum^ you see two or three different pdti&rds 
button-hole a fourth^ and pour their grievances into a listening ear^ 
you may safely suspect No. 4 of — sanity. 

‘ On the whoky I ihinlc the doctor himself and <me ofhdsattendantSy 
and Jones a keeper ^ have more solid eecentrkity aid mriety about 
them than most of the patients.^ 

Extract from Letter 2, -writton about a fortnight later : 

‘ Some insane persons have a way of couching their nonsense in 
language that sounds rational, and has a false air of logical con- 
nection. Their periods seem stolen front sensible books, and forcibly 
hited to incongruous *‘hoshd* By this means the ear is confused; 
and a slow hearer might fancy he iva-s listening to setise. 

‘ / have secured you one exampk of this. You must know that 
in the evening I sometimes collect a few together, and try to get them 
to tell their stories. Little comes of it, in general, Imt interruptkms. 
But, one night, a mela^icholy Bagman responded in good set terms, 
and all in a mmnent; me would have thought I had put a torch to 
a barrel of powder, he went off so quickly — in this style : 

‘ ‘‘ You ask my story : it is briefly told. Initiated in commerce 
from my earliest years, and travelled in the cotton trade. As 
representative of a large house in Manchester, I visited the United 
States. Unfortunately for nu, that country was then the chosen 
abode of spirits; the very air was thick, and humming, with super- 
naturalia. Ere long, spirit-voices whispered in my ear, and sug- 
gested pious a^lrations at first : that was a blind, no doubt ; fm 
very soon they went on to insinuate things profane and indelicate, 
and urged me to deliver them in mixed companies. I forbore with 
difficulty, restrained by the early lessons of a pious mother, and a 
disinclination to be kicked downstairs or flung out 0 ^ window. 

‘ “/ consulted a friend, a native of the country; he said, in its 
beautiful Boric, ‘ Old oss, I reckmvou^d better change the airJ ^ I 
grasped his hand, mutter^ a blessing, and sailed for England. 

‘ “ lOw ocean^s peaceful bosom the anrwyance ceased. But, under 
this deceitful calm, fresh dangers brooded. Two doctors had stolen 
into the ship, unseen by human eye, and hided their time. Unable 
to act at sea, owing to the combing effect of wind and current, they 
concealed themselves on deck under a black tarpavlm — that is to Say 

12—2 
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it hoi been black, but wind and weather had reduced it to a dirty 
brown — and there, adopting for the occasion the habits of the dor- 
mouse, the bear, the caierpUlar, and other ephemeral productions,, 
they lay torpid. But the moment the vessel touched the quay, pro- 
fiting. by the commotion, they enurged and signed cmiificates with 
chalk on my portmanteau ; then vanished in ike crowd. The Cus- 
tomhouse read the certificates, and seized my luggage as contraband. 
I was too old a traveller to leave my luggage; so then they seized 
me, and sent us both down hereP {IFith sudden and short-lived 
fury) “ That old hell-hound at the Lodge asked them where I was 
booked for. ‘ For the whole journey,' said a sepulchral voice unseen. 
That means the grave, my boys, the silent grave." 

* Notwithstanding this stern decree, Suaby expects to turn him out 
cured in a few months. 

* Miss Wieland, a very pretty girl, put her arm in mine, and 
dreiv me mysteriously apart. “ So yeni are collecting the villanies," 
said she, sotto voce. “ It will take you all your time. I'll tell you 
mine. There's a hideous old man wants me to marry him; and 
I won't. And he has put me in here, and keeps me prisoner, till I 
will. They are all on his side, especially that sanctified old 
Suaby. They drug my wine; they stupefy me; they give me thii^s 
to make me naughty and tipsy : but it is no use. I never will marry 
that old goat — that for his nwney and him — I'll die jirst." 

‘ Of course my blood boiled; but I asked my nurse, Sally, and 
she assured me there was not one atom of truth in any part of ihv 
story. The young lady was put in here by her mother; none 

too soon, neither.'" I asked her wltni she meant. “ kFhy, she 
came here with her throat cut, and strapping on it. She is a 
gdci^ l." * 

This correspondence led eventually to some unexpected results ; 
but I am obliged to interrupt it for a time, while I deal with a 
distinct series of events, which began about five weeks after 
Lady Bassett's visit to Mr. Rolfe, and will carry the reader 
forward beyond the date we have now arrived at. 

It was the little dining-room at Highmore : a low toom of 
modest size, plainly furnished. An enormous fire-place, paved 
Avith plain tiles, on which were placed iron dogs ; only wood and 
roots were burned in this room. 

Mrs. Bassett had just been packed off to bed by marital 
authority : Bassett and Wheeler sat smoking pipes, and sipping 
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'whisky and water. Bassett professed to like the smell of peat 
smoke iu whisky ; what he really liked was the price. 

After a few sileot Vhills, said Bassett, ' I didn’t think they 
would take it so quietly ; did you V 

‘ Well, I really did not But, after all, what can they do ? 
They are evidently afraid to go to the Court of Chancery, and 
ask for a jury in the asylum — and what else can they do V 

‘ Humph 1 They might arrange an escape, and .hide him for 
fourteen days : then wo could not recapture him trithout fresh 
certificates ; could wo V 

‘Certainly not’ 

* And the doors would he too well guarded ; not a crack for 
two doctors to creep in at’ 

‘You go top fist You know the law, from me ; and you are 
a daring man thafr would try this sort of thing ; but a timid 
woman, advised by a respectable muff like Oldfield 1 They will 
never dream of such a thing.' ^ 

‘ Oldfield is not her head man. She has got another adviser, 
and he is the very man to do something plucky.’ 

‘ I don’t know who you mean,’ 

* Why, her lover, to be sure.’ 

‘ Her lover ? Lady Bassett’s lover !’ 

‘ Ay, the young parson.’ 

Wheeler smiled satirically. ‘ You certainly are a good hater. 
Nothing is too bad for those you don't like. If that Lady 
Bassett is not a true wife, where will you find one V 

* She is tlie most deceitful jade in England,' 

‘ Oh ! oh !’ 

‘ Ah ! you may sneer. So you have forgotten how she out- 
witted us. Did the devil himself ever do a cunninger thing than • 
that 1 — tempting a fellow into a correspondence that seemed a 
piece of folly on her part, yet it was a deep diabolical trick to 
get at my handwriting. Did you see her game ? I7o more than 
I did. You chuckled at her writing letters to the plaintiff 
peTideiUe lite. We were both children, setting our wits against a 
wcmiaiTs. I tell you I dread her, especially when I see her 6o 
unnaturally quiet, after what we have done. When you hook a ^ 
large salmon, and ho makes a great commotion, but all of -a / 
sudden lies like a stone, be on your guard ; he means mischief,’ 

‘Well,’ said Wheeler, ‘this is all very true, bub you have 
strayed from the point What makes you think she has an im- 
proper attachment V 
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^ 1$ it so very unnatural ? He is the handsomest fellow about ; 
she is the loveliest woman ; he is dark, she is fair ; and they are 
thrown together by circumstances. Another thing, I have 
always understood that women admire the qualities they don’t 
possess themselves — strength, for instance. Kow this parson is 
a Hercules, He took Sir Charles up like a boy, and carried him 
in his arms all the way from where he had the fit. Lady 
Bassett walked beside them. Rely on it, a woman does not see 
one man carry another so without making a comparison in favour 
of the strong, and against the weak. But what am I talking 
about ? they walk like lovers, those two.’ 

‘ What, hand in hand 1 he 1 he !* 

* No, side by side ; but yet like lovers for all that.* 

‘ You must havq a good eye.’ 

* I have a good opera-glass.’ 

Mr, Wheeler smoked in silence. 

‘ Well, but/ said he, after a pause, ‘ if this is so, all the better 
for you. Don’t yoti see that the lover will never really help her 
to get the husband out of confinement ? It is hot in the nature 
of things. He may struggle with his own conscience a bit, 
being a clergyman, but he won’t go too far : he won’t break 
the law to get Sir Charles home, and so end these charming 
duets with his lady-love.’ 

‘ By Jove, you are right !’ cried Bassett, convinced in his turn. 

* I say, old fellow, two heads are better than one. I think we 
have got the clue, between us. Yes, by Heaven ! it is so ; for 
tbo carriage used to be out twice a week, but now she only gees 
about once in ten days. By-and-by it will be once a fortnight ; 
then once a month ; and the black-eyed rector will preach patience 
and resignation. Oh, it was a masterstroke clapping him in that 
asylum. All we have got to do now is to let well alone. When 
she is over head and ears in love with Angelo, she will come to 
easy terms with us, and so I’ll move across the way ; I shall never 
be happy till I live at Huntercombe, and administer the estate.’ 

The maid-servant brought him a note, and said it was from 
her mistress. Bassett took it rather contemptuously, and said, 

* The little woman is always in a fidget now when you come 
here. She is all for peace.’ He read the letter. It ran thus ; 

* Dbahisst Eicuabd, 

* I mj>lm you to do nothing more fo hurt Sir Charles. It 
is wickeiy mi ifs useless^ God has had pity on Lady Bassett, and 
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have you pity on her too. Jane has jusi heard U from one of the 
Hunterc(^e servants,* 

• 

‘ What does she mean, with her it*s V* Why, surely — ^read 
it, you.’ 

They looked at each other, in doubt and amaa^ment, for some 
time. , Then Hichard X^assett rushed upstairs, and had a few 
hafit)j» words with his wife. 

She told him her news in plainer English, anA renewed her 
mild entreaties ; he turned his back on her in the middle. He 
went out into the nursery, and looked at his child. The little 
fellow, a beautiful boy, slept the placid sleep of infancy; he 
leaned over him and kissed him, and went down to the dining- 
room. 

His feet came tramp, trami), very slowly, and, when he opened 
the door, Mr. Wheeler was startled at the change in his appear- 
ance. He was pale, and his countenance had Gallon. 

‘ Why, what is the matter V said Wliceler. 

* She has done us. Ah, I was wiser than you ; I feared her. 
It is the same thing over again ; a woman against two children. 
This shows how strong she is ; you can^t realise what she has 
done, even when you see it An heir was wanted to those 
estates. Love cried out for one. Hate cried out for one. 
Nature deuied one. She has cut the Gordian knot ; out it as 
boldly as the lowest woman in Huntercombe would have cut it, 
under such a terrible temptation.’ 

‘.Oh, for shame !’ 

* Tliiiik, and use your eyes.’ 

‘ My eyes have seen the lady ; I think I see her now, kneeling 
like an angel over her husband, and pitying him for having 
knocked me down. I say her only lover is her husband.’ 

‘ Oh, that was a long time ago. * Time brings changea You 
can’t take the eyes out of my head,’ 

‘ Suppose it should he only a false alarm V 

‘ Is that likely % However, I will learn. Whether it is or 
not, that child shall never rob'inine of Bassett and Huntercombe. 
Anything is fair against such a woman.’ 
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CHAPTER XXVl 

That very after Wheeler had gone home, Richard 

Raasett wrote a cajoling letter to Mary Wells^ asking her to 
meet him at the old place. 

When the girl got this letter she felt a little faint ^or a 
moment; but she knew the man, his treachery, and his hard 
egotism and selfishness so well, that she tossed the letter aside, 
and resolved to take no notice. Her trust was all in her mis- 
tress, for whom, indeed, she had more real affection than for 
any living creature ; as for Richard Bassett, she absolutely 
detested him. 

As the day wore on she took another view of matters : her 
deceiver was the enemy of her mistress ; she might do her a 
service by going to this rendezvous, might Icurn something from 
him, and use it against him. 

So she went to the rendezvous, with a heart full of bitter 
hate. 

Bassett, with all his assurance, could not begin his interro- 
gatory all in a moment : he made a sort of apology, said he felt 
he had been unkind, and he had nover been bappy since he 
had deserted her. 

She cut that short. ‘ I have found a better than yon,’ said 
she. ‘I am going to London very soon — to be married.* 

‘ I am glad to hear it.’ 

^1^0 doubt you are.* 

* I moan for your sake.* 

‘For my sake ? Yon think as little of me as I do of you. 
Come now, what do you want of me — without a lie, if you 
can f 

‘ I wanted to see you, and talk to you, and hear your pros- 
pects.* 

‘ Well, I have told you.* And she protended to be- going, 

‘Don’t be in such a hurry. Tell us the news. Is it truo 
that Lady Bassett is expected * 

‘ Oh, that is no news.* 

‘ It is to me.* 

‘ *Tain*t no news in our house. W^hy, we have known it for 
months.* -v 

This took away the man's breath for a minute. 
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At last he said, with a great deal of intention : 

* Will it be fair or dark?’ 

‘As God pleases.* • 

‘ 1*11 bet you five pounds to one that it is dark.* 

Mary shrugged her ehouldoie contemptuously, as if these 
speculations were too childish for her. 

‘ lt*s my lady you want to talk about, is it % I thought it 
was to make me a wedding present.* 

He actually put his hand in his pocket, and gave her two 
sovereigns. She took them with a grim smile. 

He presumed on this to question her minutely. 

She submitted to the interrogatory. 

Only, as the questions were not always delicate, and the 
answer was invariably an untruth, it may be as well to pass 
over the rest of the dialogue. Suffice it to say that, whenever 
the girl saw the drift of a question, she lied admirably ; and 
when she did not, still she lied upon principle ; it must be a 
good thing to deceive the enemy. 

Eichard Bassett was now perplexed, and saw himself in that 
very position which had so galled Lady Bassett six weeks or so 
before. He could not make any advantageous move, but was 
obliged t o wait even^ . All he could do 
Lady Bassett, end note how often she wont to the asylum. 

After many days* watching lie saw something new. 

Mr. Angelo M'as speaking to her with a good deal of warmth, 
when suddenly she started from him, and then turned round 
upon liim in a very commanding attitude, and with prodigious 
lire. Angelo seemed then to address her very humbly, but she 
remained rigid. At last Angelo retired, and left her so ; but he 
was no sooner out of sight than she dropped into a garden*seat, 
and, taking out her handkerchief, cried a long time, 

‘ Why doesn*t the fool come back V said Bassett from his 
tower of observation. 

He related this incident to Wheeler, and it impressed that 
worthy more than all he had ever said before on the same sub- 
ject. But in a day or two AVheeler, who was a great gossip, and 
picked up everything, came and told Bassett that the parson 
was looking out for a curate, and going to leave his living for a 
time, on the ground of health. 

‘ That is rather against your theory, Mr. Bassett,’ said he. 

‘ Hot a bit,* said Bassett. ‘ On the contrary, that is just what 
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these aitfiil women do, who sacrifice virtue but cling all the 
more to reputation. I read French novels, my boy.* 

^ Find 'em instructive V • 

‘ Very. They cut deeper into human nature than our writers 
dare.; Her turning away her lover now is just the act of what 
the French call a masteiiy woman — maitresse femme. She has 
got rid of him to close the mouth of scandal ; that is her game.' 

‘ Well,* said Wheeler, ‘ you certainly are very ingenious, and 
CO fortified in your opinions, that with you facts are no longer 
stubborn things; you can twist them all your way. If he had 
stayed and buzzed about her while her husband was incarcerated, 
you would have found her guilty ; he goes to Rome and leaves 
her, and therefore you find her guilty. You would have made 
a fine hanging judge in the good old sanguinary times.’ 

‘ I use my eyes, my memory, and my reason. She is a monster 
of vice and deceit. Anything is fair against such a woman.’ 

‘ I am^ sorry to hear yovx say that,’ said Wheeler, becoming 
grave rather suddenly. ‘ A woman is a woman : and I tell you 
plainly I have gone pretty well to the end of my tether with 
you.’ 

* Abandon me then,’ said Bassett doggedly. ‘ I can go alone.’ 

Wheeler was touched by this, and said : 

* Ko, no ; I am not the man to desert a friend — hut pray do 
nothing rash ; do nothing without consulting me.* 

Bassett made no reply. 

About a week after tins, as Lady Bassett was walking sadly 
in her own garden, a great Newfoundland dog ran up to her 
without any warning, and pirt his paws almost on her shoulder. 

She screamed violently, and more than once. 

One or two windows Hew open, and, amongst the women who 
put their heads out to see what was the matter, Mary Wells was 
the first. 

The owner of the dog instantly whistled, and the sportive 
animal ran to him ; but Lady Bassett was a good deal scared, 
and went in holding her hand to her side. Mary AVells hurried 
to her assistance, and she cried a little from nervousness when 
the young woman came earnestly to her. 

* Oh, Mary ! he frightened me so. I did not see 'him coming.’ 

‘Mr. Moss,’ said Mary Wells, ‘here’s a villain come and 

frightened my lady : go and shoot his dog, you and your son ; 
and get the grooms, and fling him in the horse-pond directly.' 

‘ No i said Lady Bassett firmly, ‘ You will see that he does 
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not enter the house, that is all ; should be attempt that, then 
you. will use force for my protection. Mary, come to my room/ 

When they were together alone, Lady Bassett put both hands 
on the girl’s shoulders, and tnade her turn towards her, 

* I think you love me, Mary f said she, drinking the girl’s 
eyes with her own. 

‘ Ah ! that 1 do, my lady.’ 

‘ Why did you look so pale, and your eyes flash, and why did 
you incite those poor men to — ^it might have led to hloodshed/ 

‘ It would ; and that is what I wanted, my lady.’ 

‘ Oh, Mary !’ 

‘ What, don’t you see 

‘ No, no ; I don’t want to think so : it might have been an 
accident. The poor dog meant no harm ; it was his way of 
fawning, that was all.’ 

‘ The beiist meant no harm, but the man did. He jg worse 
than any beast that ever was born ; he is a cruel, cunning, 
selfish devil ; and if I had been a man, he should never have 
got off alive.’ 

‘ But are you sure V 

‘ Quite. I was upstairs, and saw it all.’ 

This was not true — she had seen nothing till her mistress 
scroaiucd. 

* Then — anything is fair against such a villain.^ 

‘ Of course it k.’ 

‘ Let me think.’ 

She leaned her head upon her hand, and that intelligent face 
of hers quite shone with hard thought. 

At last, after long and intense thinking, she spoke. 

‘ I’ll teach you to bo inhuman, ^Ir. Eichard Bassett,’ said she 
slowly, and 'with a strange depth of resolution. 

Then Mary Wells and she put their heads together in close 
discussion ; but now Lady Bassett took the lead, and revealed 
to her astonished adviser extraordinary and astounding qualities. 

They had driven her to bay, and that is a perilous game to 
play with such a woman. 

Mary Wells found herself a child compared with her mistress, 
now that that lady was driven to put out all her powers. 

The conversation lasted about two hours ; in that time the 
whole campaign was settled. 
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CHAPTER XXVn, 

Mart Wells, by order, went down in a loose morning wrapper 
her mistress had given her, and dined in the servants’ hall. 
She was welcomed with a sort of shout, half ironical ; and the 
chief butler said, ‘ Glad to see you come back to ns, Miss 
Wells.’ 

‘ The same to you, sir,* said Mary, with more pertness tlian 
logic ; ‘ which I’m only come to take leave ; for to-morrow I go 
to London, on business.’ 

‘ La ! what’s the business, I wonder 1’ inquired a housemaid 
iweverentially. 

‘ Well, my business is not your business, Jane. However, if 
you want to know, I’m going to be married.’ 

* And none too soon,’ whispered the kitchenmaid to a footman. 

‘ Speak up, my dear,’ said Mary. ‘ There’s nothing more vul- 

garer than whispering in company.’ 

* I said, “ What will Bill Drake say to that V* * 

* Bill Drake will say he was a goose not to make up his mind 
quicker. This will learn him beauty won’t wait for no man. 
If he cries when I am gone, you lend him your apron to wipe 
his eyes, and tell him women can’t abide shilly-shallying men.’ 

* That’s a hexcellent sentiment,’ said John the footman, ‘and 

a solemn w^arning it is ’ 

‘ To all such as footmen he,’ said Mary. 

^ Wo writes it in the fly-kaf of our Bibles accordingly,’ said 
John. 

‘ No, my man ; write it somewhere where you’ll have a chance 
to read it.’ 

This caused a laugh, and when it was over, the butler, who 
did not feel strong enough to chaff a lady of this calibre, in- 
quired obsequiously whether he might venture to ask who was 
the happy stranger to carry off such a prize. 

‘ A civil question deserves a civil answer, Mr. Wright, ’ said 
Mary, ‘ It is a seafaring man — the mate of a ship. He liave 
known me a few years longer than any man in these parts. 
Whenever he comes home from a voyage, he tells* me what he 
has made, and asks me to marry him. I have said “No ” so 
many times, I’m sick and tired ; so I have said “ Yes ” for once 
in a way. Changes are lightsome, you know.’ 

Thus airily did Mary Wells communicate her prospects, and 
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next mopning early was driven to the station ; a cart had gone 
before with her luggage, which tormented the female servants 
terribly ; for, instead of the droll little servant's box, covered 
with paper, she had a lirge lady's box, filled with linen and 
clothes by the liberality of Lady Bassett, and a covered basket, 
and an old carpet-bag, with some minor packages of an nnin- 
telJigible character. ^Tor did she make any secret that she bad 
money in both pockets : indeed she flaunted some notes before 
the groom, and told him hone but her lady knew all she had 
done for Sir Charles. ‘ But he is grateful, you see, and so is 
she.' 

She went off in the train, as gay as a lark ; hut she was no 
sooner out of sight than her face changed its whole expression, 
and she wont up to London very grave and thoughtful 

The travelling carriage w'as ordered at ten o'clock next day, 
and packed as for a journey. 

Lady Bassett took her housekecpei with her to the asylum. 

She had an interview with Sir Charles, and told him what 
^fr. Bassett had done, and the construction Mary Wells had 
put on it. 

Sir Charles turned pale with rage, and said he could no 
longer play the patient game. He must bribe a keeper, make 
his Cvscape, and kill that villain. 

Lady Bassett was alarmed, and calmed it down. 

‘ It was only a servant's construction, and she might be 
wrong : but it frightened me terribly ; and I fear it is thp 
beginning of a scries of annoyances and encroachments ; and 
I have lost Mr. Angelo ; he has gone to Italy. Even Mary 
Wells left mo this morning, to be married. I think I know a 
way to turn all this against Mr. Bassett ; but I will not say it, 
because I want to hear what you advise, dearest.' 

Sir Charles did not leave her long in doubt. He said, ‘ There 
is but one way : you must leave Iluntercombe, arid put your- 
*self out of that miscreant's way, until our child is born.' 

‘That would not grieve me,' said Lady Bassett. ‘ The plaoo 
is odious to me, now you are not there. But what would cen- 
sorious people say V 

‘ What could they say, except that you obeyed your hus- 
band V 

‘ Is it a command then, dearest V 

‘ It is a command : and, although you are free, and I am a 
prisoner, although you are still an ornament to society, and 1 
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pass for an outcast, still I expect you to obey me when I assume 
a husband’s authority. I have not taken the command of you 
quite so much as you used to say I mijst ; but, on this occasion, 
I do. Tou will leave Huntercombe, and avoid that caitiff, 
until our child is bom.* 

‘ That ends all discussion,* said Lady Bassett. * Oh, Charles, 
11! y only regret is that it costs me nothing to obey you. But 
when did it ever ? My king !* 

He had ordered her to do the very thing she wished to do. 

She now gave her housekeeper minute instructions, settled 
the board-wages of the whole establishment, and sent her home 
in the carriage, retaining her own boxes and packages at the 
inn. 

Eichard Bassett soon found out that Lady Bassett had left 
Huntercombe. He called on Wheeler, and told him. Wheeler 
suggested she had gone to be near her husband. 

No,* said Bassett, ‘ she has joined her lover. I wonder at 
our simplicity in believing that fellow was gone to Italy.* 

‘ This is rich,* said Wheeler. ‘A week ago, she was guilty, 
and a Machiavel in petticoats ; for why she had quarrelled 
with her Angelo, and packed him olf to Italy. Now she is 
guilty ; and why ? because he is not gone to Italy — not that 
you know whether he is or not. You reason like a mule. As 
for me, I believn none of this nonsense — till you find them 
together.* 

‘ And that is just what I mean to do/ 

^ We shall see.* 

‘ You will see.* 

Very soon after this, a country gentleman met Wheeler on 
market-day, and drew him aside to ask him a question. * Do 
you advise Mr. Eichard Bassett still V 

* Yes/ 

* Did you set him to trespass on Lady Bassett's lawn, and 
frighten her with a great dog, in the present state of her health V 

* Heaven forbid ! This is the first I*ve heard ^ of such a 
thing.* 

‘ I*m glad to hear you say thal^ Tom Wheeler-: there, read 
that. Your client deserves to be flogged out of the county, sir.* 
And he pulled a printed paper out of his pocket. It was dated 
from the Eoyal Hotel, Bath, and had been printed with blanks, 
as follows ; but a lady’s hand had tilled in the dates. 
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^ On the day of while I was walk- 

ing alone in mj garden^ Mr, Richard Bassett^ the person who has 
bereaved me by violence of my protector, caim without leave into my 
private grounds^ and brovtgU a vei'ij Urge dog ; it ran to me^ and 
frightened me so that I nearly fainted with alarm. Mr. Bassett 
was aware of my condition. Next day I consulted my husband, 
and he ordered me to leave Iduntercombe Hall, and put myself beyond 
the reach of trespassers and outrage. 

‘ One motive has governed Mr. Bassett in all his acts, from his 
anonymous letter to me before my marriage — which Vheep for your 
inspection, together with the proofs that he wrote it — to the barbarous 
seizure of my husband upon ceriificaies purchased heforelumd, and 
tlm last act of violence, which has driven me from the county for a 
time. 

' Sir Charles and I have often been your hosts, and your gimts ; 
we now ask you to watch our projferiy, and our legal rights, so long 
as through injustice and cruelty my husband is a prisoner, his wife 
a fugitive.’ 

‘ There,’ said the gentleman, ‘ these papers are going all round 
the county.’ 

Wheeler was most indigpant, and said he had never been 
consulted, and had never advised a trespass. He begged a 
loan of the paper, and took it to Bassett’s that very same after- 
noon. 

* So you have been acting without advice,’ said he angrily : 

‘ and a fine mess you liave made of it.’ And, though not much 
given to violent wrath, he dashed the paper down on the table, 
and hurt his hand a little. Anger must be paid for, like other ) 
luxuries. 

Bassett read it, and was staggered a moment; but he soon 
recovered himself, and said, * What is the foolish woman talking 
about V ^ 

He then took a sheet of paper, and said he would soon give^ 
her a Boland for an Oliver. 

‘ Ay,’ said Wheeler grimly, ‘ let us see how you will put down 
the foolish woman. I’ll smoke a cigar in the garden, and recovw 
my temper.* 

Eichord Bassett’s retort ran thus : 

* J n/ever mote an anonymous letter in my life; and, if I put 
restraint upon Sir Charles, it was done to protect the &daU, 
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Eacperienced physicians represented him homicidal and suicidal ; 
and I protected both Lady Bassett and himself hy the act she has 
interpreted so harshly. 

^ As for her last grievance., it is imaginary. My dog is gentle as 
a lamh. I did not foresee Lady Bassett would he there, nor that the 
poor dog would run and welcome her. She is playing a comedy ; 
the real truth is, a gentleman has left Huniercomhe whose company 
is necessary to her. She has gone to join him^ and thrown the hlaine 
very adroitly upon 

‘Eichard Bassett/ 

When he had written this, Bassett ordered his dog-cart. 

Wheeler came iu, read the letter, and said the last suggestion 
in it was a libel, and an indictable one into thq bargain. 

‘ What, if it is true — true to the letter V 

* Even then you would not be safe, unless you could prove it 
hy disinterested witnesses.* 

* Well, if I cannot, I consent to cut the sentence out. Exuiise 
me one minute, I must put a few things in my carpet-bag/ 

* What 1 going away V 

‘ Of course I am,* 

* Betier give me your address then, in case anything turns up/ 

‘ If you were as sharp as you pass for, you would know my 

address — Eoyal Hotel, Bath, to be sure.* 

He left Wheeler staring, and was back in five minutes with 
his carpet-bag and wraps. 

* Wouldn’t to-morrow uiornixig do for this wild-goose chase T 
inquired Wheeler. 

‘ Ko/ said Eichard ; ‘ Tm not such a fool. Catch me losing 
twelve hours. In that twelve hours they would sliift their 
quarters. It is always so when a fool delays. I shall breakfast 
at the Eoyal Hotel, Bath.’ 

The dog-cart came to the door as he spoke, and he rattled off 
to the railway. 

He managed to get to the Eoyal Hotel, Bath, at 7 a.m., took a 
warm bath instead of bcfl, and then ordered breakfast ; asked to 
see the visitors* book, and wrote a false name ; turned the leaves, 
and, to his delight, saw Lady Bassett^s name. 

But ho could ^not find Mr. Angelo’s name in the book. 

He got hold of Boots, and feed him liberally, then asked him 
if there was a handsome young parson there — very dark. 

Boots could not say there was. 
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Then Bassett made up his mind that Angelo was at another 
hotel, or perhaps in lodgings, out of prudence. 

^ Lady Bassett here s|;ill V said he. 

Boots was not very sure; would inquire at the bar. Did 
inquire, and brought him word Lady Bassett had loft for London 
yesterday 'morning. 

Bassett ground his teeth with vexation. 

No train to London for an hour and a half He took a stroll 
through the town to fill up the time. 

How often, when a man abandons or jemits his search for a 
time, Fate sends in his way the very thing he is after, but has 
given up hunting just then 1 As he walked along the north side 
of a certain street, what should he see but the truly beautiful 
and remarkable eyes and eyebrows of Mr. Angelo shining from 
afar. 

That gentleman was standing, in a reverie, on the steps of a 
small hotel. 

Bassett drew back at first, not to seen ; looking round, he 
saw he was at the door of a respectable house that let apartments ; 
he hurried in, examined the drawing-room floor, took it for a 
week, paid in advance, and sent to the Royal for his bag. 

He installed himself near the window, to await one of two 
things and act accordingly. If Angelo left the place he should 
go by the same train, and so catch the parties together ; if the 
lady doubled back to Bath, or had only pretended to leave it, he 
should soon know that, by diligent watch and careful follow- 
ing. 

Ho wrote to Wheeler, to announce this first step towards 
success. 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 

Some days after this, Mr. Rolfe received a line from Lady Bassett, 
to say she was at the Adelphi Hotel, in J ohn Street. He put 
some letters into his pocket, and called on her directly. 

She received him warmly, and told him, more fully tlian she 
had hy letter, how she had acted on his advice : then she 
told him of Richard Bassett’s last act, and showed him 'her 
retort. 

He knitted his brows at first over it, but said he thought her 
proclamation could do no harm. 


13 
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' ‘ As a rale,* said he, ‘ I object to flicking with a lady's wiip 
when I am going to crush, but — yes — it is able, and gives you 
a gocMi excuse for keeping out of the way^of annoyances, till we 
strike the blow. And now I have something to consult you 
upon. May I read you some extracts from your husband's letters 
to me V 

* Oh yes !’ 

‘Forgive a novelist; but this is a new situation, reading a 
husband’s letters to his wife. However, I have a motive, and 
so I had in soliciting the correspondence with Sir Charles. He 
then read her the letters that are already before the reader, and 
also the following extracts : 

‘ Mr. Johnson^ a broken tradesman, has some imagimtion, though 
not of a poetic kind : he is imbued with trade, and, in the daytime, 
exercises several, especially a butcher's. ^ When he sees any of us 
coming, he whips before the nearest door or gate, and sells meat. 
He sells it very cheap ; the reason is, his friends allow him 07ily a 
shilling or two in coppers, and, as every madman i? the centre of the 
umiverse, he thinks that the prices of all commodities arc regulated 
by the amount of specie in his pocket. This is his style — “ Come, 
buy, buy, choice mutton threefarthings the carcass. Retail shop 
next door, ma'am. Jack, serve the lady. Bill, tell him he can seiid 

me home those twenty bullocks, at three halfpence each ” and*so 

on. But at night he subsides into an auctioneer, and with knocking 
down lots whilst others are conversing, gets removed occcwionally to a 
padded room ; sometimes we humour him, and he sells us the furni- 
Pure after a spirited cowpetiimi, and debits the amounts, for cash is 
not ahwndant here. The other night, heated with business, he went 
on from the articles of furniture to the company, and put ns all up 
in succession. Having a good many dislikes, he sometimes forgot 
the audioneer in ike man, and depreciated some lots so severely that 
they had to be passed ; but he set Miss }f island in a chair and 
descanted on her beauty, good temper, and other gifts, in terms florid 
enmgh for RoUm, or any other poet Sold fm^ eighteen, pounds, 
and to a lady. This lady had formed a violent aitachment to 
Miss W. ; $0 nesd week they will he at daggers drawn. My turn 
came, and the auctioneer did ms the honour to describe me as “ the 
lot of the evfningP He told th^e Udders to mind what they were 
abork, (hoy might never again be able to secure a live baronet at a 
moderate price, owing to the tightness of the money market Well, 
sir, I was honoured with bids from several ladies, but they were too 
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ivmA and too honest to go beyond their means ; my less scrupvims 
sex soared above these co^nderations, and I was knocked down for 
eeventy-nine pounds fifteen shillings^ amidst loud applause at the 
spirited result My purchaser is a shopkeeper mad of ter gardening. 
Doctor Suahy has given him a plot to ^tivate^ and he whispered in 
my ear, “ The reason I went to a fancy price was, I can kill two 
birds with one stone with you. YoiJll make a very good staiee stuck 
up among my flowers ; and you can hallo, and ke^ those plaguy 
sparrows offJ* * 

‘ Oh ! what creatures for my darling to live amongst P cried 
Lady Bassett piteously. 

Mr. Eolfe stared and said, ^ What, then, you are like all your 
sex — no sense of humour V 

‘ Humour ! when my husband is in misery and degradation !' 

‘ And don’t you see that the brave writer of these letters is • 
steeled against misery, and above degradation ? Such men are 
not the mere sport of circumstances. Your husband carries a 
soul not to be quelled by three months in a well-ordered mad- 
house. But I will read no more, since what gives me satisfac* 
tion, gives you pain.’ 

* Oh yes ! yes ! Don’t let me lose a word my husband has 
ever uttered.’ 

^'Well, I’ll go on ; but I’m horribly discouraged.^ 

^ I’m so sorry for that, sir. Please forgive me.* 

Mr. Eolfe read the next letter in date. 

‘ TFe are honoured with one relic of antiquity, a Pythagorean. 
He has obliged me with his biography: he was, to use his own 
words, “ engendered by the suwshining on a dunghill at his father*s 
door,'' and began his career as a flea; hut his identity was, some- 
how, shifted to a boy of nine years old : he has had a long spell 
of humanity, and awaits the great change — which is to turn him to 
a hee. It will rwt find him unprepared; he has long practised 
humming, in anticipation. A faithful friend, called Caffyn, used 
to visit him every week. Caffyn died last year, and the poor Pythor 
gorean was very lonely and sad ; but, two rmnths ago, he detected 
his friend in the butcher's horse, and is more than consoled, for he 
says, Caffyn comes six times a-week now, instead of once'^ * 

* poor soul 1’ said Lady, Bassett. * What a strange world for 
him to be living in I it seems like a dream.’ 

* There is something stranger coming, in this last letter* 

13—2 
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^ I ham, at last, fmnd one Toadman allied to Genius, It has 
taken me a fortnight to master Ms delusion, and to write down 
the vocabulary he has invented to describe the strange monster of his 
irnagmadim. All the words I write in small cajpitals are his 
own,' 

‘ Mr. Williams says that a machine has been constructed for 
malignant purposes, which machine is an air-loom. It rivals the 
human jnachine in this, that it can operate either on mind or matter : 
it was invented, and is wco'ked, by a gang of villains miperlatively 

sUlful in PNEUMATIC CHEMISTRY, PHYSIOLOGY, NERVOUS INFLUENOB, 
8YSIPATHY, and the higher mbtaphysic, men far beyond the imma- 
ture science of the present era, which, indeed, is a favourite subject 
of their ridicule. 

* “ The gang are seven in number, but Williams has only seen the 
four highest ; Bill, the King, a master of the art of magnetic 
IMPREGNATION ; Jack THE SCHOOLMASTER, the shorthand writer of 
the gang; Sir Archy, Chief Liar to the Association; and the 
GLOVE-WOMAN, SO called from her ahvays wearing cotton mittens. 
This personage has never been known to speak to any one. 

‘ “ The materials used in the airloom by these pneumatic adepts 
are mfimte; but principally effluvia of certain metals, 

POISONS, SOPORIFIC SCENTS, ctC. 

* “ The principal effects are — 

< “ Event-working. — Thu is done by magnetic manipula- 

tion of Kings, Emperors, Prime Ministers, and others; so that, 
while the world is fearing and admiring them, they are, in reality, 
mere puppets play^ by the workers of the air-lo(m. 

‘ Cutting Soul from Sense. — This is done by diffusing 

THE MAGNETIC WARP FROM THE BOOT OF THE NOSE UNDER THE 
BASE OP THE SKULL, TILL IT FORMS A VEIL ; SO THAT THE SENTI- 
MENTS OF THE HEART GAN HAVE NO OOMMUNIOATION WITH THE 
OPERATIONS OF THE INTELLECT. 

‘ “ 3rd. Kiting. — As boys raise a kite in the air, so the air-loom 
cm lift an idea into the brain, where it floats and undulates for 
hours together. The victim cannot get rid of the ideas so msi- 
nuated. 

Lobsteb-cbacking. — Anexterrial pressure of themagnetic 
atmosphere surrounding the person assayed, Williams has been 
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so operated oUy and says he fdt as if he was grasped hy a/a enomams 
pair of nut-crackers with teeihy and subjected to a piercing pressure^ 
which he still remembers with horror. Death sometimes re^ts from 
Lohster-cracUng. ’ 

‘ Lengthening the Brain. — As the cylindrical mirror 

LENGTHENS THE COUNTENANCE, 50 tliesc assailants find means to 
elongate the brain. This distorts the ideas^ and subjects the most 
serious are made silly and ridiculous. 

‘ “ (jth. Thought-making. — While one of these ' villains mcJcs at 
the brains of the assailed, and extracts his existing sentiments, 
another will press into the vacuum ideas very different from his read 
thoughts. Thus his mind is physically enslaved.** 

* Then Sir Charles goes on to say : 

‘ Poor Mr. Williams seems to me an inventor wasted. I thought 
1 ivould try and reason him out of his delusion. I asked if he had> 
ever seen this gang and their iimchlne. 

lie said yes, they operated on Mm this morning. ‘ Then shoto 
them me,* said L ^ Young man,* said he, satirically, *do you 
think these assassins, and their diabolkal machine, would he allowed 
to go on, if they could be laid hands on so easily? The gang 
are fertile in disguise: the machine operates at considerable dis- 
tances.* 

‘ “ To drive him into a corner, I said, ‘ JFill you give me a draw- 
ing of it ?* He seemed to hesitate, so I said, ‘ If you cannot draw 
it, you never saw it, and never will.* He assented to that, and I 
was vain enough to think I hxd staggered him; but yesterday he 
produced the enclosed skdch and explanation. After this I sadly 
fear he is incurable. 

‘ “ There are three sane patients in this asylum besides myself. I 
will tell you them' stories when you cxme here, which I hope wUl he 
soon; for the time agreed on draws near, and my patience and self- 
control are sorely tried, as day after day rolls by, and sees me still 
in a madhoim.** * 
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EXPLANATION OP THE AIR-LOOM. 

a, a.— Top of the apparatus, called by the assassine * Air-Loomltfaohme/ 
being as a large table. 

5, &. — The luetals which the workers grasp to deaden the sympathy^ 

c, — The plaoe where the pneumatioians ait to work the loom, 

d, — Something like pianoforte keys, which open the tnbe^valves within 

the air-loom, to spread or feed the warp of ma^etio Huid, 

e, c, — Levers, by the management of which the assaitod i» wrenched, 

stagnated, and lobster-cracked, etc. 

(?. — Seemingly drawers, etc. Probably they contain 6md& niat^rlal«. 
Jl * — The cluster of upright open tubes or cylinders, and by the assassins 
termed their musical-glasses, which 1 perceived when they were 
endeavouring to burst my person by exploding the mterior of 
the coating of my 4runk. 

/, — Apparatus standing on air-loom ; use unknown to me. 

O. — The barrels for supplying the ‘famous goose-neck retorts ’ with dis- 
tilled gases, as well poisoned as magnetic. 

N. — The warp of magnetic fluid, reaching between the person impreg- 
nated with such fluid and the air-loom magnets by which it is 
prepared ; which being a multiplicity of tine wires of fluids 
form the sympathetic streams of attraction, repulsion, etc., as 
putting the dill'erent polos of the common magnet to objects 
operates, and by which sympathetic warps the assailed object 
is afl'ected at pleasure ; as by opening a vitriolic gas valve be 
becomes tortured by the fluid within him becoming agitated 
with the corrosion through all his frame ; and so on in all their 
vanous modes of attacking the human body and mind. I never 
saw this warp, but the assassins admit that when heated it 
becomes luminous and visible to them for some yards from the 
loom, as a weakish raii]^ow. 

X. — The assailed person, at the distance of several hundred feet. 
y , — One of the gang working the air-loom, and in the act of lobster- 
cracking the person represented by the figure X. 

‘There, Lady Bassett,' said Mr. Rolfe; ‘and now for my 
motive in reading these letters. Sir Charles may still have a 
crotchet, an inordinate desire for an heir ; but, even if he has, 
the writer of these letters has nothing to fear from any jury ; 
and therefore I am now ready to act I propose to go down to 
the asylum to-morrow, and get him out as quickly as I can.' 

Lady Bassett uttered an ejaculation of joy. Then she turned 
suddenly pale, and her countenance fell. She said nothing. 

Mr. !^lfe was surprised at this, since, at their last meeting, 
she was writhing at her inaction. He began to j)Uzzid hhnself. 
She watched him keenly. 

He thought to himself, ‘ Perhaps she dreads the excitement dt 
meeting — fox herself' 
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At last Lady Bassett asked him how long it would take to 
liberate Sir Charles. 

‘ Not quite a week, if Eichard Bassett {s well advised. If ho 
fights desperately, it may take a fortnight. In any case, I don't 
leave the work an hour till it is done. I can delay, and I can 
light : but I never mix the two. Come, Lady Bassett, there is 
something on your mind you don't like to say. Well, what 
does it matter ? I will pack my bag, and write to Doctor Siiaby 
that he may expect me soon ; but I will wait till I get a line 
from you to go ahead. Thou I'll go down that instant, and do 
the work,' 

This proposal was clearly agreeable to Lady Bassett, and she 
thanked him. 

‘ You need not waste words over it,’ said he. ‘ Write one 
word, Act !” That will be the shortest letter you ever wrote.’ 

The rest of the conversation is not worth recording. 

Mr. Eplfe instructed a young solicitor minutely, packed his 
bag, and waited. 

But day after day went by, and the order never came to act, 

Mr, Eolfe was surprised at this, and began to ask himself 
whether he could have been deceived in this lady’s atfoction for 
her husband. But he rejected that. Tbeii he asked himself 
whether it might have cooled. He had known a very short 
incarceration produce that fatal effect. Both husband and wife 
interested him, and he began to get irritated at the delay. 

Sir Charles’s letters made him think they had already wasted 
time. 

At last a letter came from Gloucester Place. 

' Will my hwd friend now act 1 
\ ‘ Gratefully f 

\ ‘Bella Bassett.* 

Mr. Eolfe, upon this, cast his discontent to the winds, and 
started for Bellevue House. 

On the evening of that day a surgeon called Bbddington was 
drinking tea with his wife, and they were talking rather dis- 
consolately I for he had left a fair business in the country, and, 
though a gentleman of undoubted skill, was making his way 
very slowly in London. 
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The conversation was agreeably interrapted by a loud knock 
at the door. 

A woman had come tp say that he was wanted that moment, 
for a lady of title in Gloucester Place hard by. 

‘ I will come/ said he, with admirably affected indifference ; 
and, as soon as the woman was out of sight, husband and wife 
embraced each other. 

‘ Pray God it may all go well, for your sake and hers, poor 
lady.* 

Mr. Poddington hurried to the number in Gloucester Place* 
The door was opened by the charwoman. 

He asked her, with some doubt, if that was the house. 

Tlie woman said 3"es, and she believed it was a surprise. 
The lady was from the country, and was looking out for some 
servants. 

This colloquy was interrupted by an intelligent maid, who 
asked over the banisters if that was the medical man ; and, on 
the woman’s saying it was, bogged him to step upstairs at once. 

He found his patient attended only by her maid, but she was 
all discretion and intelligence. She said he had only to direct 
her, she would do anything for her dear mistress. 

Mr. Boddington said a single zealous and intelligent woman, 
who could obey orders, was as good as a number, or better. 

He then went gently to the bedside, and his experience told 
him at once that the patient was in labour. 

He told the attendant so, and gave her his directions. 


CHAPTEK XXIX. 

Mr. Eolfe reached Bellevue House in time to make a hasty 
toilet, and dine with Dr. Suaby in his private apartments. 

The other guests were Sir Charles Bassett, Mr. Hyam, a meek, 
sorrowful patient — an Exquisite — and Miss Wieland. 

Dr. Suaby introduced him tef everybody but the Exquisite, 
Mr. Eolfe said Sir Charles Bassett and he were correspon- 
dents. 

^ So I hear. He tells you the secrets of the ^prison-house, 
eh V 

^The humours of the place, you mean.’ 
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he has a good eye for character. 1 suppose he has 
dissect^ me, along i^ith the rest V 

* Uo, no ; he has only dealt with the minor eccentricities. 
BBs pen failed at you. You must coAie and see the doctor,** 
he i^d. So here I am.’ 

* Oh,’ said the doctor, ‘ if your wit and his are both to be 
levelled at me, I had better stop your mouths. Dinner t 
dinner ! Sir Charles, will you take Miss Wieland. Sorry wo 
have not another lady .to keep you company, madam.’ 

* Aro you ? Then I’m not,’ said the lady smartly. 

The dinner passed like any other, only Eolfe observed that 
Dr. Suaby took every opportunity of drawing the pluckless 
Mr. Hyam into conversation, and that he coldly ignored the 
Exquisite. 

‘I have seen that young man about town, I think,* said 
Mr. Eolfe : * where was it, I wonder?’ 

* The Argyll Eooms, or the Casino, probably.’ 

‘ Thank you, doctor ; oh, I forgot ; you owed me one. He 
is no favourite of yours.’ 

^Certainly not. And I only invited him medicinally.* 

^Medicinally ? That’s too deep for a layman.’ 

‘To flirt with Miss Wieland. Flirting does her good.* 

‘ Medicine embraces a wider range than I thought.’ 

‘1^0 doubt. You are always talking about medicine; but 
you know very little, begging your pardon.’ 

‘ That is the theory of compensation ; when you know very 
little about a thing, you must talk a great deal about it. Well, 
I’m here for instruction ; thirsting for it.* 

‘All the better; we’ll teach you to drink deep, ere you 
depart.’ 

‘ All right : but not of your favourite Acetate of Morphia ; 
because that is the draught that takes the reason prisoner.’ 

‘It’s no favourite of mine. Indeed experience has taught 
me that all sedatives excite ; if they soothe at first, they excite 
next day. My antidotes to mental excitement are packing in 
lukewarm water, and best of all, bard bodily exercise and the 
perspiration that follows it 'To put it shortly — prolonged 
bodily excitement antidotes mental excitement.’. 

‘ rU take a note of that : it is the wisest thing I ever b^d 
any le^ed physician.’ 

* Yet many a learned physician knows it But you ar^ a 
Utile prejudiced against the faculty.’ 
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‘ Only in their business. They are delightful out of that 
But, come now, nobody hears us — confess, the system which 
prescribes drugs, drugs, drugs, at every visit, and in every case, 
and does not give a se^re selection of esculents the first place, 
but only the second or third, must be rotten at the core. Don’t 
you despise a layman’s eye. All the professions want it.’ 

‘Well, you are a writer; publish a book, call it ‘‘Medicina 
Laici,” and send me a copy.’ 

‘ To slash in the Lancet ? Well, I will ; when novels cease 
to pay, and truth begins to.’ 

In the course of the evening Mr. Bolfe drew Dr. Suaby*npart, 
and said : 

‘ I must tell you frankly, I mean to relieve you of one of 
your inmates.’ 

* Only one ? I was in hopes you would relieve me of all the 
sane people. They say you arc ingenious at it. All I know is 
I can’t get rid of an inmate if the person who signed the order 
resists. Kow, for instance, here’s a Mrs. Hallam came here un- 
sound — religious delusion. Has been cured two months. I 
have reported her so to her son-in-law, who signed the order ; 
but he will not discharge her. He is vicious, she scriptural ; 
bores him about eternity. Then I wrote to the Commissioners 
in Lunacy : but they don’t like to strain their powers, so they 
wrote to the alFectionate son-in-law, and he politely declines to 
act. Sir Charles Bassett the same ; three weeks ago I reported 
him cured, and the detaining relative has not even replied to 
mo.’ 

‘ Got a copy of your letter.’ 

‘ Of course. But 'what if I tell you there is a gentleman here, 
who never had any business to come, yet he is as much a fixture 
as the grates. I took him blindfold along with the house, I 
signed a deed, and it is so stringent I can’t evade one of my pre- 
decessor’s engagements. This old rogue committed himself to 
my predecessor’s care under medical certificates ; the order he 
signed himself.’ 

‘ Illegal, you know.’ 

‘ Of course ; but where’s the remedy 1 The person who 
signed the order must rescind it. But this sham luuatio won’t 
rescind it. Altogether the tenacity of an asylum is prodigious. 
The statutes are written with birdlime. Twenty y^ars ago that 
old Skinflint found the rates and taxes intolerable ; and doesn’t 
everybody find them Intolerable 1 To avoid those rates and 
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taxes he shut up his house, captured himself, and took himself 
here ; and here he will end his days, excluding some genuine 
patient, unless ym sweep him into the street for me.* 

‘ Sindbad, I will try,’ said Eolfe solemnly ; ‘ but I must 
begin with Sir Charles Bassett. By-the-bye, about his crotchet 1’ 

* Oh, he has still an extravagant desire for children. But the 
cerebral derangement is cured ; and the other, standing by itself, 
is a foible, nOt a mania. It is only a natural desire in excess. 
If they brought me Rachel merely because she had said, “ Give 
me children, or I die,” and I found her a healthy woman in 
other respects, I should object to receive her on that score 
alone.* 

‘You are deadly particular — compared with some of them,* 
said Eolfe. 

That evening he made an appointment with Sir Charles, and 
visited him in his room at 8 a.m. He told him he had seen 
Lady Bassett in London ; and of course he had to answer many 
questions. He then told him he came expressly to effect his 
liberation. 

‘ 1 am grateful to you, sir,* said Sir Charles, with a suppressed 
and manly emotion. 

‘ Here are my instructions from Lady Bassett — short, but to 
the point.* 

‘May I keep thatf 

‘Why of course.* 

Sir Charles kissed his wife’s lino, and p\it the note in liis 
breast. 

‘ The first step,' said Eolfe, ‘ is to cut you in two. That is 
soon done. You must copy in your own hand, and then sign, 
this writing.* And ho handed him a paper. 

‘7, Charles Dyke Bassett, being of sound mind, instruct James 
Sharpe, of Gray's Inn, my Solicitor, to sue the person who signed 
the order for my incarceration — in the Court of Common Pleas ; and 
to take such other steps for my relief as may he advised by my counsel 
Mr, Framis Bolfe,^ 

‘ Excuse me,’ said Sir Charles, ‘ if I make one objection. Mr. 
Oldfield has been my solicitor for many years: I fear it will 
hurt his feqlings if I entrust the matter to a stranger. Would 
there be any objection to my inserting Mr. Oldfield’s name, sir?’ 

‘ Only this ; he would think he Imew better than I do ; and 
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then I, who know better than he does, and am veiy vain and 
arrogant, should throw up the case in a passion, and go back to 
my MS. ; and bumdruA Oldfield would go to Equity instead of 
law \ and all the costs would fall on your estate, instead of on 
your enemy ; and you would he here eighteen months instead of 
eight or ten days. No, Sir Charles, you can't mix champagne j 
and ditch-water ; you can’t make Invention row in a boat with i 
Antique Twaddle, and you mustn't ask me to fight your battle ] 
with a blunt knife, when I have got a sharp kn^e that fits my * 
hand.' 

Mr. Eolfe said this with more irritationihan was justified, and 
revealed one of the great defects in his character. 

Sir Charles saw his foible, smiled and said : withdraw a 

proposal which I see annoys you.’ He then signed the paper. 

Mr. Eolfe broke out all smiles directly, and said : y 

* Now you are cut in two. One you is here ; but Sharpe is 
another you. Thus, one you works out of the asylum, and one 
in, and that makes all the difference. Compare notes with those 
who have tried the othei* way. Yet, simple and obvious as this 
is, would you believe it, I alone have discovered this method : I 
alone practise it.’ 

He sent his secretary off to London at once, and rotuped to 
Sir Charles. ' The authority will be with Sharpe at 2, SO. He 
will bo at Whitehall 3.15, and examine the order. He will take 
the writ out at once, and, if Eichard Beissett is the man, he will 
serve it on him to-morrow in good time, and send one of your 
grooms over here on horseback with the newa We serve the 
writ personally, because we have shufflers to deal with, and I 
will not give them a chance. Now I must go and write a lie 
or two for the public, and then inspect the asylum with Suaby. 
Before post* time I will write to a friend of mine, who is a Com- 
missioner of Lunacy, one of the strong-minded onea We may 
as well have two strings to our bow.’ 

Sir Charles thanked him gracefully, and said, ^ It is a rare 
thing, in this selfish world to see one man interest himself in 
the wrongs of another, as you are good enough to do in mine.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Eolfe, ‘all work and no play makes Jack a dull 
boy. My business is Lying, and I drudge at it ; so to escape 
now and thep to the playground of Truth and Justice is a 'great 
amusement and recreation to poor me. Besides, it gives me 
fresh vigour to replunge into Mendacity ; and that’s thing 
that pays,’ 



206 


A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


With this simple and satisfactory explanation he rolled away. 

Leaving, for the present, matters, not^essential to this vein of 
incident, I jump to what occurred towards evening. 

Just after dinner the servant who waited told Dr. Suaby that 
a man had walked all the way from Huntercombe to see Sir 
Charles Bassett. 

‘Poor fellow!* said Dr. Suaby, 'I should like to see him; 
Would you mind receiving him here V 

‘ Oh no.* 

* On second thoughts, James, you had better light a candle in 
the next room — in cafe.* 

A heavy clatter was heard, and the burly figure of Moses 
Moss entered the room ; being bareheaded, he saluted the com- 
pany by pulling his head, and it bobbed : he was a little dazzled 
by the lights at first, but soon distinguished Sir Charles, and 
his large countenance beamed with simple and affectionate satis- 
faction. 

‘ How d*ye do. Moss 1* said Sir Charles. 

‘ Pretty well, thank ye, sir, in my body ; but uneasy in my 
mind. There be a trifle too many rogues afoot, to please me. 
However, I told my mistress this morning, says 1, Before I puts 
up with this here any longer, I must go over there and see him ; 
for here*s so many lies a cutting aboui:,** says I, ** I*m fairly 
mazed.** So, if you please, Sir Charles, will you 1)8 so good as 
to tell me, out of your own mouth, and then I shall know ; be 
you crazy, sir, or bain*t you, ay or no V 

Suaby and Kolfe had much ado not to laugh right out ; but 
Sir Charles said gravely he was not crazy. ‘ Do I look crazy, 
Moss V 

* That ye doan’t ; you look twice the man you did. Why, 
ycur cheeks did use to be so pasty like ; now you*ve got a 
colour; but mayhap* (casting an eye on the decanters) ‘ye’re 
flustered a bit wi* drink.* 

^ No, no,* said Kolfe, ‘ we have not commenced our nightly 
-debauch yet ; only just done dinner.* 

‘ Then thete goes another. This will be good news to home. 
Daird if I would not ha* come them there thirty miles on all 
fours for*t. But, sir, if so be you ere not crazy, please think about 
coming home^ for things ain*t as they should be in our parts. 
My lady she is away for her ^aning, and partly for fear of this 
very Kichard Basset ; and him and his lawyer they have put it 
about aa you are dead in law — that is the word : and so the 
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servants they don’t know what to think ; and the village-folk 
are sheared with his clamping four brace on ’em in gaol ; and 
Joe and I, we wants to ^ht un ; but my dame she is timorous, 
and won’t let us, because of the laayer. And th* upshot is, this 
here Bichard Bassett is master after a manner, and comes on the 
very lawn, and brings men with a pole measure ; and uses the 
place as his’n mostly ; but our Joe bides in the hall, with his 
gun, and swears he’ll shoot him if he sets foot in the house; Joe 
says he have my lady’s leave an’ licence so to .lio — but not 
outside.’ 

Sir Charles turned very red, and was breathless with in- 
dignation. 

Dr. Suaby looked uneasy, and said, ‘ Control yourself, sir.’ 

* I am not going to control myself^' cried Bolfe, in a rage. 

* Don’t you take it to heart. Sir Charles. It shall not last long.’ 

‘Ah !’ 

‘ Dr. Suaby, can you lend me a gig, or a dog-cart, with a good 
horse V 

‘ Yes. I have got a wonderful roadster — half Irish, half 
Norman.’ 

* Then, Mr. Moss, to-morrow you and I go to Hnntercombe ; 
you shall show me this Bassett, and we will give him a pill.* 

‘Meantime,’ said Dr. Suaby, ‘I take a leaf out of your 
“ Medicina Laici,” and prescribe a hearty supper, a quart of ale, 
and a comfortable bed, to Mr. Moss. James, see him well 
taken care of. Poor man I’ said he, when Moss had retired, 

‘ What simplicity ! what good sense ! what ignorance of the 
world 1 what feudality, if I may be allowed the expression.* 

Sir Charles was manifestly discomposed, and retired to bed 
early. 

Bolfe drove off with Moss at eight o*clock, and was not seen 
again all day. Indeed Sir Charles was just leaving Dr. Suaby ’s 
room when he came in,- rather tired, and would not say a word 
till they gave him a cup of tea ; then he brightened up and told 
his story. 

‘ We went to the railway to nibet Sharpe. The muff did not 
come, nor send, by the first train. His clerk arrived by the 
second. We went to Huntercombe village together, and, on the 
road, I gave him some special instructions. Bichard Mssett not at 
home. We used a little bad language, and threw out a skirmisher — 
Moss, to wit — to find him. Moss discovered him on your lawn, 
planning a new arrangement of the flower-beds, with Wheeler 
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looking over the houndAry wall. We went up to Bassett, and 
the clerk served his copy of the writ. He took it quite coolty ; 
hut, when he saw at whose suit it irihs, he turped pale. He 
recovered himself directly though, and burst out laughing. 

Suit of Sir Charles Bassett. Why, he can’t sue : he is civiliter 
mortpus ; mad as a March hare : in confinement.” Clerk told ' 
him he was mistaken \ Sir Charles was perfectly sane. Good- 
day, sir.” So then Bassett asked him to wait a little : he took 
the writ away, and showed it Wheeler, no doubt. He came 
back and blustered, and said, “Some other person has instructed 
you : you will get yourself into trouble, I fear.” The little 
clerk told him not to alarm himself, Mr. Sharpe was instructed 
by Sir Charles Bassett, in his own handwriting and signature ; 
and said, “ It is not my business to argue the case with you. 
You had better take the i^ice of counsel.” “ Thank you,” 
said Bassett, “that would he wasting a guinea.” “A good 
many thousand guineas have been lost by that sort of economy,’* 
says the little clerk solemnly. Oh, and he told him Mr. Sharpe 
was instructed to indict him for a trespass, if he ever came there 
again ; and handed him a written paper to that effect, which wo 
two had drawn up at the station : and so loft him to his reflec- 
tions. We went into the house and called the servants together, 
and told them to keep the rooms warm, and the beds aired, since 
you might return any day.* 

TTpon this news Sir Charles showed no premature or undigni- 
fied triumph, but some natural complacency and a good deal of 
gratitude. 

The next day was blank of events, but the next after Mr. 
Bolfe received a letter containing a note addressed to Sir Charles 
Bassett. Mr. Eolie sent it to him. 


' ‘ SlB, 

^ I aw> desired to inform pni, that I attended Lady Bassett 
last mgh% when she was safely delivered of a son. Have seen her 
ayain tMs morning. Mother emd chMd are doing rerrmhiUy well. 

‘ Wh Boddinoton, 

* Surgeon, 

^ *17, Uj^r Gloucester Place.^ 

\\ .. ' ' ' 

*TbMik Gdd ! Thank Godf J0 (b feeld out 

liw Bolfe ai>d seA down, ovapoyn^ by tender 

■ \eai»otibiMferi 
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Mr. Bolfe devoured tlie surgeon’s letter at one glance^ shook 
the baronet’s hand eloquently, and went away softly, leaving Mm 
with his happiness* 

Sir Charles, however, began now to pine for liberty; he 
longed so to join his wife and see his child ; and Bolfe, observing 
this, chafed with impatience. He had calculated on Basset^ 
advised by Wheeler, taking the wisest course, and dischaxg^g 
him on the spot. He had also hoped to hear from th*^ Commis- 
sioner in Lunacy. But neither event took place. 

They could have cut the Gordian knot by organising an 
escape : Giles and others were to he bought to that ; but Dr. 
Suaby’s whole conduct had been so kind, generous, and^eon- 
fiding, that this was out of the question ; indeed, Sir Charles 
had for the last month been there upon paroj^ . 

Yet the thing had been wisely planneoTasmll appear when I 
come to notice the advice counsel had given to Wheeler in thif* 
emergency.' But Bassett would not take advice : he went by 
his own head, and prepared a new and terrible blow, which Mr. 
Bolfe did not foresee. 

But meantime an unlooked-for and accidental assistant came 
into the asylum, without the least idea Sir Charles was there. 

Mrs. Marsh, early in her married life, converted her husband 
to religion, and took him about the country preaching. She was 
in earnest, and ha^d a vein of natural eloquence, that really went 
straight to peopli^’a bosoms. She was certainly a Christian, 
though an eccentric one. Temper being the last thing to yidd 
to Gospel light, she still got into rages ; but now she was veary 
humble and penitent after them. 

Well, then, after going about doing good, she decided to 
settle down and do good. As for Marsh, he had. only to obey : 
judge for yourself ; the mild, grey-headed vicar of CalverjiY. who 
now leaned on la Marsh, "ks on* a staff, thought it rJgfit at the 
beginning to ascertain that she was not opposing her husband’s 
views. He put a query of this kind as delicately as possible. 

‘My husband!’ cried she. ‘If he refused to go to hi^ven 
with me, I’d take him there by the ear.’ And her eyes 
with the threat. 

Well, somebody told this lady that Mr. Vaadeleur was ruinedi - 
and in Dr. Suaby’s asylum, not ten miles from her country seai 
This intelligence touched her. She contrasted her own happy , 
condition, both worldly and spiritual, with that of .this unfpjp* 
tunate reprobate, and she felt bound to see if nothing oouldl ha . 
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done for the poor wretch. A timid Christian would have sent 
Borne man to do the good work ; but this was a lion-like one ; 
f>o she mounted her horse, and, taking *only her groom with her, 
was at Bellevue in no time. 

She dismounted, and said she must speak to Dr. Suaby, sent 
in her card, and was received at once. 

*Tou have a gentleman here called Vandeleur.' 

The doctor looked disappointed, but bowe d, 

^ I wish to see him.* 

^Certainly, madam : James — take Mrs. Marsh into a sitting- 
room, and send Mr. Vandeleur to her.* 

* He is not violent^ is he V said Mrs. Marsh, beginning to 
hesitate, when she saw there was no opposition'. ^ 

* Kot at all, madam ; the Pink of politeness. If you have 
any money about you, it might be as well to conlide it to 
me.* 

* What, will he rob me V 

* Oh no ; much too well conducted ; but he will most likely 
wheedle you out of it.* 

‘ Ho fear of that, sir.* And she followed James. 

He took her to a room commanding the lawn : she looked out 
of the window, and saw several ladies and gentlemen walking at 
their ease, reading, or working in the sun. 

^ Poor things !’ she thought, ‘ they are not so very miserable : 
perhaps God comforts them by ways unknown to us. I 
wonder whether preaching would do4hem any good. I should 
like to try. But they would not let me ; they lean on the arm 
of flesh.* 

Her thoughts were interrupted at last by the door opening 
gently, and in came Vandeleur, with his graceful panther-like 
step, and a winning smile he had put on for conquest. 

He stopped — ho stared ; he renijlsiiQed motionless and aS' 
founded. 

At last he burst out — ‘ Somer was it me you wished to 

see V 

* Yes,* said she, very kindly. ‘ I came to see you, for old 
acquaintance. You must call me Mrs. Marsh now; I am 
married.* 

By this time he had quite recovered himself, and offered her 
a chair with ingratiating zeal. 

‘ Sit down ^ me,* said she, as if she was petting a chili 
* Are you sure you remember me V 
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Says the Courtier : ‘ Who eould forget you that had ever bad 
the honour ' 

Mrs. Marsh drew bgfclc with sudden hauteur. 

‘ I did not come here for folly,’ said she r then, rather naively 
‘ I begin to -doubt your being so very mad.’ 

‘ Mad ? no, of course I am upt.’ 

‘ Then what brings you hero V 

* Stumped.’ 

‘ What, have I mistaken the house? Is it a gao^ 

W Oh no ! — I’ll tell you — you see I was dipped pretty deep), 
aifd duns after me, and the Derby my only chance ; so I put 
the pot on — but a dark horse won — then the Jews knew I was 
done \ so now it was a race which should take me. Sloraan 
had seven writs out ; I was in a corner : I got a friend that 
knows every move to sign me into this asylum. They thought 
it was all up then, and he is bringing them to a shilling in the 
pound.* 

Before he could complete this autobiographical sketch, Mrs. 
Marsh started up in a fury, and brought her whip down on the 
table with a smartish cut. 

You little heartless villain 1’ she screamed. ‘ Is this the way 
you play upon people : bringing me from my home to console a 
maniac, and, instead of that, you are only what You always were, 
a spendthrift and a scamp 1 Finely they will laugh at me.^ 

She clutched the whip in her white but powerful hand, till it 
quivered in the air, impatient for a victim. 

‘ Oh !’ she cried, panting, and struggling with her passion, ‘ if 
I wasn’t a child of God, I’d ’ 

* You’d give me a devilish good hiding,’ said Vandeleur, 
demurely. 

‘ That I wouldy said she, very earnestly, 

‘ You forget that I never told you I was mad. How could I 
imagine you would hear it? How could I dream you would 
comp, even if you did?* 

^ I should be no Christian if I didn’t come.’ 

‘ But 1 mean — we parted ba^ friends, you know.’ 

‘ Yes, Van j but when I asked you for the grey horse, you 
sent me a new side-saddle. A woman does not forget those 
little things. You were a gentleman, though a chjild of BelialV 

Vandeleur bowed most deferentially, as much as to say, ^ Jn 
both those matters, you are the highest authority earth con- 
tains.* 


14—2 
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‘ So come,* said sBe, ^ here is plenty of writing paper. N’ow 
tell me all your debts, and I will put them down.^ 

* What is the use ? At a shilling in the pound, six hundred 
Will pay them all.* 

‘ Are you sure V 

‘ As sure as that I am not going to rob you of the money.' 

' Oh, I only mean to lend it you.* 

' That alters the case.* 

< Prodigiously.* And she smiled satirically. ‘Now your 
friend*s address, that is treating with your creditors.* 

‘Must II* 

‘ Unless you want to put me in a great p^sion.* 

‘ Anything soonpr than that.’ Then he wrote it for her. 

‘ And now,* said she, ‘ grant me a little favour, for old acquain- 
tance. Just kneel you down there, and let me wrestle with 
Heaven for you, that you may be a brand plucked from the fire, 
even as I am.* 

The Pink of politeness submitted, with a sigh of resigna- 
tion. 

Then she prayed for him, so hard, so beseechingly, so 
eloquently, he was amazed and touched. 

She rose from her knees, and laid her head on her hand, ^ 
exhausted a little by her own earnestness. 

H§ stood by her, and hung bis head. 

‘ You are very good,* he said. ‘ It is a shame to let you waste 
it on me. Look here — I want to do a little bit of good to 
another man, after you praying so beautifully.* 

‘ All 1 I am so glad. Tell me.* 

‘Well then, you mustn’t waste a thoughi on me, Khoda. 
I*m a gambler, and a fool : let me go to the clogs at once ; it is 
only a question of time ; but there’s a feTlew here that is in 
irouble, and doesn’t deserve it, and he waS a faithful friendfto 
you,..! believe. I never was. And be has got a wife ; and by 
what I hear, you could get him out I think, and I am sure you 
would he angry with me afterwards if I didn’t tell ^you ; you 
have such a good heart. It is Sir Charles Bassett.* 

‘ Sir Charles Bassett here ! Oh, his poor wife ! What drove 
him mad ? poor, poor, Sir Charles !* 

‘ Oh* he is all right ‘They have cured him entirely ; hut 
there is no gating iim out : and he is beginning to lose heart, 
they say. There’s a literary swell here can tell all about it ; he 
has come down expressly : but they are in a fix, and I think 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


213 


you can help them out. I wish you would let me introduce 
you to him.’ » 

‘To whom?’ 

‘ To Mr. Eolfe. You used to read his novels.’ 

‘I adore them. Introduce me at once. But Sir Charles 
must not see me, nor know I am here. Say Mrs. Marsh, a 
friend of Lady Bassett's.’ 

SI}’’ Vandeleur delivered this to Eolfe : but whirred out of 
his own head, ‘ A character for your next novel ; a saint, with 
the devil's own temper.* 

This insidious addition brought Mr. Eolfe to her directly. 

As might be expected from their go-ahead characters, these 
two knew each other intimately in about twelve minutes ; and 
Eolfe told her all the facts I have related, and Marsh went into 
several passions, and corrected herself, and said she had been a 
great sinner, hut was plucked fipm the burning, and therefore 
thankful to anybody who would give her a little bit of good 
to do. 

Itolfe took prompt advantage of this foible, and urged her to 
see the Commissioners in Lunacy, and use all her eloquence to 
get one of them down. 

‘ They don’t act upon my letters,’ said he : ‘ but it will be 
another thing if a beautiful, ardent, woman puts it to theih in 
person, with all that power of face and voice I see in you. 
You are all lire ; and you can talk Saxon.’ 

‘ Oh, I'll talk to them,’ said Mrs. Marsh, ‘ and Cod will give 
me words : He always does, when I am pn His side. Poor Lady 
Bassett ! my heart bleeds for her. I will go to London to- 
morrow ; ay, to-night if you like. To-night ? I’ll go this 
instant 1’ 

‘^hat r said Eolfe, ‘ is th^re a lady id the world who will 
go a journey without packing seven trunks — and merely to^do 
a good action ?’ 

‘You forget. Penitent sinners must make up for lost time.’ 

‘ At that rate impenitent ones like me had better lose none. 
So I’ll arm you at once with certain documents, and you must 
not leave the Commissioners till they promise to send one of 
their number dowm without delay, to examine him, and dis- 
charge him if he is as we represent,’ * * * 

Mrs. Marsh consented warmly, and went with Eolfe to Dr. 
Suaby’s study. 

They armed her with letters and written facts, and she 
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rode off at a fiery pace, but not before sbe and Eolfe had sworn 
eternal friendship. v 

The Commissioners received Mrs. Marsh coldly. She was 
chilled, but not daunted. She produced Suaby’s letter, and 
Eolte^ ; and, when they were read, she played the orator. She 
argued, she remonstrated, she convinced, she persuaded, she 
thundered : fire seen^ed to come out of the woman. 

Mr. Fawcett, on whom Mr. Eolfe hod mainly relied, caught 
fire, and declared he would go down the next day, and look 
into the matter on the spot : and he kept his word ; he came 
down : he saw Sir Charles, and Suaby, and penetrated the case. 

Mr. Fawcett was a man with a strong hdad and a good heart, 
b.ut rather an arrogant manner. He was also slightly affected 
with official pomposity and reticence ; so, unfortunately, he went 
away without declaring his intentions, and discouraged them all 
with the fear of innumerable delays in the matter. 

1^0 w, if Justice is slow, Injustice is swift. The very next 
da}^ a thunderclap fell on Sir Charles and his friends, 

JlrriwBd at the door a fly and pair, with three keepers from an 
asylum kept by Burdoch, a layman, the very opposite of the 
benevolent Suaby ; his was a place where the old system of 
restraint prevailed, secretly but largely : strait- waistcoats, 
muffies, hand-locks, etc. Here fleas and bugs destroyed the 
patient's rest ; and, to counteract the insects, morphia was ad- 
ministered freely : given to the bugs and fleas it would have 
been an effectual antidote ; but they gave it to the patients, and 
so the insects won. 

These three keepers came with an order correctly drawn, and 
signed by Eichard Bassett, to deliver Sir Charles to the agents 
showing the order. 

Suaby, who had a horror of Burdoch, turned pale at the sight 
of the order, and took it to Eolfo. 

^ Eesist r said that worthy. 

* I have no right.’ 

‘ On second thoughts, do nothing, but gain timo, while I 

Has Bassett paid you for Sir Charles’s board V 
‘ No.' 

‘ Decline to give him up till that is done ; and be some time 
making out the bill Come what may, pray keep Sir Charles 
here till I send you a note that I am ready.’ 

He iiieu hastened to Sit Charles, and unfolded his plans to 
him. ’ 
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Sir Charles assented eagerly : he was quite willing to run risks 
with the hope of immediate liberation, which Bolfe held out : 
his own part was to delay, and put off, till he got a line from 
Ilolfe. 

Eolfe then * borrowed Vandeleur on parole, and the doctor's 
<iog“Cai:t, and dashed into the town, distant two miles. 

First he went to the little Theatre, and found them just con- 
cluding a rehearsal. Being a playwright, he was known to 
nearly all the people, more or less, and got five supem and one 
carpenter to join him — for a consideration. 

He then made other arrangements in the town, the nature of 
which will appear in due course. 

M(*-antirae, Suaby bad presented his bill. One of the keepers 
got into the fiy, and took it back to the town. There, as Eolfe 
had anticipated, lurked Eichard Bassett : he cursed the delay, 
gave the man the money, and urged expedition. The money was 
brought and paid, and Suabjr informed Sir Charles. 

But Sir Charles was not obliged to hurry : he took a long 
time to pack : and he was not ready till Vandeleur brought a 
note to him from Eolfe. 

Then Sir Charles came down. 

Suaby made Burdoch’s keeper sign a paper to the effect that 
ho had the baronet in charge, and relieved Suaby of all further 
responsibility. 

Then Sir Charles took an affectionate leave of Dr. Suaby, and 
made him promise to visit him at Huntercombe Hall. 

Then he got into the fly, and sat between two keepers, and the 
fly drove off. • 

Sir Charles, at that moment, needed all his fortitude. The 
least mistake or miscalculation on the part, of his friends, and 
what might not be the result to him ! 

. As the fly went slowly through the gate, he saw, on his right 
liand, a light carriage and pair moving up ; but was it coming 
after him, or only bringing visitors to the asylum ? 

The fly rolled on ; even his stout heart began to quake. It 
rolled, and rolled. Sir Charles could stand it no longer ; he 
tried to look out of the window, to see if the carriage was following. 

One of the keepers pulled him in roughly. * Come, none of 
that, sir.' 

* Yqu insolent scoundrel !' said Sir Charles. * 

‘ Ay, ay,' said the man : ‘ well see about that, when wo get 
you home,' 
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Then Sir Charles saw he had offended a vindictive blackguard. 

He sank back in his seat, and a cold chill crept over him. 

Just then, they passed a little clump bf fir-trees. 

In a moment there rushed out of these trees a number of men 
in crape masks, stopped the horses, surrounded the caniage, and 
opened it with brandishing of bludgeons and life-preservers, and 
pointing of guns. 


CHAPTEK XXX. 

A BIO man, who seemed the leader, fired a volley of ferocious 
oaths at the keepers, and threatened to send them to hell that 
moment if they did not instantly deliver up that gentleman. 

The keepers were thoroughly terrified, and roared for mercy. 

‘ Hand him out here, you scoundrels 

‘ Yes ! yes ! Man alive, we are not resisting : what is the 
use V 

‘ Hand down his luggage.' 

It was done all in a flutter. 

* Now get in again ; turn your horses' heads the other way, 
and don^t come back for an hour. You with your guns take 
stations in those trees, and shoot them dead if they are back 
before their time. 

These threats were interlarded with horrible oaths, and Bur- 
doch's party were glad to get ofl, and they drove away quickly 
in the direction indicated. 

However, as soon as they got over the first surprise, they 
began to smell a hoax ; and, instead of an hour, it was scarcely 
twenty minutes when they came back. 

But meantime the supers were j)aid liberally among the fir- 
trees by Vandeleur, pocketed their crape, flung their dummy 
guns into a cornfield, dispersed in different directions, and loft 
no trace. 

But Sir Charles was not detained for that : the moment ho 
was recaptured, he and his luggage were whisked off in the other 
carriage, and, with Eolfe and his secretary, dashed round the 
town, avoiding the main street, to a railway eight miles off, at a 
pace almost ctefying pursuit. Not that they dreaded it: they 
had numbers, -fffms, and a firm determination to fight if necessary, 
and also three tongues to tell the truth, instead of one. 
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At one in the morning they were in London. They slept at 
Mr. Kolfe’s house; and^ before breakfast Mr. Rolfe’s secretary 
was sent to secure a couple of prize-fighters to attend upon Sir 
Charles till further notice. They were furnished with a written 
paper explaining the case briefly, and were instructed to hit first 
and talk afterwards, should a recapture be attempted. Should 
a crowd collect, they were to produce the letter. These mea- 
sures were to provide against his recapture under the statute, 
which allows an alleged lunatic to be retaken upon the old cer- 
tificates for fourteen days after his escape from confinement, but 
for no longer. 

Money is a good friend in such contingencies as these. 

Sir Charles started directly after breakfast to find his wife 
and child. The faithful pugilists followed at his heels in 
another cab. 

Neither Sir Charles nor Mr. Kolfe knew Lady Bassett's 
address : it was the medical man who had written, but that did 
not much matter ; Sir Charles was sure to learn his wife's 
address from Mr. Boddington. Ho called on that gentleman at 
17, Upper Gloucester Place. 

Mr. Boddiijgtou had just taken his wife down to Margate, for 
her health ; hud only been gone half an hour. 

This was truly irritating and annoying. Apparently, Sir 
Charles must wait that gentleman's return. He left a line, beg- 
ging Mr. Boddington to send him Lady Bassett's address in a 
cab, immediately on his return. 

He told Mr. Itolfe this ; and then for the first time let out 
that his wife's not writing to him at the asylum had surprised 
and alarmed him — he was on thorns. 

Mr. Boddington returned in the middle of the night, and at 
broakfast-time Sir Charles had a note to say Lady Bassett was 
at 111), Gloucester Place, Portman Square. 

Sir Charles bolted a mouthful or two of breakfast, and then 
dashed ofi* in a hansom to 119, Gloucester Place. 

There was a bill in the window, ‘To be let, Furnished; 
apply to Parker and Ellis.' • 

He knocked at the door. Nobody came. Knocked again. 
A lugubrious female opened the door. 

‘ Lady Bassett V , 

* DonT live here, sir. House to be let' ^ 

Sir Charles went to Mr. Boddington and told him. 

Mr. Boddington said he thought he could not be mistaken ; 
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*but "Would look mt hie address-book. He did, end said it was 
certainly 119, Gloucester Place. ‘ Perhaps she has left,* said he. 
* She was very healthy — an excellent patient. But I should not 
have advised her to move for a day or two more.* 

Sir Charles was sore puzzled. He dashed off to th'3 agents, 
Parker .and Ellis. 

They said, ‘ Yes ; the house was Lady Bassett’s for a few 
months. They were instructed to let it.* 

^When did she leave? I am her husband, and we have 
missed each other somehow.* 

The clerk interfered, and said Lady Bassett had brought the 
keys in her carriage yesterday. 

8ir Charles groaned with vexation and annoyance. 

^ Did she give you no address V 
‘Yes, sir; Hun tercombe Hall.* 

‘ I mean, no address in London V 
* Ho, sir — none.* 

Sir Charles was now truly perplexed and distressed, and all 
manner of strange ideas came into his head. He did not know 
■what to do, but he could not bear to do nothing ; so he drove 
to the Times office, and advertised, requesting Lady Bassett to 
send her present address to Mr. Rolfe. 

At night he talked this strange business over with Mr. Eolfe. 
That gentleman thought she must have gone to Huntercombe; 
but by the last post a letter came from Suaby, inclosing one 
from Lady Bassett to her husband. 


• 119, Gloucester Place. 

‘ Darling, — The air here is mt good for baby, and I cannot sleep 
for the noise. We think of creeping towards home to-morrow, in an 
easy carriage. Pray God you may soon meet us at dear Hunter- 
combe. Our first journey xvill he Mhat dear old comfortable inn at 
Winterfield, where you and I were so happy, but not happier^ dearest 
darling j thm we shall soon be again, I hope. 

‘ Your devoted t6ife, 

• ‘Bella Bassett. 

* My heartfelt thanks to Mr. Rolf e for all he is doingl 

Sir CharlOT wanted to start that night for Winterfield, but 
Eolfe persuaded him not ‘ And mind,* said he, ‘ the faithful 
pugilistalnuflt go with you/ 
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The xnoming’s post rendered that needless. It brought 
another letter from Sualjy, informing Mr. Eolfe that the Com- 
missioners had positively discharged Sir Charles, and notified 
the discharge to Eichard Bassetts 

Sir Chariest took leave of Mr. Eolfe as of a man who was to 
be his bosom friend for life, and proceeded to hunt for his wife. 

She had left Winterfield ; but he followed her like a staunch 
hound, and, when he stopped at a certain inn, some twenty 
miles from Huntercombe, a window opened, there wis a strange 
loving scream. He looked up, and saw his wife's radiant face, 
and her figure ready to fly down to him. He rushed upstairs, 
into the right room by some mighty instinct, and held her 
panting, and crying for joy, in his arms. 

That moment almost compensated what eacli had suffered. 


CHAPTER XXXL 

So full was the joy of this loving pair that, for a long time, they 
sat rocking in each other’s arms, and thought of nothing but 
their sorrows past, and the sea of bliss they were floating on. 

But presently Sir Chades glanced round for a moment. Swift 
to interpret his every look, Lady Bassett rose, took two steps, 
came back and printed a kiss on his forehead, and then went to 
a door and opened it, 

‘ Mrs. Millar !’ said she, with one of those tones by which 
these ladies impregnate with meaning ft word that has none at 
all ; and then she came back to her husband. 

Soon a buxom woman of forty appeared, carrying a biggish 
bank of linen and lace, with a little face in the middle. The 
good woman held it up to Sk Charles, and he felt something 
novel stir inside him. He looked at the little thing with a vast 
yearning of love, with pride, and a good deal of curiosity, and 
then turned smiling to his wife. She had watched him furtively 
but keenly, and her eyes were •brimming over. He kissed the 
little thing, and blessed it, and then took his wife’s hands, and 
kissed her wet eyes, and made her stand and look at Baby with 
him, hand in hand. It was a pretty picture. ^ 

The buxom woman swelled her feathers, as simple women do 
when they exhibit a treasure of this sort ; she lifted the little 
mite slowly up and down, and said, * Oh, you Beauty 1* and then 
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went off into varions inarticulate sounds, which I recommend to 
the particular study of the new Philosophers : they cannot have 
been invented after speech ; that would be retrogression ; they 
must be tbe vocal remains of that hairy sharp-eared quadruped, 
our progenitor, who by accident discovered language, and so 
1 umed Biped, and went ahead of all the other hairy quadrupeds, 
whose ears were too long, or not sharp enough, to stumble upon 
language. 

Under cover of these primeval sounds Lady Bassett drew her 
husband a little apart, and looking in his face with piteous 
wistfulness, said, ‘You won’t mind Eichard Bassett and his 
baby now V 
‘Not L’ 

‘ Yoii will never have another fit while you live P 

‘ I promise.’ 

‘You will always be happy P 

‘ I must be an ungrateful scoundrel else, my dear. 

* Then Baby is our best friend. Oh, you little angel !’ and she 
pounced on the mite, and kissed it far harder than Sir Charles 
had. Heaven knows why these gentle creatures are so rough 
with their mouths to children, but so it is. 

And now how can a mere male relate all the pretty childish 
things that were done and said to Baby, and of Baby, before the 
inevitable squalling began, and Baby was taken away to be con- 
soled by another of his subjects ? 

Sir Charles and Lady Bassett had a thousand things to tell 
^ach other, to murmur in each other’s ears sitting lovingly close 
to each other. ^ 

But, when all was quiet, and everybody else was in bed, Lady 
Bassett plucked up courage, and said, ‘ Charles, I am not quite 
happy. There is one thing wanting.’ And then she hid her 
face in her hands, and blushed. ‘.I cannot nurse him.’ 

‘ Never mind,’ said Sir Charles kindly. 

‘ You forgive me P 

‘ Forgive you, my poor girl I Why, is that a crime P 

‘ It leads to so many things, you don’t know what a plague 
a nurse is, and makes one jealous.’ 

‘ Well, but it is only for a time. Come, Bella, this is a little 
peevish. Don’t let us be ungrateful to Heaven. As for me, 
whilst you anM our child live, I am proof against much greater 
misfortunes than that.’ 

Then Lady Bassett cleared up, and the subject dropped. 
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But it was renewed next morning in a more definite form. 

Sir Charles rose early \ and, in the pride and joy of his heart, 
and not quite without in eye to triumphing over his mortal 
enemy and his cold friends, sent a mounted messenger with 
orders to his servants to prepare for his immediate reception, and 
to send out his iandau and four horses to the ^ Eose,' at Stave- 
leigh, halfway between Huntercombe and the place where he 
now was. Lady Bassett had announced herself able for the 
journey. / 

After breakfast he asked her, rather suddenly, whether Mrs. 
Millar was not rather an elderly woman to select for a nurse, ‘ I 
thought people got a young woman for that office V 

' Oh !’ said Lady Bassett, ‘ why Mrs. Millar is not the nurse. 
Of course Nurse is young and healthy, and from the counti^, and 
the best 1 could have in every way for Baby. But yet — oh, 
Charles, I hope you will not be angry — who do you think Nurse 
is ? It is Mary Gosport — Mary Wells that was.' 

Sir Charles was a little staggered, lie put this and that 
together, and said, ‘ Why, she must have been playing the fool, 
then V 

‘ Hush ! not so loud, dear. She is a married woman now, and 
her husband gone to sea, and her child dead. Most wet-nurses 
have a child of their own, and don't you think they must hate 
the stranger's child, that parts them from their own? Now 
Baby is a comfort to Mary. And - the wat-nurse is always a 
tyrant ; and I thought, as this one has got into a habit of obey- 
ing me, she might be more manageable ; and then as to her 
having been imprudent, I know many^ ladies who have been 
obliged to shut their eyes a little. Why consider, Charles, 
would good wives and good mothers leave their own children to 
nurse a stranger's ? Would their husbands let them ? And I 
thought,' said she piteously, ‘jre were so fortunate to get a 
young, healthy gii’l, imprudent out not vicious, whose fault has 
been covered by marriage, and then so attached to us both, os 
she is, poor thing !' 

Sir Charles was in no humour to make mountains of mole- 
hills. 

‘ Why, my dear Bella,' said he, * after all, this is your depart- 
ment, not mine.' 

* Yes, but unless I please you in every departmdijt, there is 
no happiness for me.* 

‘ But you know you please me in everything ; and the more I 
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look into anythiag, the wiser I always think you. You have 
chosen the best wet-nurse possible. &nd her to me.’ 

Lady Bassett hesitated. ‘You wfll be kind to her. You 
know the consequence if anything happens to make her fret. 
Baby will suffer for it.’ 

* Oh, I know. Catch me offending this she Potentate, till 
he is weaned. Dress for the journey, my dear, and send Nurse 
to me.’ 

Lady Bassett went into the next room, and, after a long time, 
Mary came to Sir Charles, with Baby in her arms. 

Mary had lost, for a time, some of her ruddy colour, but her 
skin was clearer, and, somehow, her face was softened. She 
looked really a beautiful and attractive young woman. 

She curtsied to Sir Charles, and then took a good look at 
him. 

‘ Well, Nurse,’ said he cheerfully, ‘ here we are, back again, 
both of us.’ 

‘ That we be, sir.’ And she showed her white teeth in a 
broad smile, ‘ La, sir, you be a sight for sore eyes. How well 
you do look, to be sure !’ 

‘Thank you, Mary. I never was better in my life. You 
look pretty well, too ; only a little pale — paler than Lady Bassett 
does.* 

‘ I give my colour to the child,’ said Mary simply. 

She did not know she had said anything poetic; but Sir 
Charles was so touched and pleased with her answer, that ho 
gave her a five-pound note on the spot : and he said : 

‘ We’ll bring your qolour back, if beef, and beer, and kind- 
ness can do it.’ 

‘ I ain’t afeard o’ tbat, sir ; and I’ll am it ’Tis a lovely boy, 
^r, and your very image.’ • 

Inspection followed ; and sopaething or other offended young 
master ; ho began to cackle. But this nurse did not take him 
away, as Mrs. Millar had. She just sat down with him, and 
nursed him openly, with rustic composure and simplicity. 

Sir Charles leaned his arm on the mantelpiece, and eyed the 
pair ; for all this was a new world of feeling tq him. His paid 
servant seemed to him to be playing the mother to his child. 
Somehow it gave him a. strange twinge ; a sort of vicarious 
jealousy ; he felt for his Bella. But I think his own paternal 
pride, in all its freshness, was hurt a little too. 

At kst he shrugged his shoulders, and was going out of the 
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TDoni^ with a hint to Mary that she most wrap herself up, for it 
would he an open carriage — 

* Your own carriage, fir, and horses V 

* Certainly.' 

‘And do all the folk know as we are conoingf 

Sir Charles laughed. ‘ Most likely. Gossip is not dead at 
Huntercombe, I d^e say.* 

Nurse’s black eyes flashed. 

‘ All the village will be out. I hope he will s^' us ride in, 
the black-hearted villain !' 

Sir Charles was too proud to let her draw him into that topic : 
he went about his business. 

Lady Bassett’s carriage, duly packed, came round, and Lady 
Bassett was ready soon afterwards j so was Mrs. Millar ; so was 
Baby, embedded now in a nest of lawn and lace, and white fur. 
They had to wait for Nurse. Lady Bassett explained sdto voee 
to her husband : 

* Just at the last moment she was seized with a desire to wear 
a silk go\f n I gave her. I argued with her, but she only pouted. 
I was afraid for Baby. It is very hard upon yow, dear.* 

Her face and voice were so piteous, that Sir Charles burst out 
laughing. 

‘ We must take the bitter along with the sweet Don^t you 
think the sweet rather predominates at. present P 

Lady Bassett explored his face with all her eyes. 

‘ My darling is happy now ; trifles cannot put him out* 

‘ I doubt if anything could shake me, whilst 1 have you and 
our child. As for that jade keeping us all waiting while slm 
dons silk attire, it is simply delicious. I wish Eolfe was here, 
that is all. Ha ! ha ! ha !’ 

Mrs. Gospoit appeared at last, in a purple silk gown, and 
marched to the carriage without the slightest sign of the dis- 
comfort she really felt ; but that was no wonder, belonging, as 
she did, to a sex which can walk not only smiling, but jauntily, 
though dead lame, on sloping stilts — as you may see any day in 
Hegent Street. 

Sir Charles, with mock gravity, ushered King Baby and his 
attendants in first, then Lady Bassett, and got in last himself. 

Before they had gone a mile, Nurse No. 1 handed the child 
over to Nurse No. 2, with a lofty condescension, as who should 
say, ‘ You suffice for porterage j I, the superior artist, reserve 
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myself for emergencies.’ No. 2 received the invaluable bundle 
with meek complacency. 

By-and-by Nurse 1 got fidgety, and^kept changing her posi- 
tion. 

‘ What is the matter, Mary T said Lady Bassett kindly. * Is 
ihe dress too tight I’ 

‘ No, no, my lady,’ said Mary sharply, ‘ the gownd’s all right.’ 
And then she was quiet a little. 

But she began again ; and then Lady Bassett whispered Sir 
Charles, ^ I think she wants to sit forward : mny I V 

‘ Certainly not. I’ll change with her. Here, Mary, try this 
side. We shall have more room in the landau ; it is double, 
with wide seats.’ 

Mary was gratified, and amused herself looking out of the 
window. Indeed, she was quiet for nearly liolf an hour. At 
the expiration of that period the fit took her again. She 
beckoned haughtily for Baby, ‘which did come at hercomrrxand,’ 
as the song says. She got tired of Baby, or sometjiing, and 
handed him back again. 

Presently she was discovered to bo crying. 

General consternation ! Universal, but vague consolation ! 

Lady Bassett looked an inquiry at Mrs. Alillar. Mrs. Millar 
looked back assent. Lady Bassett assumed the command, and 
took oir Mary’s shawl, 

‘ Fes/ said she, to Mrs. Millar. ‘ Now, Mary, be good : it is 
too tight.’ 

Thus urged, the idiot contracted herself by a mighty effort, 
while Lady Bassett attacked the fastenings, and, with infinite 
difficulty, they unhooked three bottom hooks. • The fierce burst 
open that followed, and the awful chasm, showed what gigantic 
strength vanity can command, and how savagely abuse it to 
maltreat nature. 

Lady Bassett loosened the stays too, and a deep sigh of relief 
told the truth, which the lying tongue had denied, as it always 
does, whenever the same question is put. 

The shawl was replaced, and comfort gained till they entered 
the town of Staveleigh. 

Nurse instantly exchanged places with Sir Charles, and took 
the child again. He was her banner in all public places. 

When they® came up to the inn, they were greetf*d with loud 
hurrahs. It was market-day. The town was full of Sir Charles’s 
tenants and other farmers. His return had got wind, and every 
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fanner under fifty had resolved to ride with hlln into Hunter- 
combe. 

When five or six, all shouting together, intimated this to Sir 
Charles, he sent one of his people to order the butchers out to 
Huntercombe, with joints a score, and then to gallop on with a 
note to his housekeeper and butler. ‘ For those that ride so far 
with me must sup with me,' said he ; a sentiment that was much 
approved. 

He took Lady Bassett and the women upstairs^ and rested 
them about an hour : and then they started for Huntercombe, 
followed by some thirty farmers, and a dozen townspeople, who 
had a mind for a lark, and to sup at Huntercombe Hall for once.' 

The ride was (frightful ; the carriage bowled swiftly along 
over a smooth road, with often turf at the side ; and that enabled 
the young farmers to canter alongside without dusting the carriage 
party. Every man on horseback they overtook joined them ; 
some they met turned back with them, and these were rewarded 
with loud cheers : every eye in the carriage glittered, and every 
cheek was more or less flushed by this uproarious sympathy so 
gallantly shown, and the very thunder of so many horses' feet, 
each carrying a friend, was very exciting and glorious. Why, 
before they got to the village, they had four-score horsemen at 
their backs. 

As they got close to the village, Mary Gosport held out her 
arms for young master : this was not the time to forego her im- 
portance. 

The church bells rang out a clashing peal, the cavalcade 
clattered into the village. Everybody, was out to cheer, and, at 
the sight of Baby, the women's voices were as loud as the men's. 
Old pensioners of the house were out bare-headed ; one, with 
hair white as snow, was down on his knees, praying a blessing 
on them. , 

Lady Bassett began to cry softly; Sir Charles, a little pale, 
but firm as a rock ; both bowing right and left, like royal per- 
sonages ; and well they might ; every house in the village be- 
longed to them, but one. 

On approaching that one, Mary Gosport turned her head 
round, and shot a glance round out of the tail of her eye. Ay, 
there was Richard Bassett, pale and gloomy, half hid behind a 
tree at his gate: but Hate's quick eye discerned 'him : at the 
moment of passing she suddenly lifted the child high, and 
showed it him, pretending to show it to the crowd : but hex eye 
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told the tale f fot, ^ith that act of fierce hatred and cutming 
tritmipbi those black orbs shot a colovired gleam like a furious 
leopardess’s. 

A roar of cheers burst from the crowd at that inspired gesture 
of a woman, whose face and eyes seemed on hre : Lady Bassett 
turned pale. 

The next moment they passed their own gate, and dashed up 
to the hall'Steps of Huntercombe. 

Sir Charles sent Lady Bassett to her room for the night. She 
walked, through a row of ducking servants, bowing and smiling 
like a gentle goddess. Mary Gosport, afraid to march in a long 
dress with the child, for fear of accidents, handed him superbly 
to Millar, and strutted haughtily after her mistress, nodding 
patronage. Her follower, the meek Millar, stopped often to show 
the heir right and left, with simple geniality and kindness. 

Sir Charles stood on the hall-steps, and invited all to come in 
H^^d takejgjgjchm]^. 

Already spits were turning before great fires ; a rump of beef, 
legs of pork, and peas-puddings boiling in one copper ; turkeys 
and fowls in another ; joints and pies baking in the great brick 
ovens ; barrels of beer on tap, and magnums of champagne and 
port, marching steadily up from the cellars, and forming in line 
and square upon sideboards and tables. 

Supper was laid in the hall, the dining-room, the drawing- 
room, and the great kitchen. 

Poor villagers tricklecl||in : no man or woman was denied : 
it was open house that night, as it had been four hundred years 
ago. 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

• 

When Sharpe’s clerk retired, after serving that writ on Bassett, 
Bassett went to Wheeler, and treated it as a jest. But Wheeler 
looked puzzled, and Bassett himself, «on second thoughts, said he 
should like advice of Counsel. , Accordingly they both wen^ /up 
to London to a solicitor, and obtained an interview with a 
Counsel learned in the law. He heard their story, and said, 

* The question is, can you convince a jury he was insane at the 
time V *Bht he can't get into Court,’ said Bassett. ‘I won't 
let him.’ 

* Ofa| the Court Till make you produce him*’ 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. tvf 

But I thought an insane person was civiliter'^ moituos, and 
couldn^t sue.' , 

^ So he is \ but this man is not insane in law ; shutting up a 
man on certificates is merely a preliminary step to a fair trial hy 
his peers, whether he is insane or not. Take the parallel case 
of a Felon. A magistrate commits him for trial, and generally 
on better evidence than medical certificates ; but that does not 
make the roan a Felon, or disentitle him to a trial by his peem 
on the contrary, it entitles him to a trial, and he coufd get Par- 
liament to interfere, if he was not brought to trial. This 
3'laintiff simply does what, he will say, you ought to have done ; 
he tries himself : if ho tries you at the same time, that is your 
fault. If he is insaije now, fight. If he is not, I advise you to 
discharge him on the instant, and then compound.' 

Wheeler said he was afraid the Plaintiff was too vindictive to 
come to terms. 

* Well, then, you can show you discharged him the moment 
you had reason to think he was cured, and you must prove he 
was insane when you incarcerated him : but I warn you it will 
be uphill work if he is sane now ; the jury will be apt to go by 
what they see.' 

Bassett and Wlieeler retired ; the latter did not presume to 
differ ; but Bassett was dissatisfied and irritated. 

* That fellow would only see the Plaintiffs side,' said he. ^ The 
fool forgets there is an Act of Parliament, and that we have 
complied with its provisions to a T.' m, 

‘ Then why did you not ask his construction of the Act f sug- 
gested Wheeler. , 

‘ Because I don't want his construction. I've read it, and it 
is plain enough to anybody but a fooL Well, I have consulted 
Counsel, to please you ; and now I'll go my own way, to please 
myself.' 

He went to Burdoch, and struck a bargain, and Sir Charles 
was to be shifted to Burdock's Asylum, and nobody allowed to 
see him there, etc. etc. ; the old system, in short, than which no 
better has, as yet, been devised, fqr perpetuating, or even causing, 
mental aberration. 

Eolfe baffled this, as described, and Bassett was literally^ 
stunned. He now saw that Sir Charles had an ally full of rc* 
sources and resolution. Who could it be 1 He began* to tremble. 
He complained to the police^ and set them to discover who had 

16—2 
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thus openly and audaciously violated the Act of Parliament, and 
then he went and threatened Dr. Suaby. 

But Eolfe and Sir Charles, who loved Suaby as he deserved, 
had provided against that : they had not let the Doctor into 
their secret. He therefore said, with perfect truth, that he had 
DO hand in the matter, and that Sir Charles, being bound upon 
his honour not to escape from Bellevue, would be in the Asylum 
still, if Mr. Bassett had not taken him out, and invoked brute 
force, in the shape of Burdock. ‘Well, sir,* said he, * it seems 
they have shown you two can play at that game.* And so bade 
him good afternoon, very civilly. 

Bassett went home sickened. He remained sullen and torpid 
for a day or two ; then he wrote to Burdock to send to London 
and try and recapture Sir Charles. 

But next day he revoked his instructions, for ho got a 
letter from the Commissioners of Lunacy, announcing the authori- 
tative discharge of Sir Charles, on the strong representation of 
Dr, Suaby, and other competent persons. 

That settled the matter, and the poor cousin had kept the rich 
cousin three months at his own expense, with no solid advantage, 
but the prospect of a law-suit. 

Sharpe, spurred by Eolfe, gave him no breathing-tima With 
the utmost expedition the Declaration in Bassett v. Bassett fol- 
lowed the writ. It was short, simple, and in three counts. 

‘For violently seizing and confining the Plaintiff in a certain 
place, on a false pretencolthat he was insane. 

‘For detaining him in spite of evidence that he was not 
insane, ' 

‘ For endeavouring to remove him to another place, with a 
certain sinister motive there specified. 

‘By which several acts the Plaintiff had suffered in his 
health and his worldly affairs, and had endured great agony of 
mind.* 

And the Plaintiff claimed damages, ten thousand pounds, 

Bassett sent over for his friend Wheeler, and showed him the 
new document, with no little consternation. 

But their discussion of it was speedily interrupted by the 
clashing of triumphant bells and distant shouting. 

They rap out, to see what it was. Bassett, half suspecting, 
hung back ; but Mary Gosport’s keen eye detected him, and 
she held up the heir to him, with hate and triumph blazing in 
her face. 
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He crept into his own house, and sank into a chair — fou- 
drov4 ’'*’**^ 

"'wheeler, however, roilsed him to a necessary effort, and next 
day they took the declaration to Counsel, to settle their defence 
in due form. 

‘ What is this V said the learned gentleman. * Three counts ! 
Why, I advised you to discharge him at once.* 

‘ Yes,’ said Wheeler, ^ and excellent advice it was. But my 
client ’ 

‘ Preferred to go his own road. And now I am t6 cure the 
error I did what I could to prevent.* 

‘ I dare say, sir, it is not the first time in your experience.* 

' jS’ot by a great many. Clients, in general, have a great con- 
tempt for the notion that prevention is better than cure.* 

‘He can’t hurt me,’ said Bassett impatiently. ‘He was* 
separately examined by two doctors, and all the provisions of 
the statute exactly complied with.* 

‘ But that is no defence to this plaint. The statute forbids 
you to imprison an insane person without certain precautions ; 
but it does not give you a right, under any circumstances, to 
imprison a sane /nan. That was decided in Butcher v. Butcher. 
The defence you rely on was pleaded as a second plea, and the 
Plaintiff demurred to it directly. Tho question was argued be- 
fore the full court, and the judges, led by the first lawyer of the 
age, decided unanimously that ’the provisions of the statute did 
not affect sane Englishmen, and their rights under the common 
law. They ordered the plea to be striick off the record, and the 
case was reduced to a simple issue of sane or insane. Butcher 
V. Butcher governs all these cases. Can you prove him insane i 
If not, you had better compound on any terms. In Butcher’s 
case the jury gave £3,000, and the Plaintiff was a man of very 
inferior position to Sir Charles Bassett. Besides, the Defendant, 
Butcher, had not persisted against evidence, as you have. They 
will award £5,000 at least in this case.’ 

He took down a volume of reports, and showed them the 
case he had cited ; and, on reading the unanimous decision of 
the judges, and the learning by which they were supported, 
Wheeler said at once, * Mr, Bassett, we might as well try to 
knock down St. Paul’s with our heads, as to go against this , 
decision.’ « 

They then settled to put in a single plea, that Sir Charles 
was insane at the time of his capture. 
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This done to gain time, Wheeler called on Sharpe, and after 
several conferences, got the case compounded by an apology, a 
solemn retractation in writing, and the payment of four thou- 
sand pounds ; his counsel assured him his client was very lucky 
to get off so cheap. 

.Bassett paid the money, with the assistance of his wife’s 
father; but it was a sickener; it broke his spirit, and even 
injured his health for some'tfime. 

Sir Charles improved the village with the money, and gave a 
copyhold tenement to each of the men Bassett had got im- 
prisoned. So they, and their sons, and their grandsons, lived 
rent free — no, now I think of it, they had to pay fourpence a 
year to the Lord of the Manor. 

Defeated at every point, and at last punished severely, 
Richard Bassett fell into a deep dejection and solitary brooding 
of a sort very dangerous to the reason. He would not go out of 
doors to give his enemies a triumph. He used to sit by the 
lire and mutter, ‘ Blow upon blow, blow upon blow. ' My poor 
boy will never be Lord of Huntercombe now,* and so on. 

Wheeler pitied him, but could not rouse hinw 

At last a person, for whose narrow attainments and simplicity 
ho had a profound, though, to do him justice, a civil contempt, 
ventured to his rescue. Mrs. Bassett went crying to her father, 
and told him she feared the worst, if Richard’s mind could not 
be diverted from the Huntercombe escate, and his hatred of Sir 
Charles and Lady Bassett, which had been the great misfortune 
of her life, and of his own, but nothing would ever eradicate it. 

Richard had great abilities, was a linguist, a wonderful 
accountant : could her dear father find him some profitable 
employment to divert his thoughts ? 

^ What, all in a moment V said the old man ; ^ then I shall 
have to buy it : and, if I go on like this, I shall not have much 
to leave you.’ 

Having delivered this objection, he went up to London, and, 
having many fi^iends in the City, and laying himself open to 
proposals, he got scent at last o*f a new insurance company that 
proposed also to deal in reversions, especially to entailed estates. 
By prompt purchase of shares in Bassett’s name, and introducing 
Bassett himaelf, who, by special study, had a vast acquaintance 
with entailed estates, and a genius for arithmetical calculation, 
he managed somehow to get him into the direction, with a* 

. i, ? 
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fitipend, a&d a commission on all business be might introduce to 
the office. 

Bassett yielded sulleily, and now divided bis time between 
London and the country. 

Wheeler worked with him, on a share of commission, and 
they made some money between them. 

After the bitter lesson he had received, Bassett vowed to him- 
self he never would attack Sir Charles again, unless he was sure 
of victory. For all this he hated him and Lady Bassett worse 
than ever, hated them to the death. 

He never moved a finger down at Huntercombe, nor said a 
word ; but, in London, he employed a private inquii^er to find 
out where Lady Baaaett had lived at the time of her confine- 
ment, and whether any clergyman had visited her. 

The private inquirer could find out nothing, and Bassett, com- 
paring his advertisements with his performance, dismissed him 
for a humbug. 

But the office brought him into contact with a great many 
medical men, one after another. He uscid to say to each stranger, 
with an insidious smile, ^ I think you once attended my cousin — 
Lady Bassett.’ 


CHAPTEE XXXin. 

Sir Charles and Lady Bassett, relieved of their cousin’s active 
enmity, led a quiet life, and one that no longer furnished striking 
incidents. 

But dramatic incident is not everything : character and feeling 
show themselves in things that will not make pictures. Kow it 
was precisely during this reposeful period that three personages 
of this story exhibited fresh traits of feeling and also of character. 

To begin with Sir Charles "Bassett. — He came back from the 
Asylum, much altered in body and mind. Stopping his cigars 
had improved his stomach ; working in the garden had increased 
his muscular power, and his cheeks were healj^hy, and a little 
sunburnt, instead of sallow. * His mind was also improved : 
contemplation of insane persons had set him by a natural recoil 
to study self-control : he had returned a philosopher ; no small 
thing could irritate him now. So far his character was elevate 

Lady Bassett was much the same as before, except a certain 
restlessness-. She wanted to he told every day, or twice a day, 
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that her husband was happy ; and, although he was visibly so, 
yet, as he was quiet over it, she used to l^e always asking him if 
he was happy. This the reader must interpret as he pleases. 

Mary Gosport gave hewelf airs. Respectful to her master and 
mistress, hut not so tolerant of chaff in the kitchen as she used 
to be. Made an example of one girl, who thmw a doubt on her 
marriage. Complained to Lady Bassett, affected to fret, and the 
girl was dismissed. 

She turned singer. She had always sung psalms in church, 
but never a profane note in the house. Now she took to singing 
over her nursling ; she had a voice of prodigious power and 
mellowness, and, provided she was not asked, would sing lulla- 
bies and nursery rhymes from another county, that ravished thq 
hearer. Horsemen have been known to stop in the road, to 
hear her sing through an open, window of Huntercombe, two 
hundred yards off. 

Old Mr. Meyrick, a farmer well-to-do, fascinated by Mary 
Gosport’s singing, asked her to be his housekeeper when she 
should have done nursing her charge. 

She laughed in his face. 

A fanatic, who was staying with Sir Charles Bassett, offered 
her ihree years’ education in Do, Ee, Mi, Fa, preparatory to sing- 
ing at the opera. 

Declined without thanks. 

Mr. Drake, after hovering shyly, at last found courage to 
reproach her for deserting him, and marrying a sailor. 

‘ Teach you not to shilly shally,’ said she. ‘ Beauty won’t go 
a begging. Mind you lool^ sharper next time.’ This dialogue, 
being held in the kitchen, gave the women some amusement at 
the young farmer s expense. 

One day, Mr. Eichard Bassett, from motives of pure affection, 
no doubt, not curiosity, desired mightily to inspect Mr. Bassett, 
aged eight months and two days. So, in his usual wily way, 
he wrote to Mrs. Gosport, asking her, for old acquaintance sake, 
to meet him in the meadow at the end of the lawn. This mea- 
dow belonged toHir Charles, but pichard Bassett bad a right of 
way through it, and could step into it by a postern, as Mary 
could by an iron gate. He asked her to come at eleven o’clock, 
because at that hour he observed she walked on the lawn with 
her charge. • 

Mary Gosport came to the tryete, but without Mr. Bassett 

Eichard was very polite ; she cold, taciturn, observant. 
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At last he said, ' But where’s the little heir V 

She flew at him directly. * It is him you wanted^ not me. 
Did you think I^d bring nim here — for you to kill him V 

* Come, I say !* ♦ 

* Ay, you’d kill him, if you had a chance. But you never 
shall. Or, if you didn’t kill him, you’d cast the e^ eye on 
him ; for you are well known to have the evil eye. No ; he 
shall outlive thee and thine, and be lord of these here manors, 
when thou is gone to hell, thou villain !| 

Mr. Eichard Bassett turned pale, but did the wisest thing he 
could ; put his hands in his pockets, and walked into hie own 
premises, followed, however, by Mary Gosport, who stormhd at 
him, till he shut his postern in her face. 

She stood there trembling for a little while, then Walked away 
crying. 

But, having a mind like running water, she was soon seated 
on a garden-chair, singing over her nursling, like a rnajjg ; she ^ 
had delivered him to Millar, while she went to speak^’Ser mind-^ 
to her old lover. 

As for Eichard Bassett, he was theory-bitten, and so turned 
everything one way. To be sure, as long as the woman’s 
glaring eyes, and face distorted by passion, were before him, he 
interpreted her words simply : but, when he thought the matter 
over, he said to himself, ‘ The evil eye ! That is all bosh ; the 
girl is in Lady Bassett’s secrets ; and I am not to see young 
master ; some day I shall know the reason why.’ 

Sir Charles Bassett now belonged to the tribe of clucking 
cocks, quite as much as his cousin had ever done; only Sir 
Charles had the good taste to confine his clucks to his own first 
floor. Here, to be sure, he richly indemnified himself for his self- 
denial abroad. He sat for boura at a time, watching the boy on 
the ground at his knee, or in his nurse’s arms. 

And, whilst he watched the infant with undisguised delight. 
Lady Bassett watched him with a sort of furtive and timid com- 
placency. , 

Yet, at times, she suffered from twinges of jealousy — a new 
complaint with her. 

I think I have mentioned that Sir Charles, at first, was^ 
annoyed at seeing his son and heir nursed by a wSman of low 
condition. Weil, he got over that feeling by degrees, and, as 
soon as he did get over it, his sentiments took quite an opposite 
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A woman for whom he did very little, in his opinion— 
eince what, in Heaven^s name, were a servant’s wages ! — ^he saw 
that woman do something great for him : saw her nourish his 
son and heir from her own veins; the child had no other 
nuTture; yet the father saw him bloom and thrive, and grow 
suipiisingly. 

A weak observer, or a less enthjjsiastic parent, might have 
overlooked all this ; but Sir Charles had naturally an observant 
eye and an analytical mind, and this had been suddenly, but 
effectually, developed by the Asylum and his correspondence 
with Eolfe. 

He* watched the nurse then, and her maternal acts, with 
a curious and grateful eye, and a certain reverence for her 
power. 

He observed, too, that his child reacted on the woman : she 
had never sung in the house before ; now she sang ravishingly, 
sang in low, mellow, yet sonorous notes, some ditties that had 
lulled mediaeval barons in their cradles. 

And what had made her vocal, made her beautiful at times. 

Before, she had appeared to him a handsome girl with the 
hardish look of the lower classes : but now, when she sat in a 
sunny window, and lowered her black lashes on her nursling, 
with the mixed and delicious smile of an exuberant nurse re- 
lieving and relieved, she was soft, poetical, sculptorial, maternal, 
womanly. 

This species of contemplation, though half philosophical, half 
paternal, and quite innocent, gave Lady Bassett some severe 
pangs. She hid them, however; only she bided her time, and 
then suggested the propriety of weaning Baby. 

But Mrs. Gosport got Sir Charles’s ear, and told him what 
magnificent children they reared in her village by not weaning 
infants till they wore eighteen months old or so. 

By this means, and by crying* to Lady Bassett, and represent- 
ing her desolate condition, with a husband at sea, she obtained a 
reprieve, coupled, however, with a good-humoured assurance from 
Sir Charles that she was the greatest baby of the tWo. 

When the inevitable hour approached that was to dethrone 
her, she took to reading the papers, and one day she read of a 
disastrous wreck, the Carbrea CaHkj only seven saved out of a 
crew of twenty-three. She read the details carefully, and, two 
days afterwards, she received a letter, written by a shipmate of 
Mr. Gosport, in a handwriting not very unlike her own, relating 



A TERRrSLB TEMPTATION. 


ns 

the sad wreck of the Carlrea Castle^ and the loss of several good 
sailors, James Gosport for one. 

Then the house was filled with the wailing and weeping of the 
bereaved widow ; and at last came consolers and raised doubts j 
but then somebody remembered to have seen the loss of that very 
ship in the paper. The paper was found, and the fatal truth 
was at once established. 

Upon this Mr. Bassett was weaned as quickly as possible, and 
the widow clothed in black at Lady Bassett^s expense, and 
everything in reason done to pet her and console her. 

But she cried bitterly, and said she would throw herself into 
the sea and follow her husband. 

Huntercombe was nowhere near the coast 

At last, however, she relented, and concluded to remain on 
earth as dry nurse to Mr. Bassett. 

Sir Charles did not approve this ; it seemed unreasonable to 
turn a wot nurse into a dry nurse, when that office was already 
occupied by a person her senior, and more experienced. 

Lady Bassett agreed with him, but shrugged her shoulders 
and said : ‘ Two nurses will not hurt, and I suspect it will not 
be for long. Mary does not feel her husband^s loss bit/ 

* Surely you are mistaken. She howls loud enough.* 

‘ Too loud — much,* said Lady Bassett, drily. 

Her perspicuity was not deceived. In a very short time, Mr. 
Meyrick, unable to get her for his housekeeper, offered her 
marriage. 

‘ What !* said she, ‘ and J ames Gosport not dead a month !* 

‘ Say the word now ; and take your jown time,* said he. 

‘ Well, I might do worse,* said she. 

About six "weeks after this Drake came about her, and in 
tender tones of consolation suggested that it is much better for 
a pretty girl to marry one whq ploughs the land than one who 
ploughs the sea. « 

* That is true,’ said Mary with a sigh ; ‘ I have found it to my 
sorrow.* 

After this Drake played a “^it with her, and then relented, 
and one evening offered her marriage, expecting her to jump 
eagerly at his offer. 

‘You be too late, young man,’ said she, coolly; ‘I’m be^ 
spoke.* , * 

‘ Doan’t ye say that ! How can ye be bespoke ? Why t’other 
han’t been dead four months yet’ 
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* What o’ that ? This one spoke for me within a week. Why 
onr banns are to be cried to-morrow ; come to church and hear 
’em, that will learn ye not to ehilly shally so next time.’ 

‘ K’ext time !* cried Drake, half blubbering : then, with a 
sudden roar, ‘ What, be you coming to market again, arter this V 

‘ Like enough — he is a sight older than I he. ’Tis Mr. Mey- 
rick, if ye must know.’ 

Now Mr. Meyrick was well-to-do, and so Drake was taken 
aback. 

‘ Mr. Meyrick !* said he, and turned suddenly respectful. 
But presently a view of a rich widow flitted before his eye. 
‘Well,’ said he, ‘you shan't throw it in my teeth again, as I 
speak too late. I ask you now, and no time lost.* 

‘ What, am I to stop my banns and jilt farmer Meyrick for 
thee V 

‘ Nay, nay. But I mean 1*11 marry you, if you'll marry me, 
as soon as ever the breath is out of that dall'd old hunks’s 
body.’ 

‘Well, Will Drake,’ said Mary, gravely, ‘ if I do outlive this 
one — and you bain’t married long afore — and if you keeps in 
the same mind as you be in now — and lets me know it in good 
time — rU see about it.* 

She gave a flounce that made her petticoats whisk like a 
mare*s tail, and olf to the kitchen, where she related the dialogue 
with an appropriate reflection, the company containing several of 
either sex ; ‘ Dilly, Dally, and Shilly, Shally, they belongs to 
us as women be. I hate and aespise a man as can’t make up 
his mind in half a minnub.’ 

So the widow Gosport became Mrs. Meyrick, and lived in a 
farmhouse not quite a mile from the Hall. 

She used often to come to the Hall, and take a peep at her 
lamb j this was the name she gjive Mr. Bassett, long after he 
^had ceased to be a child. 

About four years after the triumphant return to Huntercombe, 
Lady Bassett conceived a sudden coldness towards the little boy, 
though he was universally admijed. 

She concealed this sentiment from Sir Charles, but not from 
the female servants ; and from one to another, £it last it came 
round to Sir Charles. He disbelieved it utterly at first ; but, 
the hint ha^ng been given him, he paid attention, and dis- 
covered there was, at all events, some truth in it. 

He awaited his opportunity, and remonstrated : ‘ My dear 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


237 

Bella, am I mistaken, or do I really observe a falling off in yonr 
tenderness for your child V 

Lady Bassett looked this way and that, as if she meditated 
flight, but at last she resigned herself, and said ; * Yes, Charles ; 
my heart is quite cold to him.* 

^ Good heavens, Bella ! But why ] Is not this the same 
little angel that came to our help in trouble, that comfo|ted 
me before his birth, when my mind was morbid, to say the 
least V 

* I suppose he is the same,* said she, in a tone impossible to 
convey by description of mine. 

‘That is a strange answer.* 

‘ If he is, / am changed.* And this she said doggedly, and 
unlike herself. 

‘ What !’ said Sir Charles, very gravely, and with a sort of 
awe ; ‘ can a woman withdraw her affection from her child, her 
innocent child? If so, my turn may come next* 

‘ ph, Charles ! Charles 1* and the tears began to well. 

‘ Why, who can be secure, after this ? What is so stable as 
a mother’s love? If that is not rooted too deep for gusts of 
caprice to blow it away, in hcaven*s name what is ?* 

"No answer to that but tears. 

Sir Charles looked at her very long, attentively, and seriously, 
and said not another syllable. 

But his dropping so suddenly a subject of this importance 
was rather suspicious, and Lady Bassett was too shrewd not to 
see that. 

They watched each other. * 

But, with this difference : Sir Charles could not conceal his 
anxiety, whereas the lady appeared quite tranquil. 

One day Sir Charles said, cheerfully : ‘ Who do you think 
dines here to-morrow, and staye all night ? Dr. Suaby.' 

‘ By invitation, dear V asked Lady Bassett, quietly. * 

Sir Charles coloured a little, and said, quietly, ‘ Yes.' 

Lady Bassett made no remark, and it was impossible to tell 
by her face, whether the visit was agreeable not. 

Some time afterwards, however, she said : ‘ Whom shall I ask 
to meet Dr. Suaby?* 

‘ Nobody, for heaven's sake 1’ 

‘ Will not that be dull for him V 

* I hope not.* 

* You will have plenty to say to him, eh, darling 
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* We never yet lacked topics* Whether or no, his is a mind 
I choose to drink neat.’ 

* Drink him neatl' 

‘ Undiluted with rural minds.* 

She uttered that monosyllable very drily, and said no more. 

Dr. Suaby came next day, and dined with them, and Lady 
Bassett was charming ; but, rather earlier than usual, she said : 
‘ i?^ow I am sure you and Dr. Suaby must have many things to 
talk about;’ and retired, casting back an arch, and almost a 
cunning smile. 

The door closed on her ; the smile fled, and a sombre look of 
care and suffering took its place. 

Sir Charles entered at once on what was next his heart ; told 
Dr. Suaby he was in some anxiety ; and asked him if he had 
observed anything in Lady Bassett. 

‘ Nothing new,’ said Dr. Suaby — ‘ charming as ever.* 

Then Sir Charles confided to Dr. Suaby, in terms of deep 
feeling and anxiety, what I have coldly told the reader. 

Dr. Suaby looked a little grave, and took time to think 
before ho spoke. 

At last he delivered an opinion, of which this is the substance, 
though not the exact words. 

‘ It is sudden and unnatural, and I cannot* say it does not 
partake of mental aberration. If the patient was a man, I should 
fear the most serious results : but here we have to take into 
account the patient’s sex, her nature, and her present condition. 
Lady Bassett has always appeared to me a very remarkable 
woman ; she has no mediocrity in anything ; understanding 
keen, perception wonderfully swift, heart large and sensitive, 
nerves high-strung, sensibilities acute. A person^ of her sex, 
tuned so high as this, is always subject more or less to hysteria. 
It is controlled, by her intelligence and spirit ; but she is now, 
for the time being, in a physical condition that has often de- 
ranged less sensitive women than she is. I believe this about 
the boy to be a hysterical deiusipn, which will pass away when 
her next child is born. That is to say, she will probably ignore 
her firstborn, and everything else, for a time ; but these caprices, 
springing, in reality, from the body rather than the mind, can- 
not endure iSt ever. When she has several grown-up children, 
the first-born will be the favourite. It comes to t^t at last, 
my g&od IdendL* 
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^ These are the words of wisdom/ said Sir Chirks; *God 
bless you for them.’ > 

After a while he said, ‘Then what you advise is rimply — 
patience f 

‘ No, I don’t say that With such a large house as this, and 
your resources, you might easily separate them before the delu- 
sion goes any farther. Why risk a calamity?’ 

‘ A calamity ^ and Sir Charles began to tremble. 

‘ She is only cold to the child, as yet She might go farther, 
and fancy she hated it. Ohsia principiu; that is my motto. 
Not that I really think, for a moment, the child is in danger. 
Lady Bassett has mind to control her nerves with ; but why run 
the shadow of a chance?’ 

‘ I will not run* the shadow of a chance,’ said Sir Charles re- 
solutely ; ‘ let us come upstairs : my decision is faken/ 

The very next day, Sir Charles called on Mrs. Meyrick, and 
asked if he could cpme to any arrangement with her, to lodge 
Mr. Bassett and his nurse under her roof; ‘The hoy wants 
change of air,’ said he. 

Mrs. Meyrick jumped at the proposal, hut declined all terms. 

‘ No,’ said she, ‘ the child I have suckled shall never pay mo for 
his lodging. Why should he, sir, when Pd pay you to let him 
come, if I wasn’t afeard of offending you V 

Sir Charles wflte touched at this, and, being a gentleman of 
tact, said, ‘ You are very good ; well, then I must remain your 
debtor for the present.’ 

He then took his leave, but she walked with him a few yards, 
just as far as the wicket-gate that separated her little front 
garden from the high road. 

‘ I hope,’ said she, ‘ my lady will come and see me, when my 
lamb ds with me : a sight of her would be good for sore eyes. 
She have never been hero butionce, and then she did not get 
out of her carriage.’ 

‘ Humph !’ said Sir Charles, apologetically, ‘ she seldom goes 
out now ; you understand.’ 

‘ Oh, I’ve heard, sir ; and I do put up my prayers for her ; 
for my lady has been a good friend to mo, sir, and, if you will 
believe me, I often sets here and longs for a sight of her, and 
her sweet eyes, and her hair like sunshine, that I’ve had in tnf 
hand so often. Well, sir, I hope it will be a girt this time, a * 
little girl with golden hair ; that’s what I wants this time. 
They’d be the prettiest pair in England.’ 
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* With all my heart/ said Sir Charles ; ‘girl or boy, I don’t 
care which ; but I’d give a few thousaip.ds if it was here^ audthe 
mother safe.’ 

He hurried away, ashamed of having uttered the feelings of 
his heart to a farmer’s wife. 

To avoid discussion, he sent Mns. Millar and the boy off, all 
in a hurry, and then told Lady Bassett what he had done. 

She appeared much distressed at that, and asked what she 
had done. 

He soothed her, and said she was not to blame at all; 
and she must not blame him either. He had done it for the 
best. 

‘ After all you are the master/ said she submissively. 

‘ I am,’ said he, ‘ and men will be tyrants, you know.’ 

Then she filing her arm round her tyrant’s neck, and there 
was an end of the discussion. 

One day he inquired for her and heard, to his no small satis- 
faction, she had driven to Mrs. Meyrick’s with a box of things 
for Mr. Bassett. She stayed at the farmhouse all day, and Sir 
Charles felt sure he had done the right thing. 

Mrs. Moyrick found out to her cost the difference between a 
nursling and a ram pageou s little boy. 

Her lamb, as sne called him, was now « young monkey, 
vigorous, active, restless, and, unfortunately, as strong on his pins 
as most boys of six. It took two women to look after him, and 
smart ones too, so swiftly did he dash off into some mischief or 
other. At last Mrs. Meyrick simplified matters in some degree 
by locking the large gate, and even the small wicket, and 
ordering all the farm people and milkmaids to keep an eye on 
him, and bring him straight to her if he should stray, for he 
seemed to hate indoors. Never ^was such a boy. 

Nevertheless, such as had not the care of him admired the 
child for his beauty and his assurance. Ho seemed to regard the 
whole human race as one family, of which he was the rising head. 

> The moment he caught sight o| a human being he" dashed at it 
and into conversation by one unbroken movement. 

Now children in general are too apt to hide their intellectual 
treasures from strangers by shyness. 

One day this ready converser was standing on the steps of the 
house, when a gentleman came to the wicket-gate, and looked 
over into the garden. 
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Young master darted to the gate directly and, getting his 
foot on the lowest har and his hands on the spikes, gave 
tongue. 

‘ Who are you ? Tm Mr. Bassett. I don't live here ; I'm 
only staying. My home is Huncom Hall. I'm to have it for 
myself when papa dies. I didn't know dat till I come here. 
How old are you 1 I'm half-past four ' 

A loud scream, a swift rustle, and Mr. Bassett was clutched 
up by Mrs. Meyrick, who snatclied him away witfi a wild glance 
of terror and detiance, and bore him swiftly into the house with 
words ringing in her ears that cost Mt. Bassett dear, he being 
the only person she could punish. She sat down on a bench, 
flung young master across her knee in a minute, and bestowed 
such a smacking on him as far transcended his wildest dreams of 
the weight, power, and pertinacity of the human arm. 
t The words Kicliard Bassett had shot her flying with were 
these : 

‘ Too late ! I’ve setsn the parson's prat.' 

Eichard Bassett mounted his horse, and rode over to Wheeler, 
for ho could no longer wheedle the man of law over to Highmore, 
and I will say briefly why. 

1st. About three years ago, an old lady, one of his few clients, 
left him three thousand pounds, just reward of a very little law 
and a vast deal of gossip. 

2nd. The head solicitor of the place got old and wanted a 
partner. Wheeler bought himself in, and thenceforth took his 
share of a good business, and by his energy enlarged ;Lt, though 
he never could found one for himself. - 

3rd. He married a wife. 

4th. She was a pretty woman and blessed with jealousy of a 
just and impartial nature. She was equally jealous of women, 
men, books, business, anything that took her husband from 
her. 

No more sleeping out at Highmore ; no more protracted pota- 
tions; no more bachelor tricks for Wheeler. He still valued 
his old client, and welcomed him ; hut the venue was changed, 
so to speak. 

Eichard Bassett was kept waiting in the outer ofl&ce ; but, 
when he did get in, he easily prevailed on Wheeler to send the 
next client or two to his partner, and give him a full hearing. 

Then he opened his business. ‘ Well/ said he, ^ I've seen 
him at last !' 
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* Seiiti him t seen irhom V 

‘ The boy they have set up to rob my b 6 y of the estate, IVe 
seer, him, Wheeler, seen him close ; and hid’b as bIjAOk as mt 
HA®/ 


CHAPTEH XXXIV. 

Whbblb®, instead of being thunder-stricken, said quietly, * Oh, 
is he? Well?’ 

‘ Sir Charles is lighter than I am ; Lady Bassett has a skin 
like satin, and red hair/ • 

' Eed I say auburn gilt. I never saw such lovely hair.* 

* Well,* said Eichard, impatiently, ‘ then the boy has eyes like 
sloes, and a brown skin like an Italian, and black hair almost ; 
it will be quite,* 

: * Well,* said Wheeler, ^ it is not so very uncommon for a dark 
child to be bom of fair parents, or vke versd. I once saw an 
urchin that was like neither father nor mother, but the image of 
his father’s grandfather, that died eighty years before he was 
born. Th^ used to hold him up to the portrait.* 

Said Bassett, ‘ Will you admit that it is uncommon V 

* Not so uncommon as for a high-bred lady, living in the 
country, and adored by her husband, to trifle with her marriage 
vow ; for that is what you are driving at/ 

* Then we have to decide between two improbabilities ; will 
you grant me that, Mr. Wheeler T 

‘Yes.* 

‘Then suppose I can prove fact upon fact, and coincidence 
upon coincidence, all tending one way. Are you so prejudiced 
that mthiTig will convince you V 

‘No. But it will take a great «deal ; that lady’s face is full 
of purity, and she fought us like one who loved her husband.* 

^Fronti mdla Jides ; and, as for her fighting, her infidelity 
was the weapon she defeated us with. Will you- hear me ?* 

‘ Yes, yes ; but pray stick to facts and not conjectures.* 

‘Then don’t interrupt me with childish arguments. 

‘ Fad L^Both reputed parents fair ; the boy as black as the 
ace of spades. ^ 

‘ 2.^4. handsome young fellow was always buzzing 

about heif ladyship, and he was a parson, and ladies are remark* 
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^ Fad 3. — This parson was of Italian hieecli dark, like tho 
boy. . 

‘ Fad 4. — This dark young man left Hunteroombe one week 
and my lady left it the next, and they were both in the city of 
Bath at one time. 

‘ Fad 5. — The lady wont from Bath to liOndon. The dark 
young man went from Bath to London.^ 

‘ None of this is new to me,’ said Wheeler, quietly, 

‘ No j but it is the rule, in estimating coincidences, that each 
fresh one multiplies the value of the others. Now the boy look* 
ing so Italian is a new coincidence, and so is what I am going 
to tell you. At last I have found the medical man who attended 
Lady Bassett in London.’ 

‘Ah !’ 

‘Yes, sir; and I have learned Fad 6 . — Her ladyship rented 
a house, but hired no servants and engaged no nurse. She had 
no attendant but a ladies -maid, no servant but a sort of char- 
woman. 

‘ Fad 7. — She dismissed tjiis doctor unusually soon, and 
gave him a very la'rge fee. 

‘ Fad 8. — She concealed her address from her husHknd.’ 

‘ Oh ! Can you prove that V 

‘Certainly. Sir Charles came up to town, and had to 
hunt for her, came to this very medical man, and asked for the 
address his wife had not given him; but, lo, when he got 
there the bird was flown. 

^ Fad 9. — ^Following the same system of ooncealment, my 
lady levanted from London within* ten days of her confine- 
ment. 

‘Now put all these coincidences together. Don’t you see 
that she had a lover, and that he was about her in London, and 
other places 1 Stop ! Fad 10 . — ^Those two were marjied for 
years, and had no child but this equivocal one ; and now four 
years and a half have passed, during all which time they have 
had none, and the young parson has been abroad daring that 
period.’ • 

Wheeler was staggered and perplexed by this artful array of 
coincidences. • 

‘ Now advise me,’ said Bassett ^ 

‘ It is not so easy. Of course if Sir Charles was to die, yon 
could claim the estate, and give them a great deal of pain and 
annoyance, but the burden of proof would always ,ri6ston\yo^ 

ifi— a 
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My advice is not to breathe a syllable of this ; but get, a good 
detective, and push your inquiries a little# further, among house- 
agents and the women they put into houses ; find that char- 
voman, and see if you can pick up anything more.' 

‘ Do you know such a thing as an able detective V 
* I know one that will work if I instruct him.* 

^ Instruct him then.* 

‘I will' 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

Lady Bassett, as her time of trial drew near, became despondent. 

She spoke of the future, and tried to pierce it ; and, in all 
these little loving speculations and anxieties, there was no longer 
any mention of herselfi 

This meant that she feared her husband was about to lose hor. 
I put the fear in the very form it took in that gentle breast. 

Possessed with this dread, so natural to her situation, she 
set her house in order, and loft her little legacies of clothes, and 
jewels, wimout the help of a lawyer ; for Sir Charles, she knew, 
would respect her lightest wish. 

To him she left her all — except these trifles — and above all, a 
manuscript-book. It was the history of her wedded life — not 
the bare outward history; but such a record of a sensitive 
woman's heart as no male writer a pen can approach. 

It was the nature of her face and her tongue to conceal ; but 
here, on this papSr, she laid bare hei heart — here her very sub- 
tlety operated, not to hide, but to dissect herself and her motives. 

But, oh, what it cost hei; to pen this faithful record of her 
love, her trials, her doubts, her perplexities, her agonies, her 
temptations, and her crime. Often she laid down the pen, and 
hid her face in her l^ands. Often the scalding tears ran down 
that scarlet face. Often she writhed at her desk, and wrote on, 
sighing and moaning. Yet she persevered to the end. It was 
the grave that gave her the power. ‘ When he reads this,* she 
said, * I shall be in my tomb. Mon make excuses for the dead. 
My Charles will for^ve me, when I am gone. He will know I 
loved him to d|psfi§ration/. 

It took her many days to write : it was quite a thick quarto ; 
so much may a woman feel in a year or two. And need I say 
that, td the reader of that volume, the mystery of her conduct 
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was all^ made clear as daylight ; clearer far, as regards the revela- 
tion of mind and feeling, than I, dealer in broad facts, shall ever 
make it, for want of a woman's mental microscope and delicate 
brush. 

And, .when this record was finished, she wrapped it in paper, 
and sealed it with many seals, and wrote on it : 

' Only for my husband's eye. 

From her who loved him not wisely 
but too welV 

And she took other means that even the superscription should 
never be seen of any other eye but his. It was some little com- 
fort to her when the book was written. 

She never prayed to live. But she used to pray fervently, 
piteously, that her child might live, and be a comfort and joy 
to his father. 

The person employed by Wheeler discovered the house-agent, 
and the woman he had employed. 

But these added nothing to the evidence Bassett h^ collected. 

At last, however, this woman, under the influence of a pro- 
mised reward, discovered a person who was likely to know more 
about the matter \ viz., the woman who was in the house with 
Lady Bassett at the very time. 

But this woman scented gold directly. So she held mysterious 
language, declined to say a word to the officer, but intimated 
that she knew a great deal ; and that the matter was in truth 
well worth looking into, and she cofild tell soine strange tales, 
if it was worth her while. 

This information was sent to Bassett. He replied that the 
woman only wanted money for her intelligence, and he did 
not blame her ; he would seh her next time he went to town, 
and felt sure she would complete his chain of evidence. This 
put Richard Bassett into extravagant spirits. He danced 
his little boy on his knee, and said, *■ 111 run this little horse 
against the parson's brat; five'to one, and no takers.' 

Indeed, his exultation was so loud and extravagant, that it 
jarred on gentle Mrs. Bassett. As for Jessie, the Scotch servant, 
she shook her head, and said the master was iisy.. 

In the morning he started for London, still so exuberant and 
excited that the Scotchwoman implored her mistress not to let 
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him go; there would be an accident on the railway, or some- 
thing. But Mrs. Bassett knew her husband too well to interfere 
with his journeys. 

Before he drove off he demanded his little boy. 

* He must kiss me/ said he, ‘for Tm going to work for him. 
T)*ye hear that, Jane? This day makes him heir of Hunter- 
combe end Bassett.’ 

The nurse brought word that Master Bassett was not very 
well this morning. 

‘ Let us look at him,’ said Bassett. 

He got out of his gig, and went to the nursery. He found 
his little boy had a dry cough, with a little flushing. 

‘ It is not much,’ said he ; ‘ but I’ll send the doctor over from 
the town.’ 

He did so, and himself proceeded up to London. 

The doctor came, and, finding the boy laboured in breathing, 
administered a full dose of ipecacuanha. This relieved the child 
for the time ; but, about four in the afternoon, he was distressed 
again, and began to cough with a peculiar grating sound. 

Then there was a cry of dismay ; ‘ The croup !’ The doctor 
was gone fBr, and a letter posted to Kichard Bassett, urging him 
to come back directly. 

The doctor tried everything, even mercury, but could not 
check the fatal discharge : it stiffened into a still more fatal mem- 
brane. 

When Bassett returned next afternoon in great alarm, he 
found the poor child thrusting its fingers into its mouth, in a 
vain attempt to free the deadly obstiuciion. 

A warm bath and strong emetics were now administered, and 
great relief obtained. The patient even ate and drank, and 
asked leave to get up and play with a new toy he had. But, as 
often happens in this disorder, a severe relapse soon came, with 
a spasm of the glottis so violent and prolonged that the patient 
at last resigned the struggle. Then pain ceased for ever ; the 
heavenly smile came ; the breath went ; and nothing was left in 
the little whiti^ bed but a fair piece of tinted clay, that must 
return to the dust, and carry thither all the pride, the hopes, the 
boasts of the stricken father, who had schemed, and planned, and 
counted without Him, in whose hands are the issues of life and 
death. 

> As for the child himself his lot was a happy one, if we could 
I but seo what the world is really worth. He was always a bright' 
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child, that never cried, nor complained : his first trouble was his 
last ; one day’s pain, then bliss eternal ; he never got poisoned 
by his father’s spirit of hate, but loved and was beloved during 
his little lifetime ; and, dying, he passed from his Koah’s ark to 
an inheritance a thousand times richer than Huntercombe, 
Bassett, and all his cousin’s lands. 

The little grave was dug, the bell tolled, and a man bowed 
double with grief saw his child and his ambition laid in the 
dust. 

Lady Bassett heard the bell tolled, and spoke but two words : ^ 
‘ Poor woman !’ 

She might well say so. Mrs. Bassett was in the same con- 
dition as herself, yet this heavy blow must fall on her. 

As for Kichard Bassett, he sat at home, bowed down and 
stupid with grief. 

Wheeler came one day to cdnsole him ; but, at the sight of 
him, refrained from idle words. He sat down by him for an 
hour, in silence. Then he got up and said ‘ Good-bye.’ 

^ Thank you, old friend, for not insulting me,’ said Bassett, in 
a broken voice. 

Wheeler took his hand, and turned away his head, and so 
went away, with a tear in his eye. 

A fortnight after this he came again, and found Bassett in the 
same attitude, but not in the same leaden stupor. On the con- 
trary, he was in a state of tremor ; he had lost under the late 
blow the sanguine mind that used to carry him through every- 
thing. 

The doctor was upstairs, and his wife’s fate trembled in the 
balance. 

‘ Stay by me,’ said he, * for all my nerve is gone. I’m afraid 
I shall lose her ; fori have just begun to value her ; and that is 
how God deals with His creatures, the merciful God, as they call 
Him.’ 

Wheeler thought it rather hard God Almighty should be 
blamed, because Dick Bassett had^ taken eight years to find out 
his wife’s merit ; but he forbore to say so. He said kindly that 
he would stay. 

Now, while they sat in trying suspense, the church bells struck 
up a merry peal. t 

Bassett started violently, and his eyes gave a strange glare. 
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^ That’s the other !* said ho ; for he had heard about Lady 
Bassett by this time. * 

Then he turned pale. * They ring for him : then they are 
sure to toll for me.’ 

This foreboding was natural enough in a man so blinded by 
egotism as to fancy that all creation, and the Creator Himself, 
jjiust take a side in Bassett v, Bassett. 

Nevertheless events did not justify that foreboding. The bells 
had scarcely done ringing for^the happy event at Huntercombe, 
when joyful feet were heard running on the stairs ; joyful voices 
clashed together in the passage, and in came a female servant, 
with joyful tidings. Mrs. Bassett was safe, and the child in the 
world. * The loveliest little girl you ever saw !’ 

* A girl !* cried Richard Bassett, with contemptuous amazement. 
Even his melancholy forebodings had not gone that length. 

‘ And what have they got at Huntercoinbo V 

* Oh, it is a boy, sir, there.’ 

‘Of course.’ 

The ringers heard, and sent one of their number to ask him 
if they should ring. 

‘ What for T asked Bassett, with a nasty glittering eye ; and 
then, with sudden fury, ho seized a large piece of wood from the 
basket to fling at bis insulter. ‘ I’ll teach you to come and mock 
me.’ 

The ringer vanished ducking. 

‘ Gently,’ said Wheeler, ‘ gently.' 

Bassett chucked the wood bac‘v into the basket, and f?at down 
gloomily, saying, ‘ Then how dare he come and talk about ring- 
ing bells for a girl 1 To think that I should have all this fright, 
and my wife all this trouble — for a girl 1’ 

t 

It was no time to tnlk of business then ; but, about a fortnight 
afterwards, “Wheeier said, ‘ I took the detective ojff, to save you 
expense.' 

‘ Quite right,' said Bassett, wearily. 

‘ I gave you the woman’s address ; so the matter is in your 
hands now, I consider.’ 

‘ Yes,' said Bassett, wearily. ‘ Move no farther in it.' 

‘ Certainly not ; and, frankly, I should be glad to see you 
abandon it.' » 

‘ I hoi'iie abandoned it. Why should I stir the mud nonr^i I 
and mine are thrown out for ever \ the only question is, shall a 
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son of Sir Charles or the parson's son * inherit ? Tm for the 
wrongful heir. Ay,' he (yried, starting up, and beating the air 
with his lists in sudden fury, ‘ since the right Bassetts are never 
to have it, let the wrong Bassetts be thrown out, at all events ; 
I'm on njy back, but Sir Charles is no belter off ; a bastard will 
succeed him, thanks to that cursed woman who defeated me* 

This turn took Wheeler by surprise. It also gave him real 
pain. ‘Bassett,' said he, ‘ I pity you. What sort of a life has 
yours been for the last eight years ? . Yet, when there's no fuel 
left for war and hatred, you blow the embers. You are incurable.' 

‘I am,* said Eichard. ‘I'll hate those two with my last 
breath, and curse them in my last prayer.' 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Lady Bassett's forebodings, like most of our insights into the 
future, were confuted by the event. 

She became the happy mother of a flaxen-haired boy. She 
insii^cd on nursing him herself; and the experienced persons 
who attended her raised no objection. 

In connection with this, she gave Sir Charles a peck, not very 
severe, but sudden, and remarkable as the only one on record. 

He was contemplating her and her nursling with the deepest 
affection, and happened to say, ‘ My own Bella, what delight it 
gives me to see you I' 

‘ Yes,' said she, ‘ we will have only dhe mother this time, will 
we, my darling? and it shall be Me.' Then suddenly, turning 
her head li^ a snake, ‘ Oh, I saw the look you gave that 
Woman 1' 

This was the famous peck, administered in retum^or a look 
that he had bestowed on Mary Gosport, not more than five years 
ago. 

Sir Charles would, doubtless, have bled to death on the spot, 
but, either he had never been a\fare how he looked, or time and 
business had obliterated the impression, for he was unaffectedly 
puzzled, and said, ‘ What woman do you mean, dear V 

‘Ho matter, darling,' said Lady Bassett, who, had already 
repented her dire severity : ‘-all I say is, that a nurse is a rivtd 
I coulcTnot endure now ; and, another thing, I do believe those 
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wot nurses give their disposition to the child : il; is dreadful to 
think of.’ « 

‘Well, if so, Baby is safe. He will be the most amiable boy 
in England.’ 

‘He shall be more amiable than I am — ^scolding my. husband 

husbands,’ and she leaned towards him, Baby and all, for a 
kiss from his lips. 

We say at school, ‘ Smiores priores^^ let favour go by seniority : 
but, where babies adorn the scene, it is ‘jmiores ^rioreSy with 
that sex to which the very young are confided. 

To this rule, as might be expected, Lady Bassett furnished no 
exception ] she was absorbed in Baby, and trusted Mr. Bassett a 
good deal to his attendant, who bore an excellent character for 
care and attention. ^ • 

Now Mr. Bassett was strong on his pins and in his will, and 
his nurse-maid, after all, was young ; so he used to take his 
walks, nearly every day, to !Mrs. Meyrick’s ; she petted him 
enough, and spoiled him in every way, while the nurse-maid 
was flirting with her farm-servants out of sight. 

Sir Charles Bassett was devoted to the boy, and used always 
to have him to his study in the morning, and to the drawing- 
room after dinner, when the party was small, and that happened 
much oftener now than heretofore : but, at other hours, he did 
not look after him, being a business man, and considering him 
at that age to he under his mother's care. 

One day the only guest was Mi\ Kolfe ; he was staying in tho 
.house for three days, uj'on a condition suggested by himself, 
that he might enjoy his friends’ society in peace and comfort, 
and not he set to roll tho stone of conversation up some young 
lady’s back, and obtain monosyllables in reply, faintly lisped 
amidst a clatter of fourteen knives and forks. As# he would not 
leave his writing-table on any inilder terms, they took him on 
these. 

After dinner, in came Mr. Bassett, erect, and a proud nurse 
with little Compton, just able to hold his nurse’s gown and 
toddle. 

Bolfe did not care for small children ; he just glanced at the 
angelic fair-haired infant, but his admiring gaze rested on the 
elder boy. 

‘ Why, what is here ? an Oriental Prince V 

The boy ran to him directly. ‘ Who are you f 

‘ Bolfe the writer. Who are you ? The Gipsy King V 
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^ Fo ; but I am Teiy fond of gipsies. Pm MiMer Bassett, and 
when papa, dies, I shall be«Sir Charles Bassett’ 

Sir Charles laughed at this with paternal especially as 

the boy’s name happened to be Eeginald Trancis, after his 
grandfather.- 

Bolfe smiled satirically, for these little speeches from dhildren 
did much to reconcile him to his lot. 

‘ Meantime,* said he, ‘ let us feed off him ; for ‘t may be forty 
years before we can dance over his grava First lei us see what 
is the unwholesomest thing on the table.* 

He rose, and, to the infinite delight of Mr. Bassett, and even 
of Master Compton, who pointed and crowed from his mother’s 
lap, he got up on his chair, and put on a pair of spectacles to 
look. ^ 

‘ Eureka !* said he ; ‘ behold that dish by Lady Bassett, those 
are matrons glaces : fetch them here, and let us go in for a fit of 
the gout at once.’ 

‘ Gout ! what’s that V inquired Mr. Bassett. 

* Don’t ask me.* 

* You don’t know.* 

‘ Not know ! What, didn’t I tell you T was Bolfe the writer ? 
Writers know everything. That is what makes them so modest,’ 
Mr. Bassett was now unnaturally silent, for five minutes 
munching chestnuts : this enabled his guests to converse ; but, 
as soon as ho had cleared his plate, he cut right across the con- 
versation, with that savage contempt for all topics but his own, 
which characterises gentlemen of his age, and says he, to Eoife, 

‘ You know everything ] then what’s a parson’s brat f 

‘ Well, that’s the one thing I don’t know,* said Bolfe ; * but a 
brat I take to be a boy who interrupts ladies and gentlemen with 
nonsense wh^ they are talking sense.* 

‘I am very much obliged to you, Mr. Bolfe,* said Lady 
Bassett. * That remark was very much needed.* 

Then she called Beginald to her, and lectured him, sotto Doce^ 
to the same tune. 

* You old bachelors are rathe! hard,* said Sir Charles, not very 
well pleased. 

' We are obliged to be ; you parents are so soft. After all jt 
is no wonder : what a superb boy it is ! — Ah, here is nurse, I’m 
so sorry. Now we shall be cabined, cribbed/ confined to 
rational conversation, and I shall not be expected to-— good- 
night, little fiaxen angel; good-bye, handsome and loquacious 
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demon ; kiss and be friends — expected to know, all in a minute, 
■what is a parson’s brat By-tho-bye, talking of parsons, what 
has become of Angelo f 

‘He has been away a good many years. Consumption, I 
hear.' 

‘ He was a fine-built fellow, too ; was he not, Lady Bassett V 

‘ I don't know ; but he was beautifully strong. I think I see 
him now, carrying dear Charles in his arms all down the garden.’ 

‘ Ah, you see he was raised in an university that does not do 
things by halves, but trains both body and mind, as they did at 
Athens ; for the union of study and athletic sports is spoken of 
as a novelty, but it is only a return to antiquity.’ 

Here letters were brought by the second post. Sir Charles 
glanced at his, and sent thgm to his study. Lady Bassett had 
but one. She said, ‘ May I V to both gentlemen, and then 
opened it. 

*How strange!’ said she. ‘It is from Mr. Angelo, just a 
line to say he is coming home quite cured.' 

She began this composedly, but blushed afterwards — blushed 
quite red. 

‘ May I V said she, and tossed it delicately half-way to Eolfo, 
He handed it to Sir Charles. 

Some remarks were th^n made about the coincidence, and 
nothing further passed worth recording at that time. 

Next day Lady Bassett, with instinctive curiosity, asked 
Master Eeginald how he came to put such a question as that to 
Mr. Eolfe. 

‘ Because I wanted to know.’ 

‘ But what put such words into your head ? I never heard a 
gentleman say such words ; and you must never say them again, 
Eeginald.' /» 

‘ Tell me what it means, and I won’t,' said he. 

* Oh/ said Lady Bassett, ‘ since you bargain with me, sir, I 
must bargain with you. Tell me first where you over" heard such 
words.’ 

‘ When I was staying at nurse's. Ah, that was jolly I’ 

^ Fou liked that better than Wng here.' 

‘Yes.* 

‘I am sorry for that. Well, dear, did nurse say that 1 Surely 
not V 

* Oh no ; it was the mam’ 

‘ What man V 
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^ Why the man that came to the gate one mornings and talked 
fco me, and T talked to him, and that nasty nurse ran out, and 
caught us, and carried me in, and gave me such a hiding, and 
all for nothing.’ 

* A hiding ! What words the poor child picks up ! But I 
don’t understand why nurse should beat you.* 

*Fot speaking to the man. She said he was a bad man, and 
she would kill me if ever I spoke to him again.’ 

* Oh, it was a bad man, and said bad words — to (Somebody he 
was quarrelling with V 

‘No, he said them to nurse, because she took me away,’ 

‘ What did he say, Eeginald V asked Lady Bassett, becoming 
very grave and thoughtful all at once. 

‘ He said, “ That’s too late : I’ve ^en the parson’s brat,” ’ 

‘ Oh !’ 

‘ And I’ve asked nurse again and again what it meant, but she 
won’t tell me. She only says the man is a liar, and I am not to 
say it again : and so I never did say it again — for a long time ; 
but, last night, when Eolfe the writer said he knew everything, 
it struck my head — what is the matter, mamma V 

‘Nothing; nothing.* 

‘ You look so white. Are you ill, mamma f and he went to 
put liis arms round her, which was a mighty rare thing with 
him. 

She trembled, a good deal, and did not either embrace him or 
repel him. She only trembled. 

After some time she recovered herself enough to say, in a 
voice, and with a manner that impres^d itself at once on this 
sharp boy : ‘ Eeginald, your nurse was quite right. Understand 
this ; the man was your enemy — and mine ; the words be said 
you must not^y again. It would be like taking up dirt and | 
flinging some on your own face qpd some on mine.’ 

‘ I won’t do that,’ said the boy firmly. ‘ Are you afraid of the 
man, that you look so white V 

‘ A man with a woman’s tongue — who can help fearing V 

‘ Don’t you be afraid ; as soqp as I’m big enough, I’ll kill 
him.’ 

Lady Bassett looked with surprise at the child ; he uttered 
this resolve with such a steady resolution. 

She drew him to her, and kissed him on the forehead. 

‘ No, Eeginald,’ said she ; ‘ we must not shed blood — it is as; 
wicked to kill our enemies as to kill anyone else. But never 
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Bpeak to him, neyer even listen to him ; if he tries to speak to 
yon, run away from him and don^t let, him — he is our enemy/ 

That same day she went to Mrs. Meyrick, to examine her. 
But she found the boy had told her all there was to tell. 

Mra Meyrick, whose affection for her was not diminished, was 
ddwnright vexed. ‘ Bear me !* said she, ‘ I did think I had 
kept that from vexing of you. To think of the dear child hid- 
ing it for nigh two years, and then to blurt it out like that 1 
ifobody heard him, I hope V 

‘ Others heard : but ^ 

* Didn’t heed : the Lord be praised for that/ 

‘ Mary,* said Lady Bassett, solemnly, ‘ I am not equal to an- 
other Imttle with Mr. Bichard Bassett — and such a battle ! 
Better tdl all, and die.’ 

* Don’t think of it,’ said Mary. * You’re safe from Eichard 
Bassett, now. Times are changed since he came spying to my 
gate. His own boy is gone. You have got two. He’ll lie 
quiet, if you do. But, if you tell your tale, he must hear on’t, 
and he’ll tell his. For God’s sake, my lady, keep close. It is 
the curse of women, that they can’t just hold their tongues, and 
see how things turn. And is this a time to spiU good liquor ? 
Look at Sir Charles ! why he is another man ; he have got flesh 
on his bones now, and colour into his cheeks, and ’twas you and 
I made a man of him. It is my belief you^d never have had 
this other little angel, but for us having sense and courage to 
see what must be done. Knock down our own work, and send 
him wild again, and give that Kichard Bassett a handle ? You’ll 
never bo so mad.* 

Lady Bassett replied. The other ansvrered ; and so power- 
fully, that Lady Bassett yielded, and went home sick at heart, 
but helpless, and in a sea of doubt. ^ 

Mr. Angelo did not call S\r Charles, asked Lady Bassett if 
he had called on her. 

She said, ‘ No.’ 

^ That is odd,’ said Sir Charlea ‘ Perhaps he thinks we ought 
to welcome him home. Write and ask him to dinner.’ 

‘Yes, dear. Or you can write.’ 

‘Very well, I will No, I will call.’ 

Sir Charles called, and welcomed him home, and asked him 
to dinner* ^Angelo received him rather stiffly at fl-rst ; hut 
accepted his invitation. 

He capo, looking a good deal older and graver, kut almost as 
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handsome as ever ; only somewhat changed in mindL He had 
become a zealous clergyman ; and his soul appeared to be in his 
work. He was distant and very respectful to Lady Bassett ; I 
might say obsequious. Seemed almost afraid of her at hrst 

That wore off in a few months ; but he was never quite so 
much at his ease with her as he had been before he left some 
years ago. 

And so did time roll on. ^ 

Every morning and eveiy night, Lady Bassett ^used to look 
wistfully at Sir Charles and say, ‘ Are you happy, dear ? Ate 
you sure you are happy V 

And he used always to say, and with truth, that he was the 
happiest man in England, thanks to her. 

Then she used to relax the wild and wistful look with which 
she asked the question, and gave a sort of sigh, half content, 
half resignation. 

In due course another fine boy camo, and filled the Eoyal 
office of Baby, in his turn. 

But my story does not follow him, 

Eeginald was over ten years old, and Compton nearly six, 
They were as different in character as complexion, both remark- 
able boys. 

Eeginald, Sir Charles’s favourite, was a wonderful boy for 
riding, running, talking; and had a downright genius for 
melody; he whistled to the admiration of the village, and 
latterly he practised the fiddle in woods, and under hedges, being 
aided and abetted therein by a gips/ boy, whom he loved, 
and who, indeed, provided the instrument. 

He rode wijj^ Sir Charles, and rather liked him : his brother 
he never noticed^ except to tease him. Lady Bassett he admired, 
and almost loved her wliile sheVas in the act of playing him 
undeniable melodies. But he liked his nurse Meyrick better on 
the whole ; she flattered him more, and was more uniformly 
subservient. 

With these two exceptions hd despised the whole race of 
women, and affected male society only, especially of grooms, 
stable boys, and gipsies : these last welcomed him to their 
tents, and almost prostrated themselves before hinq* so dazzled 
were they by his beauty and his colour : it is believed they 
suspected him of having gispy blood in his veins. They let him 
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into their tents, and even into some of their secrets, and he 
promised them they should have it all their o>vn way as soon as. 
he was Sir Eeginald ; he had outgrown his original theory that 
he was to he Sir Charles on his father^s death. 

He hated indoors ; when fixed, by command, to a book, would 
beg hard to be allowed to take it into the sun ; and, at night, 
would open his window and poke his black head out to wash in 
the moonshine, as he said. 

He despised ladies and gentlemen, said they were all affected 
fools, and gave imitations of all his father’s guests, to prove it ; 
and so keen was this child of nature’s eye for affectation, that, 
very often, his disapproving parents were obliged to confess tho 
imp had seen with his fresh eye defects custom had made them 
overlook, or the solid good qualities that lay beneath had over- 
balanced. 

Now all this may appear amusing, and eccentric, and so on, 
to strangers ; but, after the first hundred laughs or so with 
which paternal indulgence dismisses the faults of childhood, Sir 
Charles became very grave. 

The boy was his darling, and his pride. He was ambitious 
for him. He earnestly desired to solve for him a problem, 
which is as impossible ^ squaring the circle, viz., how to trans- 
mit our expefience to our children. The years and the health 
he had wasted before he knew Bella Bruce, these he resolved his 
successor should not waste. He looked higher for this beautiful 
boy than for himself. He had fully resolved to be member for 
the county, one day ; but he did not care about it for himself ; 
it was only to pave the for his successor ; that Sir Reginald, 
after a long career in the Commons, might find his way into the 
House of Peers, and so obtain dignity, in exchange for antiquity f 
for, to tell the truth, the ancestors of four-fifths the British 
House of Peers had been hewerg» of wood, and drawers of water, 
at a time when these Bassetts had already been gentlemen of 
distinction for centuries. 

All this love, and this vicarious ambition, werornow mortified 
daily. Some fathers could do ^wonders for a brilliant boy, and 
with him : they expect him, and a dull boy* appears; that is a 
bitter pill ; but this was worse ; Reginald was a sharp boy ; ho 
could do anything ; fasten him to a book for twenty minutes, 
he would lesfm as much as most boys in an hour ; but there was 
no keeping him to it, unless you strapped him or nailed him ; 
for he had the will of a mule, and the suppleness of an eel to 
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carry out his will. And then his tastes— low, as his features 
were refined; he was a sort of moral dung-fork; picked up 
all the slang of the stffble, and scattered it in the dining-room 
and drawing-room ; and, once or twice, he stole out of his com- 
fortable room at night, and slept in a gipsy *s tent, with his arm 
round a gipsy boy, unsullied, from his cradle, by soap. 

At last Sir Charles could no longer reply to his wife at night, 
as he had done for this ten years past : he was obliged to confess 
that there was one cloud upon his happiness. ‘ Pear Heginald 
grieves me, and makes me dread the future ; for, if the child is 
father to the man, there is a bitter disappointment in store for 
us. He is like no other boy : he is like no human creature I 
ever saw ; at his ago, and long after, I was a fool : I was a fool 
till I knew you : but surely I was a gentleman. I cannot see 
myself again, in my first-born.' 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

Lady Bassett was paralysed for a minute or two by this speech. 
At last she replied by asking a question — rather a curious one. 
* Who nursed you, Charles V 

* What, when I was a baby^ How can I tell ? Yes, by-the- 
by, it was my mother nursed me — so I was told.' 

‘And your mother was a Le Compton. This poor hoy was 
nursed by a servant. Oh, she has some good qualities, and cer- 
tainly devoted to us — to this day her face brightens at sight of 
hae — but she is essentially vulgar ; and flo you remember, Charles, 
I wished to wean him early ; but I was overruled, and the poor 
child drew his nature from that woman for nearly eighteen 
months ; it thing unheard of now-a-days.* 

‘Well, hut surely it is fr5m our parents we draw our 
nature.' 

‘ Ho ; I think it is from our nurses. If Compton or Alec 
ever turn out like Reginald, blame nobody hut their nurse, and 
that is Me.' * • 

Sir Charles smiled faintly at this piece of feminine logic, and 
asked her what he should do. 

She said she was quite unable to advise. Mr. .Rolfe was 
coming to see them soo^, perhaps he might be able to suggest 
something. 


17 
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Six Charles add he would consult him ; but he was clear on 
one thing, the boy must be sent from Hwtexcombe, and so sepa< 
rated &om all his present acquaintances. 

Mr. Bolfe came, and the distressed father opened his heart to 
hlin in strict confidence respecting Eeginald. 

Bolfe listened and sympathise4 and knit his brow, §nd asked 
time to consider what he had heard, and also to study the boy for 
himself 

He angled for him next day accordingly. A little table was 
taken out on the lawn, and presently Mr. Eolfe issued forth in a 
uniform suit of dark blue flannel and a sombrero hat, and set to 
work writing a novel in the sun. 

Eeginald in due course descried this figure, and it smacked 
so of that Bohemia to which his own soul belon'ged, that he 
was attracted thereby,' but made his approaches stealthily like a 
little cat. 

Presently a fiddle .went off behind a tree, so close that the 
novelist leaped out of his seat with an eldrich screech ; for he 
had long ago forgotten all about Mr. Eeginald, and, when he got 
heated in this kind of composition, any sudden sound seemed to 
his tense nerves and boiling brain about ten times as loud as it 
really was. 

Having relieved himself by a yell, he sat down with the mien 
of a martyr expecting tortures ; but he was most agreeably dis- 
appointed ; the little monster played an English melody, and 
played it in tune. This done, ho whistled a quick tune and 
played a slow second to it in perfect harmony ; this done, he 
whistled the second part and played the quick treble ; a very , 
simple feat, but still ingenious for a boy, and new to his 
hearer. 

‘Bravo ! bravo I’ cried Eolfe with all his hteart. .x, 

Mr. Eeginald emerged, radiant with vanity. ‘ iTbu are like 
me, Mr. Writer;' said he; ‘you don't like to be cooped up 
indoors.' 

* I wish I could play the fiddle like you, my fino fellow.' 

" * Ah, you can’t do that all in | minute : see the time 1 have 
been at it.' 

‘ Ah, to he sure, I forgot your antiquity.* 

‘And it isn’t the time only ; it’s giving your mind to it, old 
chap.' / 

* What;, you don't give your mind to your bool^€hen, as you 
do to yooii fiddle, yomg genUemaril 
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*!N*ot Buch a fiat Why, lookee here, Governor, if you go 
and give your mind to a thing you don’t like, it’s dways time 
wasted, because some other chap, that does like it, will beat you, 
and what’s the use working, for to be beat V 

*' “For ” is redundant,’ objected Eolfe. 

‘ But if you stick hard to the things you like, you do W 
downright well. But old people are such fools, they always 
drive you the wrong way. They make the gals jplay music si? 
hours a day, and you might as well set the hen' bullfinches to 
pipe. Look at the gals as come here, how they rattle up and 
down the piano, and can’t make it sing a morsel. Why they 
couldnH rattle like that, if they’d music in their skins, d^^ — ^n 
’em : and they drive me to those stupid books, because I’m all 
for music and moonshine. Can you keep a secret ?’ 

^ As the tomb.’ 

* Well, then, I can do plenty of things well, besides fiddling : 
I can set a wire with any poacher in the parish. I have caught 
plenty of our old man’s hares, in my time ; and it takes a work- 
man to set a wire as should bo. Show me a wire, and I’ll tell 
you whether it was Hudson, or Whitbeck, or Squinting Jack, 
or who it was that set it I know all their work that walks by 
moonlight hereabouts.’ 

‘ This is criticism ; a science ; I prefer art ; play me another 
tune, my hold Bohemian.* 

' Ah, I thought I should catch you with my fiddle. You’re 
not such a muff as the others, old un, not by a long chalk. Hang 
me, if I won’t give ye “ Ireland’s music,” and I’ve sworn never 
io waste that on a fool.’ • 

He played the old Irish air so simply and tuneably, that Eolfe 
leaned hack in his chair, with half-closed eyes, in soft volup- 
tuous ecstasy, 

The youngster watched him, avith his coal-black eye. 

‘I like you,’ said he, ^better than I thought I should, a 
precious sight.’ 

Highly flattered.’ 

^ Gome with mo and hear my nurse sing it.’ 

* What, and leave my novel V 

^ Oh, bother your novel.’ 

‘ And so I wilL That will be tit for tat ; it has J^othered me 
Lead on, Bohemian bold.’ 

The boy took him, over hedge and ditch, the short cut io 

17—2 
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Meyrick’s farm ; and cau^^ht Mrs, Meyrick, and said she must 
sing * Ireland's music * to Kolfe tlie writer. 

Mrs. Meyrick apologised for her dress, and affected shyness 
about singing : Mr. Eeginald stared at first, then let her knovr 
that if she was going to be affected, like the girls that came to 
the Hall, he should hate her, as he did them, andHl^ he con- 
firmed with a naughty word. ^ 

Thus threatened, she came to book, and sang Ireland's melody 
in a low, rich, sonorous voice ; Eeginald played a second : the 
harmony was so perfect and strong, that certain glass candelabra 
on the mantelpiece rang loudly, and the drops vibrated. Then 
he made her sing the second, and he took tha treble with his 
violin ; and he wound up by throwing in a third himself, a 
sort of counter-tenor, his own voice being much higher^than the 
woman’s. ^ 

The tears stood in Eolfe’sl&yes. ^ Well,’ said he, ‘ you have 
got the soul of music, you two. I could listen to yj^u’^Prom 
morn till noon, from noon till dewy eve,” ’ . 

As they returned to Huntercombo, this mercurial youth went 
>' off at a tangent, and Eolfe saw him no more. * 

He wrote in peace, and walked about between the heats. 

Just before dinner-time, the screams of Vomen were heard 
hard by, and the writer hurried to the place, in tiiw*to see Mr. 
Bassett hanging by the shoulder from the branch t)f a tree, about 
twenty feet from the ground. ^ 

Eolfe halloed, as he ran, to the women, to fetch blankets to 
catch him, and got under the tree, determined to try and catch 
him in his arms, if necessary ; but he encouraged the hoy to 
hold on. 

‘ All right. Governor,’ said the boy, in a quavering voice. 

It was very near the kitchen; maids and men poured out 
with blankets; four people held one, under Boiie’s direction, 
and down came Mr. Bassett ill a semicircle, and bounded up 
again off the blanket like an india-rubber ball 

His quick mind recovered courage the moment he touched 
wool, 

‘ Crikey ! that’s jolly,’ said hh ; ‘give me another toss or two.’ 

‘ Oh no I no !’ said a good-natured maid. * Take an’ put him 
to bed right off, poor dear.’ 

‘ Hold yoiir tongue, ye bitch,’ said young hopeful ; ‘ if ye 
don’t toss me, I’ll turn ye all off as soon as ever the old un kicks 
the bucket.* 
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Tnas meDaced, they thought it prudent to toss him j but, at 
the third toss, he yelled out : 

‘ Oh ! oh 1 oh ! I’m all wet ; it^s blood. I’m dead.* 

Then they e^tamined, and found his arm was severely lacerated 
by an old ,|iiil that had been driven into the tree, and it had 
torn tlie^iteSh in his fall ; ho was covered with blood, the sight 
of which quenched his manly spirit, and he began to howl. 

‘Old linen rag, warm water, and a bottle of ^ port,* shouted 
Rolfe ; the servants flew. 

Rolfe dressed and bandaged the wound for him, and then he 
felt faint ; the port soon set that right ; and then he wanted to 
get drunk -“-alleging, as a reason, that he had not boon drunk for 
this two months. 

Sir Charles was told of the accident, and was distressed by it, 
and also by the cause. ✓ 

‘ llolfo,’ said he sorrowfully, ‘ there is a ring-dove*s nest on 
that tree ; she and hers have built thcTe in p^ce and safety for 
a hundred years, and cooed about the place. My unhappy boy 
was climbing the tree to take the young, after solemnly pro- 
mising me ho never would : that is the bitter truth. What shall 
I do with the young barbarian V 

He sighed, and Lady Bassett echoed the sigh. 

Said Ilolfe, ‘ The young barbarian, as you call him, has dis- 
armed mo ; he plays the fiddle like a civilised angel.* 

‘Oh, Mr. Lolfe.* 

‘ What, you his mother, and not found that out yet 1 Oh 
yes, he has a heaven-born genius for music.* 

Kolfe then related the musical feats of the urchin. 

Sir Charles begged to observe that this talent would go a very 
little way towards fitting him to succeed his father and keep up 
the credit ancient family. 

‘ Dear Charles, Mr. Rolfe knows that ; hut it is like him to 
make the best of things, to encourage us. But what do you 
think of him on the whole, Mr. Rolfe 1 Has Sir Charles more 
to hope or to fear 1’ 

‘ Give me another day or twK) to study him,* said Rolfe. 

That night there was a loud alarm. Mr. Bassett w^as running 
about the veranda in his night-dress. 

They caught him, and got him to bed, and Rolfe said it was 
fever ; and, with the assistance of Sir Charles !ind a footman, 
laid him between two towels steeped in tepid water, then drew 
blankets tight over him, and, in short, packed him* 
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‘Ahl* said he complacently: *I say, give me a drink of 
moonshine, old chap.’ 

* TE give you a bucketful,^ said Eolfe; then, with the servant's 
help^ took his little bed and pat it close to the window ; the 
m<^hlight streamed in on the boy’s face, his great black eyes 
glittered in it. He was diabolically beautiful ‘Kiss me, 
moonshine,’ said he; ‘I like to wash in you.’ 

Kext day he was apparently quite well, and certainly ripe for 
fresh mischief. Eolfe studied him, and the evening before he 
went, gave Sir Charles and Lady Bassett his opinion, but not 
with his usual alacrity ; a weight seemed to bang on him, and, 
more than once, his voice trembled. 

‘ I shall tell you,’ said he, ‘ what I see — ^what I foresee — and 
then, with great diffidence, what I advise. 

‘ I see what naturalists call a reversion in race ; a boy who 
resembles in colour and features neither of his parents, and, 
indeed, bears little -resemblance to any of the races that have in- 
habited England since history was written. He suggests rather 
some Oriental type.’ 

Sir Charles turned round in his chair, with a sigh, and said, 

‘ We are to have a romance, it seems.’ 

Lady Bassett stared with all her eyes, and began to change 
colour. 

The theorist continued, with perfect composure. ‘I don’t 
. undertake to account for it, with any precision. How can I ? 
Perhaps there is Moorish blood in your family, and here it has 
revived ; you look increduloiis, but there are plenty of examples, 
ay, and stronger than this^: every child that is born resembles 
some progenitor : how then do you account for Julia Pastrana, a 
young lady who dined with me last week, and sang me “ Ah 
perdona,” rather feebly, in the evening. Bust figure like 
any other lady, hands exquisite, .arms neatly turned, hut with 
long sEky hair from the elbow to the wrist. Face, ugh ! fore- 
head made of black leather, eyes all pupil, nose an excrescence, 
chin pure monkey, face all covered with hair ; briefly, a type 
extinct ten tbousa3j.d years befoije Adam, yet it could revive at 
this time of day. Compared with La Pastrana, and many much 
weaker examples of antiquity revived, that I have seen, your 
Mauritanian son is no great marvel after aE.’ " 

‘ This is a too far-fetched,’ said Sir Charles satirically ; 
‘ Bella’s rMher was a very dark man, and it is a tradition in our 
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family that all the Bassetts were as black as ink, till they married 
with you Eolfes, in the^year 1684 / 

‘ Oho r said Eolfe, * is it so ? See how discussion brings out 
things/ 

‘And -then/ said Lady Bassett, * Charles dear, tell Mr. Eolfe 
what I think/ 

‘ Ay, do,' said Eolfe ; ‘ that will be a new form of circum- 
locution. 

Sir Charles complied with a smile. * Lady feassett’s theory 
is, that children derive their nature quite as much from their 
wet-nurses as from their parents, and she thinks the faults we 
deplore in Eeginald are to be traced to his nurse ; by-tho-hy, she 
is a dark woman too/ 

‘ Well,' said Eolfe, ‘there's a good deal of truth in that, as far 
as regards the disposition. But I never heard colour so ac- 
counted for ; yet why not ? It has been proved that the very 
bones of young animals can be coloured pink, by feeding them 
on milk so coloured.' 

‘ There !' said Lady Bassett. 

‘ But no nurse could give your son a colour which is not her 
own. I Lave seen the woman: she is only a dark English- 
woman. Her arms were embrowned by exposure, but her fore- 
head was not brown. Mr. Eeginald is quite another thing. 
The skin of his body, tbb white of his eye, the pupil, all look 
like a reversion to some Oriental type ; and, mark the coin- 
cidence; he has mental peculiarities that point towards the 
East,' 

Sir Charles lost patience. ‘ On the contrary,' said he, ‘ he talks 
and feels just like an English snob, and makes me miserable.' 

‘ Oh, as to that, he has picked up vulgar phrases at that farm, 
and in yout ctiiles ; hut he never picked up his musical genius 
in stables and farms, far less bis poetry.' 

‘ What poetry f 

‘ What poetry 1 Why, did not you^ear him ? Was it not 
poetical of a wounded, fevered boy to beg to be laid by the 
window and to say, “ Let m& drink the moonshine " I Take 
down your Homer, and read a thousand lines hap-hazard, and 
see whether you stumble over a thought more poetical than that 
But criticism does not exist ; whatever the dead said was good ; 
whatever the living say is little ; as if the dead weye a race 
apart, and had never been the Eving, and the Eving wpnld never 
be the dead/ 
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Heaven knows where he was running to now, hut Sir Charles 
stopped him, by conceding that point. ‘ Well, you are right : 
poor child, it was poetical,' and the father's pride predominated, 
for a moment, over every other sentiment. 

^Yes; but where did it come from? That looks to me a 
typical idea ; I mean an idea derived, not from his luxurious 
parents, dwellers in curtained mansions, but from some outdoor 
and remote ancestor ; perhaps from the Oriental tribe that first 
colonised Britain ; they worshipped the sun and the moon, no 
doubt ; or perhaps, after all, it only came from some wandering 
tribe that passed their lives between the two lights of heaven, 

. and never set foot in a human dwelling.’ 

‘ This,’ said Sir Charles, ‘ is a flattering speculation, but so 
wild and romantic, that I fear it will lead us to no practical 
result. I thought you undertook to advise me. Wljat advice 
can you build on these cobwebs of your busy brain V 

‘ Excuse me, my practical friend,’ said Eolfe. * I opened my 
discourse in three heads. What I see — ^what I foresee — and 
what, with diffidence, I advise. Pray don’t disturb my methodus, 
ox I am done for ; never disturb an artist’s form. I have told 
you what I see. What I foresee is this ; you will have to cut 
off the entail with Reginald’s consent, when he is of age, and 
make the Saxon boy Compton your successor. Cutting off 
entails runs in families, like everyth ihg else ; your grandfather 
did it, and so will you. You should put by a few thousands 
' every year, that you may be able to do this without injustice 
either to your Oriental, or your Saxon, son.’ 

* Never !* shouted Sir Ghaiies : then, in a broken voice, ‘ He 
is my first-born, and my idol ; his coming into the world rescued 
me out of a morbid condition : ho healed my one^great grief. 
Bar the entail, and put his younger brother in hi j^place — never I’ 
Mr. Eolfe bowed his head politely, and left the subject, which 
indeed could be carried^o further, without serious offence. 

^ And now for my advice. The question is, how to educate 
this strange boy. One thing is clear ; it is no use trying the 
humdrum plan any longer; it*-has been tried and failed. I 
should adapt his education to his nature. Education is made as 
stiff and unyielding as a board, but it need not be. 1 should 
abolish that spectacled tutor of yours at once, and get a tutor, 
young, entferprising, manly, and supple, who would obey orders ; 
and the order should be to observe the boy’s nature, and teach 
accordingly. Why need men teach in a chair, and boys learn in 
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a chair ? The Athenians studied not in chairs. The Peri- 
pateticS; as their name ilnports, hunted knowledge a-foot ; those 
who sought truth in the groves of Academus, were not seated at 
that work. Then let the tutor walk with him, and talk with 
him by sunlight, and moonlight, relating old history, and com- 
menting on each new thing that is done, or word spoken, and 
improve every occasion. Why, I myself would give a guinea 
a day to walk with William White about the kjndly aspects, 
and wooded slopes, of Selborne, or with Karr about his garden. 
Cut Latin and Greek clean out of the scheme. They are mare 
cancers to those who can never excel in them. Teach him not 
dead languages, but living facts. Have him in your justice-room 
for half an hour a day, and give him your own comments on 
what he has heard there. Let his tutor take him to all quarter 
sessions and assizes, and stick to him like d iachylu m, especially 
out of do(5rs ; order him never to be admittedlo t£e stable yard ; 
dismiss every biped there that lets him come. Don’t let him 
visit his nurse so often, and never without his tutor : it was 
she who taught him to look forward to your decease ; that is 
just like these common women. Such a tutor as I have described 
will deserve £500 a year. Give it him ; and dismiss him if he 
plays humdrum, and doesn’t earn it. Dismiss half a dozen, if 
necessary, till you get a fellow with a grain or two of genius 
for tuition. When the boy is seventeen, what with his Oriental 
precocity, and this system of education^ he will know the world 
as well as a Saxon boy of twenty-one, and that is not saying much. 
Then, if his nature is stiJl as wild, get him a large tract in 
Australia ; cattle to breed, kangaroos to shoot, swift horses to 
thread the bush and gallop mighty tracts ; he will not shirk 
business, if it avoids the repulsive form of sitting down indoors, 
and offers Tisc^^n combination with riding, hunting, galloping, 
cracking of rides, and of colccial whips as loud as rides, and 
drinking sunshine and moonshine in that mellow clime, beneath 
the Southern Cross and the spangled l&imament of stars un- 
known to us.’ 

His own eyes sparkled like hot coals at this Bohemian picture. 

Then he sighed and returned to civilisation, ‘ But,’ said he, 

• be ready with eighty thousand pounds for him, that he may 
enjoy his own way and join you in barring the entail. I fon- 
got, I must say no more on that subject ; I see it is as offensive 
— as it is inevitable. Cassandra has spoken wisely, and, I seoi 
in vain. God bless you both — ^good-night.’ 
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And he rolled out of the room with a certain clumsy import- 
ance. * 

Sir Charles treated all this advice with a polite forbearance 
while he was iu the rpom, but on his departure delivered a sage 
reflection. 


‘ Strange,* said he, ‘ that a man so valuable in any great emer- 
gency should be so extravagant and eccentric in the ordinary 
affairs of life. I might as well drive to Bellevue House and con- 
sult the first gentleman I met there.’ 

Lady Bassett did not reply immediately, and Sir Charles ob- 
served that her face was very red and her hands trembled. 
.>^iw.'Why, Bella,* said he, ‘has all that rhodomontado upset 
you V 

Lady Bassett looked frightened at his noticing her agitation, 
and said that Mr. Kolfe always overpowered her. ‘ He is so 
large, jmd so confident, and throws such new light on things.* 

‘ K* light ! Wild eccentricity always does that ; but it is 
the light of Jack-o'-lantern. On a great question, so near my 


^J^eart as this, give me the steady light of copmori sense, not the 
j^yward coruscations of a fiery imagination. Bella dear, I shall 
the boy toa good school, and so cut off at one blow all the 
low associations that have caused the mischief.’ 


‘You know what is best, dear,* said Lady Bassett; ^you are 
wiser than any of us.* 

In the morning she got hold of Mr. Eolfe, and asked him if 
he could put her in the way of getting more than three per cent, 
for her money without risk 

‘ Only one,* said Eolfe^. ‘ London Freeholds in rising situa- 
tions, let to substantial tenants. I can get you five per cent, that 
way, if you are always ready to buy. The thing does not offer 
every day.* ^ 

‘ I have twenty thousand pounds to dispose of so,* said Lady 
Bassett. 

‘ Very well,* said Eolfe, ‘ Fll look out for you : but Oldfield 
must examine titles and do the actual business^*' The best of 
that investment is, it is always. improving ; no ups and downs.* 

Come,* thought he, ‘ Cassandra has not spoken quite in vain.*) 

Sir Charles acted on his judgment, and, in due course, sent 
Mr. Bassett to a school at some distance, kept by a clergyman, 
who had the* credit in that county of exercising sharp super- 
vision and strict dieciplina 

Sir Charles made no ^secret of the boy's eccentricities. Mr. 
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Beecher said he had one or two steatty hoys who assisted him in 
such cases. • I 

Sir Charles thought that a very go^ idea ; it was like putting 
a wild colt into the break with a ste^y horse. ^ 

He missed the boy sadly at first, bilk comforted himself with 
tho conviction that ho had parted witc^im for his good : that 
consoled him somewhat. 

The younger children of Sir Charles an« Lady Bassett were 
educated entirely by their mother, and taught as none but a 
loving lady can teach. 

Compton — with whom wo have to do — never knew the thorns 
with which the path of letters is apt to be strewn. A mistress 
of the great art of pleasing made knowledge from tho first a 
primrose path to him. Sparkling all over with intelligence, she 
impregnated her boy with it. She made herself his favourite 
companion j she would not keep her distance. She stole and 
coaxed knowledge and goodness into Ins heart and »ind with 
rare and loving cunning. P 

She taught him English, and French, and Latin on the 
Hamiltonian plan, and stored his young mind with history and 
biography, and read to him, and conversed with him on every^ 
thing as they read it. 

She taught him to speak the trnth, and to be honourable and 
just. 

She taught him to bo polite, and even formal, rather than 
free and easy and rude. She taught him to be a man. He must 
not be what brave boys called a molly-cmJii|e : like most womanly 
women, she had a veneration for nlSn^ and she gave him her 
own high idea of tho manly character. 

Natural ability, and habitual contact with a mind so attraC' 
tive and so rich,^ve this intelligent boy many good ideas beyond 
his age. 

When he was six years old Lady Bassett made him pass his 
word of honour that he would never go into the stable-yard ; and 
even then he was far enough advanced to keep his word relig- 
iously. 

In return for this she let him taste some sweets of liberty, 
and was not always after him. She was profound enough to see 
that without liberty a noble character cannot be formed ; and V 
she husbanded the curb. 

One day he represented to her that in the meadow tiext their 
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lawn were great stripes of fellow, which were possibly cowslips ; 
of course, they might be oJly buttercuj)s : but he hoped better 
things of them. He further reported that there was an iron 
gate between him and thys paradise ; he could get over it if not 
objectionable, but ho tKought it safest to ask her what she 
thought of the matter-^^as that iron gate intended to keep little 
boys from the cowslKS 1 because, if so, it was a misfortune to 
which he must resi^fn himself. Still it was a misfortune. All 
this, of course, in the simple language of boyhood. 

Then Lady Bassett smiled and said, ‘ Suppose I were to lend 
you a key of that iron gate V 

* Oh, mamma !* 

* I have a great mind to.* 

‘ Then you will, you will !* 

‘ Does that follow V 

‘ Yes ; whenever you say you think you’ll do something kind, 
or you have a great mind to do it, you know you always vlo it ; 
and that is one thing I do like you for, mamma. You are 
better than your word.' 

‘ Better than my word ? Where does the child learn these 
things V 

* La, mamma, papa says that often.* 

‘ Oh, that accounts for it. I like the phrase vejy much. I 
wish I could think I deserved it. 4t any rate, I will be as good 
as my word for once ; you shall have a key of the gate.’ 

The boy clapped his hands with delight. 

The key war sent for, and meantime she told him one reason 
she had trusted him with it was because he had been as good as 
his word about the stable. 

The key was brought, and she held it up half playfully, and 
said : ^ ^ ^ • 

‘ There, sir, I deliver you this upon conditions ; you must 
only use it when the weather is quite dry, because the grass in 
the meadow is longer, and will be wet. Do you promise V 

‘Yes, mamma.* 

‘ And you must always look the gate when you come back, 
and bring the key to one place ; let me see, the drawer in the 
ball-table — the one with marble on it ; for you know a place for 
everything is our rule. On these conditions, I hereby deliver 
yon this magic key, with the right of egress and ingress.* 

‘ Egress and ingress 

‘ Egress and ingress,* 
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^ Is that foreign for cowslips, manfca — and oxlips V 

* Ha ! ha ! the child's head is full of cowslips. There is the 
dictionary ; look out egress, and afte^ards look out ingress,' 

When he had added these two woms to his little vocabulary, 
his mother naked him if ho would b^good enough to tell her 
why he did not care much for all the^eautiful flowers in the 
garden, and was so excited about cow^ms, which appeared to 
her a flower of no great beauty, and the^iell rather sickly — 
begging his pardon. 

This question posed him dreadfully ; he looked at her in a 
sort of comic distress, and then sat gravely down all in a heap, 
about a yard ofl*, to think. 

Finally he turned to her with a wry face, and said, * Why do 
I, mamma V 

She smiled deliciously. ‘ Xo, no, sir,' said she, ‘ how can I 
get inside your little head and tell what is there ? There must 
be a reason, I suppose ; and you know you and I are never 
satisfied till we get at the reason of a thing. But there is no 
hurry, dear ; I give you a week to find it out. I^^ow run and 
open the gate. Stay ; are there any cows in that field V 

* Sometimes, mamma ; but they have no horns, you know.' 

^ Upon your word V 

‘tlpon my honour, t am not fond of them with horns, 
myself.’ 

' Then run away, darling. But you must come and hunt me 
up, and tell me how you enjoyed yourself, because that makes 
me happy, you know.’ ^ 

This is mawk ish, but it will serve to show on what terms the ^ 
woman and toy were. * v 

On second thoughts I recall that apology and defy creation. '' 
‘ The Ma\ikish ' is a branch of literature — a great and popular 
one — and I ha^neglected it savagely. 

Master Compton opened th^iron gate, and the world was all 
before him where to choose. 

He chose one of those yellow stripes that had so attracted him. 
Horror ! it was all buttercups, and deil a cowslip. 

Nevertheless, pursuing his reSearcEes, ho found plenty of that 
delightful flower scattered about the meadow in thinner patches, 
and he gathered a double handful and dirtied his knees. 

Hetuming, thus laden, from his first excu];^ion, he was 
accosted by a fluty voice. 

* Little boy I' 

4 
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He looked up and saw a standing on the lower bar of a 
little wooden gate, painted yhite, lookipg over. 

* Please bring me my balr said she pathetically. 

€ompton looked about, ^d saw a poft ball of many colours 

lying near. 

He put down his cow^ps gravely, and brought her the ball, 
gave it her with a J^sh, because she was a strange girl ; and 
she blushed a little t^ause he did. 

He returned to hft’ cowslips. 

‘ Little hoy !* said the voice, ^please bring me my ball again.’ 
He brought it to her with undisturbed politeness. She was 
giggling j he laughed too at that. 

‘ You did it on purpose that time,’ said he solemnly, 

* La ! you don’t think I’d be so wicked,’ said she. 

Compton shook his head doubtfully, and considering the 

interview at an end, turned to go, when instantly tlie hall 
knocked his hat off^ and nothing of the malofactress was visible, 
but a black eye sparkling with fun and mischief, and a bit of 
forehead wedged against the angle of the wall. 

This being a challenge, Compton said, ‘ Now you come out 
fi^t^ that, and stand a shot like a man.’ 

The invitation to be masculine did not tempt her a bit. Tho 
only thing she put out was her hand, and that she drew in with 
^^i^h the moment he threw at it. 

' : At this juncture a voice cried, ‘ Euperta ! what are you doing 

' Euperta made a rapid signal with her hand to Compton, imply- 
that he was to run away ; and she herself walked demurely 
TOwards the person who had called her. 

, . It was tiiree days before Compton saw her again, and then 
#0 lieekoned him royally to her. 

* Little boy,’ said she, * talk to me.’ ^ 

Coin|!>ton looked at her a little Sonfounded, and did not reply. 

* Stand on this gate like me, and talk,’ said she. 

He obeyed the first part of this mandate, and stood on the 
lowi^ bar of the little gate ; so their two figures made a V, 
wl^n they hung back, and a tl'npenny nail when they came 
and met, and this motion they continued through the 
diaJfgae I and it was a pity the little wretches could not keep 
‘ for niy mend the English Titian ; for, when 

heada In position, it was indeed a pretty picture of 
ehlfaj^ fiowerdike beauty and contrasty the boy fair, blue- 





A TERRIBLE TEIf^PTATION. 


271 


eyed, and witli exquisite^ golden ihair ; the girl black-eyed, 
black-browed, and with, eye-lashes I of incredible length and 
beauty, and a cheek brownish but Anted, and so glowing with 
health and vigour that, pricked wim a needle^ it seemed ready 
to squirt carnation right into your ey A A 

She dazzl^ Master Compton so tl|at he could do nothing ! 
but look at her. 

‘Well!’ said she, smiling. 

‘Well,’ replied he, pretending her ‘ well^as not m intewtlf^ 
gatory, but a concise statement, and that ho had discharged the 
whole duty of man by according a prompt and cheerful con- 
sent. 

* You begin,’ said the lady. 

•No, you.’ 

• What for V 

‘ Because — T thinlc — you are the cleverest.’ 

* • Good little boy. Well then, I will Who are you 1’ 

• I am Compton. Who are you, please f 

* I’m liuporta.’ 

‘ I never heard that name before.’ 

‘ No more did I ; I think they measured me for it. You live 
in the great house there, don’t you V 
‘ Yes, Eiiperta.’ 

‘ Well, then, I live in the little house. It is not very little 
either. It’s Highmore. 1 saw you in church one day ; is that 
lady with the hair your mamma V 
‘ Yes, liuperta.’ 

‘ She is beautiful.* 

‘ Isn’t she V 

‘But mine is so good.’ 

‘ Mine i? very good too, Buperta, wonderfully good.* 

‘ 1 like you, Co mpton — a little.’ 

‘I like you a good deal, BupeHa.’ 

‘ La, do you ? I w under at that ; you are like a cherub, and 
I am such a black thing.’ 

‘ But that is why X like you ; Eeginald is darker than you, 
and oh so beautiful.* * 

‘ Hum ! — he is a very bad boy.’ 

‘ No, he is not.’ 

‘ Don’t tell stories, child ; be is. I know all about him. A 
wicked, vulgar, bad boy.’ 

' ‘ He is not,’ cried Compton, almost snivelling ; but he altered 
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his mind, and fired up. *lfcu are a naughty, story-telling girl, 
to say that/ I 

‘ Bless me^ &aid Ruportt colouring* high, and tossing her 
head haughtily. /. 

‘ I don^t like you feuporta,’ said Compton, with all the 
decent calmness of a settisd conviction. 

* You don’t V scream^ Buperta, ‘ then go about your busi- 
ness directly, and doi^ never come hero again !— 7 Scolding w f 
— How dare you 1-^h ! — oh ! — oh !’ and the little lady went 
off slowly, with her finger in her eye : and Master Compton 
looked rather rueful, as we all do when this charming sex has 
/recourse to what may be ca lled ^liquid reasoning.’ I have 
known the most solid reasons unabi0"ld“r55rsrTtr ^ 

However, mcm conscia recti, and above all, the cowslips, 
enabled Compton to resist, and he troubled his head no more 
about her that day. 

But he looked out for her the next day, and she did not 
come ; and that rather disappointed him. 

The next day was wet, and he did not go into the meadow, 
being on honour not to do so. 

The fourth day was lovely, and he spent a long time in the 
meadow, in hopes ; he saw her for a moment at the gate ; but 
she speedily retired. 

He was disappointed. 

However, he collected a good store of cowslips, and then came 
home. 

As he passed the door, out popped Ruperta from some secret 
ambush, and said — * Well V 


CHAPTER XXXVni " 

t 

* Well,’ replied Compton. 

‘ Are you better, dear V 
* Tm very well, thank you/ said the boy. 

‘ In your mind, I mean. You wore cross last time, you know.' 
Compton remembered his mother's lessons about manly 
behaviour, and said, in a jaunty way, ‘ Well, I s'pose I was a 
little cross,' ^ 

How the other cunning little thing had come to apologise, if 
there was no other way to recover her admirer. But, on this 
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confession, she said, ^0h, if are sorry for it, I forgive you. 
You may come and talk.’ 

Then Compton came and stoo4 on the gate, and they held a 
long conversation ; and, having quarrelled last time, parted now 
with rather violent expressions of attachment. 

After that they made friends, and laid theii; little hearts bare 
to each other ; and it soon appeared tha‘- Compton had learned 
more, but liaperta had thought more for Ivcrself, and was sorely 
puzzled about m<any things, and of a vastly inquisitive mind. 
‘ Why,’ said she, * is good tl ‘ngs so hard, and bad things so nice 
and easy! It would be much ’-etter "ood things was nice, 
and bad ones nasty. That is the way I’u have it, if I could make 
things.’ 

Mr. Compton shook his liead, and said many things were very 
hard to understaiid, and ever his marama sometimes could not 
make out all the things. 

^ Nor none no.iiJier ; T puz/le her dreadful. I can’t help 
that ; tiling^' curne an' I puzzle me, and then I shouldn’t 

puzzle her, -'■'Ij.rd I udi you uiy puzzles, and perhaps you can 
answer tliern, l> * >, ‘t, are a boy. I can’t think why it is 
wicked for mo to dig in my iiltle garden on a Sunday, and isn’t 
wicked for Jessie to cook, and Sarah to make the beds. Can’t 
think why mai|pna told papa not to be cross, and, when T told 
her not to bo cross, she put me in a dark cupboard all among tlie 
dreadful mice, till 1 screamed so, she took me out and kissed me 
and gave me pie. Can’t think Avhy papa called Sally some- 
thing /or spilling the ink over his papers, and when I called 
tin; gardener the very same for robbing my flowers, all their 
hands and eyes went up, and they said 1 was a shocking girl. 
Can’t think why papa giggled the next moment, if I was a 
shocking Jirl : jt is all puzzle — puzzle — puzzle.’ 

One day she said, ^ Can you tell me where all the bad people 
are buried 1 for that puzzles me dreadful.’ 

Compton was posed at first, but said at last he thought they 
were buried in the churchyard, along with the good ones. 

‘ Oh, indeed !’ said she, with an air of pity. ‘ Pray have 
you ever been in the churchyard, and read the writings on the 
stones V 

‘No.’ 

‘ Then I have. I have read every single word, and there are 
none but good people buried there ; notone.’ She added, rather 
pathetically, ‘ You should not answer me without thinking, as 

18 
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if thlBgs was aasy, instead of so hard. Well, one comfort, there 
are not many wicked people hereabouts ;®they live in towns ; so I 
suppose they are buried in the garden, poor things, or put in the 
wato with a stone.' 

Compton had no more plausible theory ready, and declined 
10 commit himself to Euperta's, so that topic fell to the ground. 

One day he found her perched as usual, but with her bright 
little face overclouded. 

By this time the intelligent boy was fond enough of hef to 
notice her face. 

‘ What's the matter, Perta V 

^ Euperta. The matter ] Puzzled again ! It is very serious 
this time.' 

‘ Tell me, Euperta.' 

‘iN'o, dear.* 

^Please.' 

The young lady fixed her eyes on him, and said, with a pretty 
solemnity, * Let ua play at Catechism.' 

‘ I don't know that game.' 

* The governess asks questions, and the good little boy answers. 
That’s Catechism. I'm the governess.' 

‘ Then I'm the good little boy.' 

‘ Yes, dear ; and so now look mo full in the ^ce.' 

‘ There, you're very pretty, Euperta.' 

* Don't be giddy ; I'm hideous • so behave, and answer all my 
questions. Oh, I'm so unhappy. Answer me, is young people, 
or old people, goodest V 

‘ Yon should say best,- dear. Good, better, best. Why old 
people, to be sure — much.' 

‘ So I thought ; and that is why I am so puzzled. Then 
your papa and mine are much betterer — will thg.t do*'t — than we 
are 1' • ^ - 

^ Of course they are.' 

* There he goes 1 Such a child for answering slap bang, I 
never.* 

^ I'm not a child. I'm older%tban you are, Euperta.' 

* That's a story.' 

* Well, then, I'm as old ; for Mary says we were bom the 
same day— the same hour — the same minute.' 

* Lai we are twins.' 

She patised, however, on this discovery, and soon found reason 
to doubt her hasty conclusion. 
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* No aucli thing,’ said she \ * they tell me the hells were ringing 
for you being found,* and then I was found — to catecHsm 
you.’ 

^ There, then, you see I am older than you, Euperta.’ 

Yes, dear,’ said Euperta, very gravely, ‘ I’m younger in my 
body, but older in my head.* 

- This matter being settled, so that neither party could com- 
plain, since antiquity was evenly distributed, the catechising re- 
commenced. * 

‘ Do you believe in “ Let dogs delight ” ]* 

‘I don’t know.* 

‘ What !’ screamed Euperta. ‘ Oh, you wicked boy ! Why, 
it comes next after Bible.’ 

‘ Then I do believe it,’ said Compton, who, to tell the truth, 
had been merely puzzled with the verb, and was not afflicted 
with any doubt that the composition referred to was a divine 
oracle. 

* Good boy,’ said Euperta patronisingly. ‘ Well, then, this 
is what puzzles me \ your papa and mine don’t believe in “ Dogs 
delight.” They have been quarrelling this twelve years and 
more, and mean to go on, in spite of mamma. She \b good. 
Didn’t you know that your papa and mine are great enemies f 

‘ No, Euper^ Oh, what a pity !’ 

‘ Don’t, Compton, don’t ; there, you have made me cry,’ 

He set himself to console her. 

She consented to be consoled. 

But she said, with a sigh, ‘ What becomes of old people being 
better than young ones ^w1 Are .you and I bears and lions ? 
Do we scratch out each other’s eyes ? It is all puzzle, puzzle? 
puzzle. I wish I was dead ! Nurse says when I am dead I 
shall undhrstapd it all. But I don’t know ; I saw a dead cat 
once, and she di&n’t seem to ^know as much as before : puzzle, 
puzzle. Compton, do you think they are puzzled in heaven V 

‘No.’ 

‘ Then the sooner we both go there, the better.’ 

‘ Yes, but not just now.’ , 

‘ Why not V 

* ‘ Because of the cowslips,’ 

‘ Here’s a boy 1 What, would you rather be among the cowslips 
than the angels ? and think of the diamonds ahd pearls that 
Heaven is paved with !’ 

‘ But you mightn’t be there.’ 


18—2 
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* What ! Am I a wicked girl, then — wickeder than you, that 

is a boy V * 

‘ Oh, no, no, no : but see how big it is up there* (they cast 
their eyes up, and taking the blue vault for creation, were impressed 
with its immensity). ‘ I know where to find you here, but up 
"..here you might be ever so far off me.’ 

‘ La ! so I might. Well, then, we had better keep quiet. 
I suppose we shall get wiser as we get older. But oh, Compton, 
I’m so sorry your papa and mine are bears and lions. Why 
doesn’t the clergyman scold them V 

‘ Nobody dare scold my papa,’ said Compton proudly. Then, 
after reflection, ‘Perhaps, when wo are older, we may persuade 
them to make friends. I think it is very stupid to quarrel ; 
don’t you V 

‘ Ajb stupid as an owl.’ 

‘ You and I had a quarrel once, Kuperta.’ 

‘ Yes, you misbehaved.’ 

‘ No, no ; you were cross.’ 

* Story ! Well, never mind : we did quarrel. And you were 
miserable directly.’ 

* Not BO very,’ said Compton, tossing his head. 

* I waSy then,’ said Kuperta, with unguarded candour. 

‘So was I’ 

* Good boy ! Kiss me, dear.’ 

‘There — and there — and there — and ’ 

* That will do. Oh, I want to talk, Compton.’ 

‘ Yes, dear.’ ^ 

‘ I’m not very sure, but L rather think I’m in love with you — 
a little, little bit, you know,’ 

‘ And I’m sure I’m in love with you, Ruperta.* 

‘ Over head an’ ears?’ ' ^ , 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Then I love you to distraction. Bother the gate. If it 
wasn't for that, I could run in the meadow with you: and 
marry you perhaps, and so gather cowslips together for ever and 
ever.’ • 

‘ Let us open it.' 

‘ You can’t.’ 

‘Let us try.’ 

‘ I have. If won’t be opened.' 

‘ Let me try. Some gates want to be lifted up a little, and 
then they will open. There, I told you so.’ 
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The gate came opes. 

Euperta uttered aii« exclamation of delight, and then drew 
back. 

* I’m afraid, Compton,* said she*; ‘ papa would be angry.* 

She wanted Compton to tempt her ; but that young gentle- 
man, having a strong sense of filial duty, omitted to do so. 

When she saw he would not persuade her, she dispensed. 
' Come along,’ said she, ‘if it is only for five minutes.* 

She took his hand, and away they scampered. He showed 
her the cowslips, the violets, and all the treasures of the 
meadow ; but it was all hurry, and scurry, and excitement ; no 
time to look at anything above half a minute, for fear of being 
found out ; and so, at last, back to the gate, beaming with stolen 
pleasure, glowing and sparkling with heat knd excitement. 

The cunning thing made him replace the gate, and then, after 
saying she *must go for about an hour, marched demurely back 
to the house. 

After one or two of these hasty trips, immunity gave her a 
sense of security, and, the weather getting warm, she used to 
sit in the meadow with her beau, and weave wreaths of cowslips, 
and place them in her black hair, and for Compton she made 
coronets of bluebells, and adorned his golden head. 

And sometimes, for a little while, she would nestle close to 
him, and lean ner head, with all the feminine grace of a mature 
woman, on his shoulder. 

Said she, ‘ A boy’s shoulder does very nice for a girl to put 
her nose on,’ 

One day the aspiring girl asked him what was tbat forest. 

‘ That is Bassett’s wood.’ 

‘ I will go there with you some day when Papa is out.* 

‘ I’m afraid that is too far for you,’ said Compton. 

‘ Nothing iS k )0 far for me,’ replied the ardent girl. ‘ Why^ 
how far is it ?’ 

‘ More than half a mile.’ 

‘ Is it very big V 

‘ Immense,* 

‘ Belong to the Queen V 

‘ No, to papa.’ 

‘ Oh !’ 

And here my reader may well ask what wae Lady Bassett 
about ; or did Compton, with all his excellent teaching, conceal 
all this from his mother and his friend 1 
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On the contrary, he went open-mouthed to he^, and told her he 
had seen such a pretty little girl ; and gaVe her a brief account of 
their conversation. 

Lady Bassett was startled, at first, and greatly perplexed, 
She told him he must on no account go to her ; if he spoke to 
her it must be on papa’s ground. She even made him pledge 
his honour to that. 

More than that she did not like to say. She thought it un- 
necessary and undesiVahle to transmit to another generation the 
unhappy feud, by which she had suffered so much, and was even 
then suffering. Moreover, she was as much afraid of Richard 
Bassett as ever. If he chose to tell his girl not to speak to 
Compton, he might. She was resolved not to go out of her 
^vay to affront him, through his daughter. Besides, that might 
wound Mrs. Bassett, if it got round to her ears ; and, although 
she had never spoken to Mrs. Bassett, yet their eyes had met in 
church, and always with a pacific expression. Indeed, Lady 
Bassett felt sure she had read in that meek woman’s face a regret 
that they were not friends, and could not be friends, because of 
their husbands. Lady^Bassett then for these reasons would not 
forbid Comptoi^ to be kind to Ruperta in moderation. 

Whether she would have remained as neutral, had she known 
how far these young things were going, is quite pother matter : 
but Compton’s narratives to her were, naturally enough, very 
tame compared with the reality, and she never dreamed that two 
seven-year-olds could form an attachment so warm as these little 
plagues were doing. 

And, to cdhclude, about, the time when Mr. Compton first 
opened the gate for his ipamorata Lady Bassett’s mind was 
diverted in some degree, even "Horn her beloved boy Compton, 
by a new trouble, and a host of passions it excitfd in her own 
heart. , 

A thunder-clap fell on Sir. Charles Bassett, in the form of a 
letter from Reginald’s tutor, informing him that Reginald and 
another lad had been caught wiring hares in a wood at some 
distance, and were now in custody. 

Sir Charles mounted his horse, and rode to the .place, leaving 
Lady Bassett a prey to great anxiety and bitter remorse. 

Sir Charles came back in two days with the galling news that 
his son and hfo was in prison for a month, all his exertions 
having only prevailed to get the case summarily dealt with. 

Herald's companion, a young gipsy aged seventeen, had got 
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three monthB, it beiog assumed that he was the tempter ; the 
reverse was the case thgugh. 

When Sir Charles told Lady' Bassett all this, with a face of 
agony and a broken voice, her heart almost burst ; she threw 
every other consideration to the winds. 

‘ Charles,* she cried, * I can't bear it ; I can't see your heart 
wrung any more, and your alfections blighted. Tear that young 
viper out of your breast ; don't go on wasting your heart's blood 
on a stranger ; he is nqj your son.' » 


CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

•At this monstrous declaration, from the very lips of the man's 
wife, there was a dead silence, Sir Charles being struck dumb, 
and Lady Bassett herself terrified at the sound of the words she 
had uttered. 

After a terrible pause Sir Charles fixed his eyes on her with 
an awful look, and said, very slowly, ‘ Will — you — have — the 
goodness — to — sayvthat again 1 but first think what you are say- 
ing,’ 

This made Lady Bassett shake in every limb ; indeed the 
very liesh of her body quivered. Yet she persisted, but in a 
tone tliat of itself showed how fast her courage was oozing. She 
faltered out, almost inaudibly, ‘ I say you must waste no more 
love on him — he is not your son !' 

Sir Charles looked at her to see if she was iu»her senses ; it 
was not the first time he had suspected her of being deranged 
on this one subject. But no ; she was pale as death, she was 
cringing* wincing, quivering, and her eyes roving to and fro — a 
picture not of ’frftnzy, but of guilt unhardened. 

He began to tremble in his turn, and was so horror-stricken 
and agitated that he could hardly speak. ‘ Am I dreaming V he 
gasped. 

Lady Bassett saw the storm she had raised, and would have 
given the world to recall her words. 

‘ Whose is he, then V asked Sir Charles, in a voice scarcely 
human. • 

‘ I don't know,' said Lady Bassett doggedly. * 

* Then how dare you say that he isn't mine f 

‘Kill me, Charles,' cried she, passionately; ‘but don't look 
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at me so, and speak to me so. Why I say he is not youTS, is he 
like you either in face or mind * 

* And he is like — whom 1' 

dlady Bassett had lost all her courage by this time ; she whim- 
pered out, ‘ Like nobody — except the gipsies.^ 

‘ Bella, this is a subject which will part you and me for life, 
unless we can agree upon it ’ 

JiTo reply, in words, from Lady Bassett. 

‘ So please let us understand each other. Your son is not my 
son. Is that what you look me in the face and tell me V 

‘ Charles, I never said that. How could he be my son and 
not be yours ?* 

And she raised her eyes and looked him full in the face ; no 
fear nor cringing no^v ; the woman was majestic. 

Sir Charles was a little alarmed in his turn, for his wufe’s soft 
eyes flamed battle for the first time in her life. 

‘ Kow you talk sense,' said he ; ‘ if ho is yours hff is mine ; 
and, as he is certainly yours, this is a very foolish conversation, 
which must not bo renewed, otherwise ’ 

‘ I shall be insulted by my own husband V 

‘ 1 think it very probable. And, as I do not choose you to 
be insulted, uof to think yourself insulted, 1 forbid you ever to 
recur to this subject.' 

* I will obey, Charles ; but let me say one word first. When 
1 was alone in London, and hardly sensible, might not this 
child have been imposed upon me and you^ I'm sure he 
was.' 

‘ By whom V 

* How can I tell ? — I wa^ alone — that woman in the house 
had a bad face — the gipsies do these things, Tve heard.' 

‘ The gipsies ! And why not the fairies V said Sir ‘Charles, 
contemptuously. ‘ Is that all you have to suggek — before wo 
close the subject for ever ' 

^ Yes,' said Lady Bassett sorrowfully. ‘ I see you take me 
for a madwoman ; but time will show. Oh that .1 could per- 
suade you to detach your affections from that boy — he will 
break your heart else — and rest them on the children that re- 
semble us in mind and features !' 

* These partialities are allowed to mothers, but a father must 
be just. KegiiV3,ld is my first-born ; he came to me from Heaven 
at a time when I was under a bitter trial, and from the day he 

borp till this day I have been a happy man. It is not often 
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a father owes so much to a son as I do to my darling boy. He 
is dear to my heart in spite of his faults ; and now I pity him 
as well as love him^ since it seems he has only one parent, poo^ 
little fellow.* 

Lady Bassett opened her mouth to reply, but could not. 
She raised her hands in mute despair, then quietly covered her 
lace with them, and soon the tears trickled through her white 
fingers. 

Sir Charles looked at her, and was touched 'at her silent 
grief. 

‘ My darling wife,’ said he, ‘I think this is the only thing you 
and I cannot agree upon. Why not bo wise, as well as loving, 
and avoid it V 

‘ I will never seek it again,’ sobbed Lady Bassett. * But, oh,’ 
she cried, with sudden wildness, ‘ something tells me it will meet 
me, and follg^w me, and rob me of my husband. Well, when 
that day comes, I shall know how to die.’ 

And with this she burst away from him, like some creature 
who has been stung past endurance. 

Sir Charles often meditated on this strange scene : turn it 
how he could he came back to the same conclusion, Unit she 
must have an hallucination on this subject. He said to himself, 
‘ If Bella really believed the boy was a changeling, she would 
act upon her conviction j she would urge me to take some steps 
to recover our true child, whom the gipsies or the fairies have 
taken, and given us poor dear Keginald instead.’ 

But still the conversation, and her strange looks of terror, 
lay dormant in his mind ; both were too remarkable to be ever 
forgotten. Such things lie like certain seed, awaiting only 
fresh accidents to spring into life. 

•* 

The month rolled away, and Jhe day came for Eeginald’s libe- 
ration. A dog-cart was sent for him, and the heir of the Bassetts 
emerged from a county gaol, and uttered a whoop of delight : he 
insisted on driving, and went home at a rattling pace. 

He was in high spirits till got in sight of Huntercombe 
Hall ; and then it suddenly occurred to his mercurial mind that 
he should probably not be received with an ovation, petty 
larceny being a novelty in that ancient house whose representa- 
tive he was. 

When he did get there he found the whole family in such a 
state of commotion that his return was hardly noticed at all 
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Master Compton’s dinner-hour was two p.m., and yet at three 
o’clock of this day he did not come in. • 

This was reported to Lady Bassett, and it gave her some little 
anxi^ety, for she suspected he might possibly be in the company 
of Buperta Bassett ; and, although she did not herself much 
object to that, she objected very much to have it talked about 
and made a fuss. So she went herself to the end of the lawn, 
and out in the meadow, that a servant might not find the young 
people together, if her suspicion was correct. 

She went into the meadow, and called ‘Compton — Compton !’ 
as loud as she could, but there was no reply. 

Then she came in, and began to be alarmed, and sent servants 
about in all directions. 

But two hours elapsed, and there were no tidings. The thing 
looked serious. 

She sent out grooms well-mounted, to scour the country. One 
of these fell in with Sir Charles, who thereupon came home, 
and found his wife in a pitiable state. She was sitting in an 
arm-chair, trembling, and crying hysterically. 

She caught his hand directly, aijd grasped it like a vice. 

‘ It is Bichard Bassett !’ she cried. ‘ He knows how to wound 
and kill me. He has stolen our child.’ 

Sir Charles hurried out, and soon after that Beginald arrived, 
and stood, 4iwe-struck at her deplorable condition. 

Sir Charles camo hack heated and anxious, kissed Thiginald, 
told him in three words his brother was missing, aud tben in- 
formed Lady Bassett that he had learned something very extra- 
ordinary \ Bichard Bassett's little girl had also disappeared, and 
his people were out, looking after her. 

‘ Ah ! they are, together,* cried Lady Bassett. 

* Together ! a son of mine consorting with that vipcA s brood !’ 

‘ What does that poor child Ijnow ! Oh, find him for me, if 
you love that dear child’s mother T 

Sir Charles hurried out directly, but was met at the door by a 
servant, who blurted out : ‘ The men have dragged the fish- 
ponds, Sir Charles, and they ^yant to know if they shall drag 
the brook.* 

‘ Hold your tbngue, idiot 1’ cried Sir Charles, and thrust him 
out ; hut the wiseacre had not spoken in vain. Lady Bassett 
moaned, and Vent into worse hysterics, with nobody near her 
but Reginald. 

That worthy, never having seen a lady in hysterics, and not 
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being hardened at all points, uttered a' sympathetic howl, and 
flung his arms round hfir neck. ‘Oh I oh I oh 1 Don't cry;, 
mamma.' 

Lady Bassett shuddered at his touch, but did not repel him. 

‘ 111 find him for you,' said the boy, ‘ if you will leave off 
crying.' 

She stared in his face a moment, and then went on as before. 

‘ Mamma I’ said he, getting impatient, ‘ do listen to mo* I’ll 
find him easy enough, if you will only listen^' 

‘ You ! — you ]' and she stared wildly at him. 

‘ Ay, I know a sight more than the fools about here. I’m a 
poacher. Just you put mo on to his track. I'll soon run into 
him, if he is above ground.' 

‘ A child like you !’ cried Lady Bassett ; ‘ how can you do 
that V and she began to wring her hands again. 

‘ I'll show you,' said the boy, getting very impatient, ‘ if you 
will just leave off crying like a great baby, and come to any 
place you like where he has been to-day and left a mark.' 

‘ Ah !' cried Lady Bassett. 

‘ I'm a poacher !' repeated Keginald, quite proudly ; ‘ you for- 
got that.' 

‘ Come with me,’ cried Lady Bassett, starting up. 

She whipped on her bonnet, and ran with him down the 
lawn. 

‘ There, Beginald,’ said she, panting, ‘ I think my darling was 
hero this afternoon : yes, yes, he must ; for he had a key of the 
door, and it is open.’ 

‘ All right,' said Reginald, ‘ come into the field,’ 

He ran about, like a dog hunting, and soon found marks 
among the cowslips. 

‘ Somebody has ^been gathering a nosegay here to-day,' said 
he ; ‘ now, mamma, there's only^wo ways out of this field : let 
us go straight to that gate ; that is the likeliest.' 

Kear the gate was some clay, and Reginald showed her severe 
prints of small feet. 

‘ Look,' said he, ‘ here's the track of two — one’s a gal ; how I 
know, here’s a solo to this shoe no wider nor a knife, Come 
on !* 

In the next field he was hafflod for a long time ; but, at last, 
he found a place in a dead hedge, where they had gone though. 

‘ See,’ said he, ‘ these twigs are fresh broken, ahd here's a bit 
of the gal’s frock. Oh, won't she catch it !’ 
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‘ Oh, you brave, clever boy T cried Lady Bassett. 

‘ Come on !* shouted the urchin. * 

He hunted like a beagle, and saw like a bird, with his savage 
glittering eye. He was on fire with the ardour of the chase : 
and, not to dwell too long on what has been so often and so 
well Written by others, in about an hour and a half he brought 
the anxious, palpitating, but now hopeful mother, to the neigh- 
bourhood of Bassett’s wood. Here he trusted to his own 
instinct. 

‘ They have gone into the w’ood/ said he, ‘ and I don’t blame 
’em. I found my way here, long before his ago. I say, don’t 
you tell ; I’ve snared plenty of the governor’s hares in that 
wood.’ 

He got to the edge of the wood, and ran down the side. At 
last he found the marks of small feet on a low bank, and darting 
over it, discovered the fainter traces on some decaying leaves 
inside the wood. 

‘ There,’ said he ; ^ now it is just as if you had got them in 
your pocket, for they’ll never find their way out of this wood. 
l>le.ss your heart, why I used to get lost in it, jit first.’ 

* Lost in the wood I’ cried Lady Bassett, ‘ but he will die of 
fear, or be eaten by wild beasts; and it is getting so dark.’ 

‘What about that? Night or day is all one to mo. What 
will you give me, if I find him before midnight V 

‘ Anything I’ve got in the world.’ 

‘ Give me a sovereign V 

‘ A thousand !’ 

‘ Give me a kiss V 

‘ A hundred !’ 

‘ Then I’ll tell you what I’ll do — I don’t mind a little trouble, 
to stop your crying, mamma, because you are the right sort — 
I’ll get the village out, and we will tread the wood with torches 
an’ all for them as can’t see by night ; I can see all one , and 
you shall have your kid home to supper. You see there’s a 
heavy dew, and he is not like me that would rath6r sleep in this 
' wood than the best bed in London city ; a night in a wood 
v'ould about settle his hash. So here goes. I can run a mile 

iu six minutes aSffTBallT** 

* 

With thes4 words the strange boy was off like an arrow from 
a bow. 

Lady Bassett, exhausted by anxiety and excitement, was glad 
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to sit down ; her trembling heart would not let her leave the 
place that she now began to hope contained her child. She sat 
down and waited patiently. 

The sun set, the moon rose, the stars glittered ; the infinite 
leaves stood out dark and solid as if cut out.of black marble : 
all was dismal silence and dread suspense to the solitary watcher. 

Yet the lady of Huntercombe Hall sat on, sick at heart, but 
patient, beneath that solemn sky. 

Slio shuddered a little as the cold dews jjathered on her, for 
she was a woman nursed in Luxury’s lap : but she never moved. 

The silence was dismal. Had that wild boy forgotten his 
l)romise, or were there no parents in the village that their feet 
lagged so ? 

It was nearly ten o’clock when her keen ears, strained to the 
utmost, discovered a faint buzzing of voices, but where she could 
not tell. 

The sounds increased and increased, and then there was a 
temporary silence, and after that a faint halloing in the wood to 
her right. The wood was five hundred acres, and the bulk of 
it lay in front and to her left. 

The halloing got louder and louder, the whole wood seemed 
to echo ; her heart beat high ; lights glimmered nearer and 
nearer ; hares and rabbits pattered by and startled her, and 
pheasants thundered off their roosts with'^n incredible noise, 
owls flitted, and bats innumerable, disturbed and terrified by 
the glaring lights and loud-resoun^Sng hallos. 

I^earcr, nearer came the sounds, till at last a line of men and 
boys, full fifty, carrying torches and lanterns, came up and 
lighted up the dew-spangled leaves, and made the mother’s heart 
leap with joyful hope at succour so powerful. 

Ob, shS could, have kissed the stout village blacksmith, whose 
deep, sonorous lungs rang close, to her. Never had any man’s 
voice sounded to her so like a god’s, as this stout blacksmith’s 
*■ hilloop ! hilloop !’ tjlose and loud in her ear, and those at the 
end of the line halloed ‘hillo-op ! hillo-op T like an echo ; arid 
so they passed on, through bush, and briar, till their voices died 
away in the distance. 

A boy detached himself from the line, and ran to Lady 
Bassett with a travelling-rug. It was Reginald. 

‘ You put on this,’ said he. He shook it, and** standing on 
tiptoe, put it over her shoulders. 

‘ Thank you, dear,’ said she. * Where is papa P 



286 A TERkIBLE TEMPTATION. 

* Oh, he is in the line, and the Highmore swell and all* 
‘ Mr, Bichard Bassett *?’ 

^ Ay, his kid is out on the loose as well as ours/ 

* Oh, Eeginald, if they should quarrel I’ 

* Why our governor can lick him, can’t he ?’ 


• CHAPTEB XL. 

* Oh, don’t talk so. I wouldn’t for all the world they should 
quarrel’ 

‘ Well, we have got enough fellows to part them if they do.’ 

‘ Dear Eeginald, you have been so good to me, and you are so 
clever ; speak to some of the men, and let there be no more 
quarrelling between papa -and that man.* 

* All right,* said the boy. 

‘ On second thoughts, take me to papa ; I’ll be by his sidj, 
and then they cannot/ 

* You want to walk through the wood 1 that is a good joke. 
Why it is like walking through a river, and the young wood 
slapping your eyes, for you can’t see every twig by this light, and 
the leaves Sponging your face and shoulders; ani tho* briars 
would soon strip your gown into ribbons, and make* youj^^ little 
ankles bleed. Xo, you are a lady \ ySu stay where you af e, and 
let us men work it. We shan’t find him yet awhile. I must 
get near the governor. When we find my lord, I’ll give a whistle 
you could hear a mile off.’ 

‘ Oh, Eeginald, are you sure he is in the wood V 

* I’d bet my head to a chany orange. You might as well ask 
me, when I track a badges; to his hole, and no signs of his going 
out again, whether old long claws is there. Bwish I was as sure 
of never going back to school as I am of finding that little lot. 
The only thing I don’t like is the young muffs not giving us a 
hallo back.^ But, any way, I’ll find ’em, alive or deadi 

And, with this pleasing assurance, the little imp scudded off, 
leaving the mother glued to the spot with terror. 

For full an hour more the torches gleamed, though fainter 
and fainter, and so full* was the wood of echoes that the voices, 
though distant, seemed to hallo all round the agonised mother. 

But presently there was a continuous yell, quite different from 
the isolaited shouts, a distant hut unmistakable howl of victory, 
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that made a bolt of ice shoot down her back, and then her heart 
to glow like fire. • 

It was followed by a keen whistle. 

She fell on her knees, and thanked God for her boy. 

In the middle of this wood was a shallow excavation, an old 
chalk pit, unused for many years. It was never deep, and had 
been half filled up with dead leaves ; these once blown into the 
hollow or drooped from the trees had accumulated. 

The very middle of the line struck on this place, and Moss, 
thet)ld keeper, who was near the centre, had no sooner cast his • 
eyes into it than he halted, and uttered a stentorian hallo, well 
known to sportsmen — ‘ See— ho t 

’ A dead halt, a low murmur, and, in a very few seconds, the 
line was a circle, and all the torches that had not expired held 
high in a flaming ring over the prettiest little sight that wood 
had ever presented. • ^ 

The old keeper had not given tongue on conjecture, like some 
youthful hound ; in a little hollow of leaves, which the boy had 
scraped out, lay Master Compton and Miss Euperta, on their ; 
little backs, each with an arm round the other’s neck, enjoying j 
the sweet sound sleep of infancy, which neither the horror of ! 
their situation — Babes in the wood — nor the shouts of fifty people ^ 
had in the smallest degree disturbed ; to be sure they had under j 
gone groat fatigue. | 

Young Master wore a coronet of bluebells on his golden head ;j 
young Miss a wreath of cowslips on her ebon locks. The pairj 
were flowers, cherubs, children, everything that stands for young, : 
tender, and lovely. 

The honest villagers gaped and roared in chorus, and held \ 
high their torcHeef, and gazed with reverential delight. Not for I 
them was it to finger the littld gentlefolks, hut only to devour j 
them with admiring eyes. 

Indeed, the picture was carried home to many a humble 
hearth, and is spoken of to this day in Huntercombe village. 

But the pale and anxious fktbers were in no state to see 
pictures ; they only saw their children. Sir Charles and 
Eichard Bassett came round with th^ general rush, saw, and 
dashed' into the pit, • 

Strange to say, neither knew the other was there ; each seized 
his child and tore it away from the contact of the other child, 
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as if from a viper, in wliich natural but harsh act they saw each 
other for the first time, and their eyes gleamed in a moment 
with hate and defiance over their loving children. 

Here was a picture of a difierent kind ; and if the melancholy 
Jaques, or any other gentleman with a foible for thinking in a 
wood had been tTiero, methinka he had moralised very prettily 
on the hideousness of hate, and the beauty of the sentiment it 
had interrupted so fiercely. But it escaped this sort of comment 
for about eight years. Well, all this woke up the bairns ; the 
lights dazzled them, the people scared them. Each hid a little 
face on the paternal shoulder. 

The fathers, like wild beasts, each carrying off a lamb, with- 
drew, glaring at each other ; but the very next moment ‘the 
stronger and better sentiment prevailed, and they kissed and 
blessed their restored treasures, and forgot their enemies for a 
time. 

Sir Charles’s party followed him, and supped at Huntercombe, 
every man jack of them. 

licginald, who had delivered a terrific cat-call, now ran off to 
Lady Bassett. There she was, still on her knees. ‘ Found I 
found !’ ho shouted. 

She clasped him in her arms, and wept for joy. 

* My eyes !’ said he, ‘ what a one you are to cry I You come 
home \ you’ll catch your death o' cold ’ » 

‘No, no ; take me to my child at once/ 

‘ Can’t be done ; the governor has carried him off through 
the wood ; and I ain’t a-going to let you travel the wood. You 
come with me ; we’ll go the short cut, and be home as soon as 
them.' 

She complied, though trembling all over. 

On the way, he told her where the children had 'oeen dis- 
covered, and in what attitude. *' 

‘ Little darlings !’ said she. * But he has frightened his poor 
mother, and nearly broken her heart. Oh !’ 

‘ If you cry any more, mamma Shut up, I tell you.* 

*Mnstl^^OhV 

‘ Yes, or you’ll caMi.j)epp^** 

Then he pulled her along, gabbling all the time. ‘ Those two 
swells didn’t quarrel, after all, you see.* 

‘ Thank Heaven 1* 

‘ But they looked at each other like hobelixes, and pulled the 
kids away like pison. Ha I I say, the young uns ain't of the 
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same xoind as the old uns. I say, though, our Compton is not 
a bad sort ; I*m blowed if he hadn’t taken off his tippet, to put 
round his gal. I say, don’t you think that little chap has begun 
rather early 1 Why I didn’t trouble my head about the gals, 
till I was eleven years old.* ^ 

Lady Bassett was too much agitated to discuss these delicate 
little questions just then. 

She replied as irrelevantly as ever a lady did. ‘ Oh, you good, 
brave, clever boy !’ said she. • 

Then she stopped a moment, to kiss him heartily. ‘ I shall 
never forget this night, dear. I shall always make excuses for 
you. Oh, shall wo never get home !’ 

‘We shall be home as soon as they will/ said Reginald. 

‘ Come on.* 

He gabbled to her the whole way ; but the reader has probably 
had enough of his miU-cJack. 

Lady Bassett reached home, and had just ordered a large fire 
in Compton’s bedroom, when Sir Chark-s came in, bringing the 
boy. 

The lady ran out screaming, and went down on her knees, 
with her arms out, as only a mother can stetch them to her 
child. 

There was not a word of scolding that night. He had made 
her suffer ; but what of that 1 She had no egotism : she was a 
true mother. Her boy had been lost^ and was found, and she 
was the happiest soul in creation. 

But the fathers of these babes in the wood were both intensely 
mortified, and took measures to keep those little lovers apart in 
future. Richard Bassett locked up his gate ; Sir Charles pad- 
locked his ; and they both tol^ their wives they really must be 
more vigilant. 

The poor chifdi^n, being in disgrace, did not venture' to remon- 
strate; but they used often tolthink of each other, and took a 
liking to the British Sunday, for then they saw each other in 
church. 

By-and-by, even that consolation ceased. Ruperta was sent 
to school, and passed her holidays at the seaside. 

To return to Reginald. He was compelled to change iis 
clothes that evening, but was allowed to sit up, and when the 
heads of the house were a little calmer, became the hero of the 
night 
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Sir Charles^ parental pride, said, ^Itegi- 

nald, you hai^e begun a new life to-day,* and begun it well. Let 
us forget the past, and start fresh to-day) with the love and 
gratitude of both your parents/ 

The boy hung bis head, and said nothing in reply. 

Lady Bassett came to his assistance. ‘ He will, he will ! 
Don^t say a word about the past. He is a good, brave, beautiful 
boy, and I adore him.’ 

‘ And I like you,* mamma,’ said Eeginald graciously. 

From that day the boy had a champion in Lady Bassett, and 
heaven knows she had no sinecure. Poor Eeginald’s virtues 
were too eccentric to balance his faults for long together. His 
parents could not have a child lost dn a wood every day ; but 
good taste and propriety can be offended every hour, when one 
is so young, active, and savage as Master Eeginald. 

He was up at five, and doing wrong all day. 

Hours in the stables, learning to talk horsey and smell dung- 
hilly. 

Hours in the village — gossiping and romping, 

I Ipi good company^ an owl. 

I In bad or company, a cricket, a nightingale, a magpie. 

He was seen at a neighbouring fair, playing the fiddle in a 
•^Sbooth to dancing yokels, and receiving their pence. 

^ He was caught by Moss wiring bares in Bassett’s wood, within 
twenty yards of the place where he had found the babes in 
the wood so nobly, 

Eemonstrated with tenderly and solemnly, he informed Sir 
Charles that poaching was a thing he could not live without, 
and he modestly asked to have Bassett’s wood given him to 
poach in, offering, as a consideration, to keep all other poachers 
out ; as a greater inducement, he represented that he should not 
require a house, but only a coarse sheet to stfetch across an old 
sawpit, and a pair of blankets Jor winter use — one under, one 
over. 

Sir Charles was often sad, sometimes indignant^ 

Lady Bassett excused each enormity with pathetic ingenuity ; 
excused, but suffered, and, indeed, pined visibly, for all this 
time he was tormenting her as few women in her position have 
been tormented. Her life was a struggle of contesting emotions ; 
she was wounded, harassed, perplexed, and so miserable, she 
would baye welcomed death, that her Wband might read that 
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mannscript, and cease to suffer, and she escape the shame of 
confessing, and of living after it. 

In one word, she was expiating. 

Neither the excuses she made, nor the misery she suffered, 
escaped Sir 'Charles, • 

He said to her at last, * My own Bella, this unhappy boy is 
killing you. Dear as he is to me, you are dearer. I must send 
him away again.* 

‘ He saved our darling,’ said she, faintly;* but fifce could say 
no more. He had exhausted excuse. 

Sir Charles made inquiries everywhere, and at last his atten- 
tion was drawn to the following advertisement in the Times : 

TTNMAN AGE ABLE. Backward, or other BOYS, Carefully TBAINET) 
U and EDUCATED, by a married rector. Home comforts. Mode- 
rate terms. Address Dr. Beecher, Fenny more, Cambridgeshire. 

He wrote to this gentleman, and the correspondence was en- 
couraging. ‘ These scapegraces,* said the artist in tuition, ‘ are 
like Crabtrees — abominable till you graft them, and then they 
bear the best fruit,* 

While the letters were passing came a climax. Reckles# 
Eeginald could keep no hounds intact : his inward definition of 
a boundary was * a thing you should go a good way out of your* 
way rather than not overleap.* 

Accordingly, he was often on Highmore farm at night, and 
even in Highmore garden ; the boundary wall tempted him so. 

One light, hut windy night, when everybody that could put 
his head under cover, and keep it th§re, did, reckless Kegirikld 
was out enjoying the fresh breezes ; he mounted the boundary 
wall of Highmore like a cat, to see what amusement might offef. 
Thus perched, l^e speedily discovered a bright light in Highmore 
dining-room. ^ 

He dropped from the wall directly, and stole softly over the 
grass, and peered in at the window. 

He saw a table with a powerful lamp on it. On that table, 
and gleaming in that light, wei;^ several silver vessels of rare 
size and workmanship ; and Mr. Bassett, with his coat off and 
a green baize apron on, was cleaning one of these with brush and 
leather. He had already cleaned the cithers, for they glittered 
prodigiously. • 

Reginald’s black eye gloated and glittered at this unexpected 
display of wealth in so dazzling a form. 

19—2 
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But this was nothing to the revelation in eltore. When Mr, 
Bassett had done with that piece of plate, he went to the pan- 
elled wall and opened a door so nicely adapted to the panels 
that a stranger would hardly have discovered it. Yet it was an 
enormous door, and, being opened, revealed a still larger closet, 
lined with green velvet, and fitted with shelves from floor to 
ceiling. 

Here shone, in all their glory, the old plate of two good 
families — that is to say, half the old plate of the Bassetts, and 
all the old plate of the Goodwyns, from whom came Highmore to 
Eichard Bassett, through his mother, Euperta Goochvyn, so 
named after her grandmother; so named after her aunt; so 
named after her godmother ; so named after her father. Prince 
Eupert, cavalier, chemist, glass-blower, etc., etc. 

The wall seemed ablaze with suns and moons, for many of 
the chased goblets, plates, and dishes were silver-gilt ; none of 
your filmy electro-plate, but gold laid on thick by the old mer- 
curial process, in days when they that wrought in precious metals 
were honest — for want of knowing how to cheat. 

Glued to the pane, gloating on this constellation of gold suns 
and silver moons, and trembling with Bohemian excitement, 
reckless Eeginald heard not a stealthy step upon the grass behind 
him. 

He had trusted to a fact in optics, forgetting the doctrine of 
shadows. 

The Scotch servant saw from the pantry window the shadow 
of a cap projected on the grass, with a face and part of a body. 
She stepped out, and got upon the grass. 

Finding it was only a boy, she was brave as well as cunning, 
and, owing to the wind and his absorption, stole on him un- 
heard, and pinned him with her strong hands by both liis shoul- 
ders. ^ 

Young Hopeful uttered a screech of dismay, and administered 
a back-kick that made Jessie limp for two days, and scream very 
lustily for the present. 

Mr. Bassett, at this dialogup of yells, dropped a coffee-pot 
with a crash and a tinkle, and ran out directly and secured young 
Hopeful, who thereupon began to quake and remonstrate. 

‘ I was only taking d look,’ said he ; * where’s the harm of 
that 

^ You were trespassing, sir,’ said Eichard Bassett. 
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^What's the h^irm of that, governor 1 You can come over all 
our place, for what I care/ 

‘ Thank you. I prefer to keep to my own place/ 

* Well, I don’t. I say, old chap, don’t hit me. ’Twas I put 
’em all on the scent of your kid, you know.’ 

‘ So 1 have heard. Well, then, this makes*us qjuUs/ 

* Don’t it ? You ain’t such a bad sort after all.’ 

* Only mind, Mr. Eassett, if I catch you prying here again, 
that will be a fresh account, and I shall op^n it 'yv^ith a horse- s 
whip.’ 

He then gave him a little push, and the boy fled like the 
wind. When he was gone Richard Bassett became rather 
uneasy. He had hitherto concealed, even from his own family, 
the great wealth his humble home contained. His secret was 
now public. Reginald had no end of low companions. If 
burglars got scent of this it 'might be very awkward. At last 
he hit i:pon a defence. He got one of those hooks ending in a 
screw, which are used for pictures, and screwed it into the inside 
of the cupboard door near the top. To this he fastened a long 
piece of catgut, aud carried it through the floor. His bed was 
just above the cupboard door, and he attached tlie gut to a bell 
by his bedside. By this means nobody could open that cup- 
hoard without ringing in his ears. 

Jessie told Tom : Tom told Maria and Harriot ; Harriet and 
Maria told everybody; somebody told Sir Charles. He was 
deeply mortified. 

‘ You young idiot !’ said he, ‘ would nothing less than this 
serve your turn 1 Must you go and lower me and yourself by 
giving just offence to ray one oncftiy ^ the man I hate and 
despise, and who is alway on the watch to injure or affront me. 
Oh ! w4*o would be a hither I There, pack up your things ; 
you will go to *sc]iool next morning at eight o’clock.’ 

Mr. Reginald packed accorcfingly ; but that did not occupy 
long ; so he sallied forth, and, taking for granted that it was 
Richard Bassett who had been so moan as to tell, he purchased 
some paint and brashes, and a rope ; and languished until mid- 
night. But, when that magic hour came, he was brisk as a bee ; 
let himself down from his veranda, and stole to Richard Bassett’s 
front door, and inscribed thereon, in Ifvge and glaring letters— 


‘Jerry Snbak, Esq., 

Telltale TUI 
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He then retamed home, much calmed and comforted, climbed 
up his r^e, and into his room, and there slept sweetly, as one 
who haa (Hsoharged his duty to his neighbour and society in 
general 

In the morning, however, he was very active, hurried the 
[grooms, and was o% before the appointed time. 

Sir Charles came down to breakfast, and lo ! young Hopeful 
gone, without the awkward ceremony of leave-taking. 

Sir Charles found, as usual, many delicacies on his table, and 
amongst them, one rarer to him than ortolan, pin-tail, or wild 
turkey (in which last my soul delights), for he found a letter 
from Eichard Bassett, Esq. 

‘ Sib, — Some nights since we caught your successor, that is to he, 
at my dining-room window, p'ying into ray private affairs. Having 
the honour of our family at heart, I was about to administer a little 
wholesome correction, when he reminded me he had been instrumental 
in tracking Miss Bamtf, and thereby rescuing her; upon this, I 
was naturally mollified, and sent him about his business, hoping to 
have seen the last of him at Highmore. 

‘ This mornmg my door is covered with opprobrims epithets, and 
as Mr. Bassett bought paint and brushes at the shop yesterday 
afternoon, it is douhikss to him I am indebted for them. 

^ I make no comrnctiis ; I simply record the facts, and put tlmn 
down to your, credit, affd your son*s, 

‘ Tour obedient Servant, 

^Eichard Bassett.* 

Lady Bassett did not come down to breakfast that morning, 
so Sir Charles digested this dish in solitude. 

He was furious with Eeginald; but, as Eichard Bassett's 
remonstrance was intended to insult him, he wrote back as 
follows : — * 

* Sir,*—/ am deeply grieved that a son of mine should descend to 
look in at your windows, or to write anything whatever upon your 
door; and I will take care it shall never recur. 

‘ Yom^s obediently, 

* Charles Dyke Bassett.* 

Ihis little correspondence was salutary ; it fanned the coals of 
hatml between the couaina. 
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Sacklesa Beaiuald soon found he had caught a taitar in his 
new master, • 

That gentleman punished him severely for every breach of 
discipline. The study was a cool dark room, with one window 
looking north, and that window barred. Here he locked up the 
erratic youth for hours at a time, upon the slightest escapade, 

Eeginald wrote a honeyed letter to Sir Charles bewailing his 
lot, and praying to be removed. 

Sir Charles replied sternly, and sent him a jjopyof Mr* 
Eichard Bassett’s letter. He wrote to Mr. Beecher at the same 
time, expressing his full approval. 

Thus disciplined, the boy began to change. He became 
moody, sullen, silent, and even sleepy — ^this was the less wonder- 
ful, that be generally escaped at night to a gipsy camp and 
courted a gipsy girl, who was nearly as handsome as himself, 
besides being older, and far more knowing. 

His tongue went like a mill, and the whole tribe soon knew 
all about him and his parents. 

^ One morning the servants got up supernaturally early to 
wash. Mr. Eeginald was detected stealing back to his roost, 
and reported to the master. # 

Mr. Beecher had him up directly, locked him into the study 
alone; put the other students into the drawing-room; and 
erected bars to his bedroom window. 

A* few days of this and he pined like a bird in a cage. 

A few more, and his gipsy girl came fortune-telling to the 
servants, and wormed out the truth. 

Then she came at night under his window, and made him a 
signal. He told her his hard case, and told her also a resolution 
he had come to. She informed the tribe. The tribe con- 
sulted. * A keen saw was flung up to him ; in two nights he was 
through, the bars*^ the third he was free, and joined his sable 
friends. * 

They struck their tents, and decamped with horses, asses, tents, 
and baggage, and were many miles away by daybreak, without 
troubling turnpikes. 

The boy left not a line behind him, and Mr. Beecher half 
hoped he might come back ; still he sent to the nearest station, 
and telegraphed to Huntercombe. « 

Sir Charles mounted a fleet horse, and rode off at once into 
Cpibridgeshire. He set inquiries on foot, and learned that the 
boy had been seen consorting with a tribe of gipsies. He heard, 
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also, that these were rather high gipsies, many of them foreigners ; 
and that they dealt in horses, and had a farrier ; and that one 
or two of the girls were handsome, and also singers. 

Sir Charles telegraphed for detectives from I^ndon ; wrote to 
the mayors of towns; advertised, with full description and 
large reward, and bought such pressure to bear upon the Egyp- 
tians, that the band began to fear ; they consulted, and took 
measures for thoir own security ; none too soon, for they being 
encamped on Grey’s- Common, in Oxfordshire, Sir Charles and 
the rural police rode into the camp, and demanded young Hope- 
ful. 

They were equal to the occasion : at first they knew nothing 
of the matter, and, with injured innocence, invited a full inspec- 
tion. 

The invitation was accepted. 

Then, all of a sudden, one of the women afTocfced to be struck 
with an idea. ‘ It is the young gentleman who wanted to join 
us in Cambridgeshire.’ 

Then all their throats opened at once. ‘Yes, gentleman, 
there was a lovely young gentleman wanted to come with us; 
but we would®t have him. What could we do with him V 

Sir Charles left them under surveillance, and continued bis 
researches, telegraphing Lady Bassett twice every day. 

A dark stranger came into Huntercombe village, no longer 
young, but still a striking figure : had once, no doubt, been 
superlatively handsome. Even now, his long hair was black, and 
his eye could glitter: but his life had impregnated his noble features 
with hardness and meanness ; his large black eye was restless, 
keen, and servile : an excellent figure for a painter though ; born 
in Spain he was not afraid of colour, had a red cap on his snaky 
black hair, and a striped waistcoat. 

He inquired for Mr, Meyrick’s* farm. 

He soon found his way thither, and asked for Mrs. Meyrick. 

The female servant, who opened the door, ran her eye up and 
down him,, and said brusquely, ‘What do you want with her, 
my man, because she is busy.’ ‘ 

‘ Oh, she will see me, Miss.’ 

Softened by the ‘Mias,’ the girl laughed, and said, ‘What 
makes you think that, my man V 

‘ Give her this, Miss,’ said the gipsy, ‘and she will come to 
mo.’ 
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He held her out a dirty crumpled piece of paper. 

Sally, whose hands '\^re wet f^om the tub, whipped her hand 
under the corner of her chequered apron, and so took the note 
with a finger and thumb operating through the linen. By this 
means sha avoided two evils, her fingers did not wet the letter, 
and the letter did not dirty her fingers. 

She took it into the kitchen to her mistress, whose arms were 
deep in a wash-tub. 

Mrs. Meyrick had played the fine lady At first starting, and 
for six months would not put her hand to anything. But those 
twin cajolers of the female heart, Dignity and Lasiness, made 
her so utterly wretched that she returned to her old habits of 
work, only she combined with it the sweets of domination, 

Sally came in, and said, ‘ It*s an old gipsy, which he have 
brought you this.’ 

Mrs. Meyrick instantly wiped the soap-suds from her brown 
but shapely arms, and, whipping a wet hand under her apron, 
took the note just as Sally had. It contained these words 
only : 

‘ Nubse, — The old Romanee wUl tell you all ahi$Lt me, 

‘ Begin ALD.’ 

She had no sooner read it, than she took her sleeves down, 
and whipped her shawl off a peg, and put it on, and took off her 
apron — and all for an old gipsy. No stranger must take her for 
anything but a lady. 

Thus embellished in a turn of the hand, she went hastily to 
the door. . * 

She and the gipsy both started at sight of each other, and Mri 
Moyrii5k screamed. 

‘ Whjr what* bf ings you here, old man V said she, panting. 

The gipsy answered with oify sweetness : 

‘ The little gentleman sent me, my dear. Why you look like 
a queen.’ 

‘ Hush r said Mrs. Meyrick. ‘ Come in here.’ 

She made the old gipsy %it down, and she sat close to 
him. 

‘ Speak low, Daddy,’ said she, * and^tell me all about my boy, 
my beautiful boy.' ^ 

The old gipsy told Mrs. Meyrick the wrongs of Eeginald that 
had driven him to this ; and she fell to crying and lamenting, 
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and InTeigbing against all concerned, schoolmaster, Sir Charles, 
Lady Bassett, and the gipsies. Them 4he old man defended, 
and assured her the young gentleman was in good hands, and 
would be made a little King of, all the more that Keturah had 
told them there was gipsy blood in him. 

Mrs. Meyrick resented this loudly ; and then returned to her 

gri^. 

When she had indulged that grief for a long time, she felt a 
natural desire to quarrel with somebody, and she actually put on 
her bonnet, and was going to the Hall to give Lady Bassett a bit 
of her mind, for she said that lady had never shown the feelings of 
a woman for the lamb. 

But she thought better of it, and postponed the visit. ' I 
shall be sure to say something I shall be sorry for after,* ** said 
she : so she sat down again, and returned to her grief. 

Nor could she ever shake it off as thoroughly as she had done 
any other trouble in her life. 

Months after this, she said to Sally, with a burst of tears, * I 
never nursed but one, and X shall never nurse another ; and now 
he is across the seas.* 

She kept thciold gipsy at the farm ; or, to speak more correctly, 
she made the farm his head-quarters. She assigned him the only 
bedroom ho would accept, viz., a cattle-shed, open on one side., 
She used often to have him into her room, when she was alone ; 
she gave him some of her husband's clothes, and made him wear 
a decent hat ; by these means she effaced, in some degree, liis 
nationality, and then she compelled her servants to call him 
* Tile Foreign Gent.* 

The foreign gent was very apt to disappear in fine weather, 
but rain soon drove him back to her fireside, and hunger to her 
flesh-pots. 

On the very day the foreign gent came to MeyricTk's farm, Lady 
Bassett had a letter by post from Eeginald. 

* Dear Mamma,—/ <m gone with the gijpms^ across the water, 
I am sorry to leave you. You are tjie right sort : hut they tormented 
rm 50, with their hooks^ and their dark rooms. It is very unfor- 
tv/nate to he a hoy, fFhen I am a man I shall he too old to he tor- 
mented^ and then I will come hack, 

** * Your dudiful Son, 

^Begimald.’ 
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Lady BasseU telegraphed Sir Charles, and he returned to 
Huntercombe, looking c^, sad and worn. 

Lady Bassett set herself to comfort and cheer him, and this 
was her gentle of^ce for many a long month. 

She was the more fit for it, that her own health and spirits 
revived the moment Eeginald left the countfy with his friends 
the gipsies ; the c(dour crept back to her cheek, her spirits re- 
vived, and slie looked as handsome, and almost as young, as 
when she married. She tasted tranquillity. Year after year 
went by, without any news of Eeginald, and the hope grew that 
he would never cross her threshold again, and Compton be Sir 
Charles’s heir, without any more trouble. 


CHAPTEE XLL 

Our story now makes a bold skip. Compton Bassett was four- 
teen years old, a youth highly cultivated in mind and trained in 
body, but not very tall, and rather efieminate looking, because he 
was so lair and his skin so white. ^ 

Eor all that he was one of the bowlers in the Wolcombe eleven, 
whoso cricket-ground was the very meadow in which he had erst 
gathered cowslips with Euperta Bassett ; and he had a canoe, 
which he carried to adjacent streams, however narrow, and 
paddled it with singular skill and vigour. A neighbouring 
miller, sullering under drought, was heard to say, * There ain’t 
water enough to float a duck ; nought can swim but the dab- 
chicks and Muster Bassett.’ 

He was also a pedestrian, and got his father to take long 
walks with hipi, and leave the horses to eat their oats in 
peace. • ^ * 

In these walks young master botanised and geolc^sed his 
own father, and Sir Charles gave him a little politics, history, 
and English poetry in return. He had a tutor fresh from Ox;ford 
for the classics. 

One day, returning with his father from a walk, they met a 
young lady walking towards them from the village ; she was tall, 
and a superb brunette. • 

How it was rather a rare thing to see a lady walking through' 
that village, so both Sir Charles and hiS son l^ked keenly at her 
as she came towards them. 
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Compton turned crimson, and raised his hat to her rather 
awkwardly. • 

Sir Charles, who did not'know the lady from Eve, saluted her 
nevertheless, and with infinite grace , for Sir Charles, in his 
youth, had lived with some of the ilite of French society, and 
those gentlemen bow to the person whom their companion bows 
to. Sir Charles had imported this excellent trait of politeness, 
and always practised it, though not the custom in England, the 
more the pity. r 

As soon as the young lady had passed, and was out of hearing, 
Sir Charles said to Compton, ‘ Who is that lovely girl ? Why, 
how the boy is blushing T 

‘ Oh, papa !’ 

* Well, what is the matter V 

‘Don’t you see? It is herself come back from school.* 

‘ I have no doubt it is herself, and not her sister ; but who is 
herself V 

‘ Euperta. Bassett.* 

‘Eichard Bassett’s daughter! impossible I That young lady 
looks seventeen or eighteen years of age.* 

‘ Yos, but it is Euperta. There’s nobody like her. Papa !’ 

‘Weill’ 

‘ I suppose I may speak to her now V 

* What for V 

‘ She is so beautiful* 

‘ That she really is. And therefore I advise you to have 
nothing to say to her. You are not children now, you know. 
Were you to renew that intimacy, you might be tempted to fall 
in love with her. I don’t say you would be so mad, for you 
are a sensible boy ; but still, after that little business in the 
wood * 

‘ But suppose I did fall in love with her V «• 

‘ Then that * would be a great* misfortune. Don’t you know 
that her father is my enemy ? If you were to make any advances 
to that young lady, he would seize the opportunity to affront 
you, and me through you.’ 

This silenced Compton, for he^^was an obedient youth. 

But in the evening he got to his mother, and coaxed her to 
take his part. « 

Now Lady Bassett felt the truth of all hef husband had said ; 
but she had a positive wish the young people should be on 
friendly terms at all events ; she wanted the family feud to die 
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-with the generation it had afflicted. She promised therefore to 
speak to Sir Charles ; sthd so great was her influence that she 
actually obtained terms for Compton : he might speak to Miss 
Bassett if he would realise the whole situation, and he very dis- 
creet, and not revive that absurd familiarly into which their 
childhood had been betrayed. 

She communicated this to him, and warned him at the same 
time that even this concession had been granted somewhat 
reluctantly, and in consideration of his invariable good conduct; 
it would be immediately withdrawn upon the slightest indis- 
cretion. 

‘ Oh, I will be discretion itself !’ said Compton ; but the 
warmth with whicli he kissed his mother gave her some doubts. 
However, she was prepared to risk something. She had her 
own views in this matter. 

When he had got this limited permission, Master Compton 
was not much nearer the mark ; for he was not to call on the 
young lady, and she did not often walk in the village. 

But he often thought of her — her loving, sprightly ways seven 
years ago, and the blaze of beauty with which she had returned. 

At last, one Sunday afternoon, she came to church alone. 
When the congregation dispersed, he followed her, and came up 
with her, but his heart beat violently. 

‘ Miss Bassett !’ said he, timidly. 

She stopped and turned her eyes on him ; he blushed up to 
tho temples. She blushed too, but not quite so much. 

‘ I am afraid you don't remember me V said the boy, sadly. 

‘ Yes I do, sir,' said Euperta, shyly. 

‘ How you are grown T 

‘ Yes, sir.' 

‘ You are taller than I am — and more beautiful than ever.* 

.No answer, bift a blush. 

‘ You are not angry with m 6 for speaking to you V 

‘ No, sir,’ 

* I w^ouldn’t offend you.’ 

‘ I am not offended. Only ’ 

' Oh, Miss Bassett, of course I know you will never be — we 
shall never be — like we used !’ 

A very deep blush, and dead silenccw 

^ You are a grown-up young lady, and I am only a boy still, 
somehow. But it would have boon hard if I might not even 
speak to you. Would it not 1 * 
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< Yes/ said the yoimg lady^ but after some besitation and only 
in a whisper. i * 

‘ I wonder where you walk to, I have never seen you out 
but once.* 

No reply to thi§ little feeler. 

Then at last Compton discouraged, partly by her beauty 
and size, partly by her taciturnity. 

Ho was silent in return ; and so, in a state of mutual restraint, 
they reached the gate of Highmore. 

^Good-bye,**said Compton, reluctantly, 

‘ Good-bye.’ 

* Won’t you shake hands 1* 

She blushed, and put out her hand half-way. He took it, 
and shook it, and so they parted. 

Compton said to his mother, disconsolately, ^ Mamma, it is 
all over. I have seen her, and spoken to her, but she has gone 
off dreadfully.’ 

‘^Why, what is the matter ?’ 

‘ She is all changed. She is so stupid and dignified got to be. 
She has not a word to say to a fellow.’ 

‘ Perhaps she is more reserved ; that is natural. She is a 
young lady now.’ 

‘ Then it is a great pity she did not stay as she was. Oh, 
the bright little darling ! Who’d think she could ever turn 
into a great, stupid, dignified thing? She is as tall as you, 
mamma.’ 

‘ Indeed 1 She has made use of her time. Well, dear, don’t 
taKe too much notice of he^:, and then you will find she will not 
be nearly so shy.’ 

‘Too much notice? I shall never speak to her again — 
perhapa’ 

‘ I would not be violent, one, way or the ’other. Why not 
treat her like any other acquaintance ?’ 

Next Sunday afternoon she came to churcli alone. 

In spite of his resolution Mr. Compton tried her a second 
time. Horror ! she was all mon^osyllables and blushes again. 

Compton began to find it too' uphill. At last, when they 
reached Highmore gate, he lost his patience," and said, ‘ I see 
bow it is. I have lost my sweet playmate fpr ever. Good-bye, 
Euperta ; I won’t trouble you any more.’ And he held out his 
hand to the young lady for a final farewell. 

Baperta whipped ^th her hands behind her hack like a 
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school-girl, and then, recovering her dignity, cast one ewifb 
glance of gentle reproach, then suddenly assuming vast state-' 
liness, marched into Highmore like the mother of a family. 
These three changes of manner she effected all in less than two 
seconds. 

Poor Compton went away sorely ptizded Ky this female 
kaleidos^.pfj,^ut not a little alarmed and conc^rSeTaTEav^^ 
naortally offended so much feminine dignity. 

After that he did not venture to accost her for ao^e time, hut 
he cast a few sheegVeyes at her in church. 

Now Ruperta nkd told her mother all; and her mother had 
not forbidden her to speak to Compton, but had insisted on 
reserve and discretion. 

She now told her mother she thought he would not speak to 
her any more, she had snubbed him so. 

‘ Dear me !' said Mrs. Bassett, ‘ why did you do that ? Can 
you not be polite, and nothing more V 

‘No, mamma. ^ 

‘Why not ? He is very amiable. Everybody says so.' 

‘ He is. But I keep remembering what a forward girl I was, 
and I am afraid he has not forgotten it either, and that makes 
me hate the poor little fellow ; no, not hate him, but keep him 
off. I daresay he thinks me a cross ill-tempered thing ; and I 
am very unkind to him, but I can*t help it.' 

‘Never mind,' said Mrs. Bassett; ‘that is much better than 
to be too forward. Papa would never forgive that.' 

By-and-by there was a cricket-match in the farmer's meadow, 
Highcombe and Huntercombe eleven against the town of Stave- 
lei gb, All clubs liked to play at Huntercombe, bec^se Sir 
Charles found the tents and the dinner, and the young farmers 
drank Kls champagne to their hearts’ content. 

Ruperta took her maid, and went to see the match. They 
found it going against Huntercoinbe. The score as follows : 

Staveleigh. Pirst innings, a hundred and forty-eight runs. 

Huntercombe eighty-eight.? 

Staveleigh. Second innings, sixty runs, and only one wicket 
down ; and Johnson and Wright, two of their best men, well in, 
and masters of the howling. 

This being communicated to Euperta,*sho became excited, ’Und 
her soul was in the game. » 

The batters went on knocking the balls about, and scored 
thirteen more, before the young lady's eyes. 
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* Ot, dear !* said she, ‘ what is that boy about ? Why doesn^t 
be bowl ? They pretend he is a capital bowler/ • 

At this time Compton was standing long-field on, only farther 
from the wicket than usual. 

Johnson at the j^ricket bowled to being a hard but not very 
scientific hitter, lifted a half-volley ball right over the bowler’s 
head, a hit for four, but a sky- scraper . Compton started the 
moment he hit, and, running wiit prodigious velocity, caught 
the ball descending,* within a few yards of Euperta ; but, to get 
at it, he was obliged to throw himself forward in the air ; lie 
rolled upon the grass, but held the ball in sight all the while. 

Mr. Johnson was out, and loud acclamations rent the sky. 

Compton rose, and saw Euperta clapping her hands clowso by. 

She left off and blushed, directly he saw her. He blushed 
too, and touched his cap to her, with an air half manly, half 
sheepish ; but did not speak to her. 

This was the last ball of the over, and, as the ball was now to 
be delivered from the other wicket, Compton took the place of 
long-leg. 

''The third ball was ovcrpitched to leg, and Wright, who, like 
most country players, hit freely to leg, turned half, and caught 
this ball exactly right, and sent it whizzing for five. 

But the very force of the stroke was fatal to him ; the hall 
went at first bound right into Compton’s hands, who insteuitly 
flung it hack, like a catapult, at Wright’s wicket. 

Wright, having hit for five, and being unable to see what had 
become of the hall, started to run, as a matter of course. 

But the other batsman, seeing the ball go into long-leg’s hands 
like a bullet, cried ‘ Back 1’ 

Wright turned, and would have got back to his wicket if the 
ball bad required handling by the wicket-keqiper ; but, by a 
mixture of skill with luck, it came right at the wicket. Seeing 
which, the wicket-keeper very judiciously let it alone, and it 
carried oil' the bails just half a second before Mr. Wright grounded 
his hat. 

‘ How’s that, umpire V cried Jhe wicket-keepOT. 

‘ Out !’ said the Staveleigh umpire, who judged at that end. 

Up went the ball into the air, amidst great excitement of the 
natives. ** 

Euperta, carried away by the general enthusiasm, nodded all 
sparkling to Compton, and that made his heart beat, and his 
soul aspire. So next over he claimed his rights, and took the 
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ball Luck still befriended him ; he bowled four wickets in 
twelve overs ; the wicketkeeper stumped a fifth ; the rest were 
the * tail/ and disposed of for a few runs, and the total was no 
more than Huntercombe's first innings. 

Our hero then took the bat, and made forty-seven runs before 
he was disposed of, five wickets down for a* hundred and ten 
runs. The match was not won yet, nor sure to be : but the 
situation was reversed. 

On going out he was loudly applauded ; and Euperta naturally# 
felt proud of her admirer. 

Eeing now free, he came to her irresolutely with some iced 
champagne. 

Euperta declined, with thanks ; but he looked so imploringly 
that she sipped a little, and said, warmly, ‘ I hope we shall win ; 
and if we do, I know whom we shall have to thank.* 

* And so do I ; you, ]\liss Bassett.’ 

‘Me ? Why, what have I done in the matter?* 

‘ You hrouglit us luck, for one thing. You put us on our 
mettle. Staveleigh shall never heat m(\ with you looking on.* 
Euperta blushed a little, for the boy’s eyes beamed with 
fire. 

‘ If I believed that,* said she, ‘ I should hire myself out at the 
next match, and charge twelve pairs of gloves.* 

‘ You may believe it, then ; ask anybody whether our luck did 
not change the moment you came.* 

‘Then I am afraid it will go now, for I am going.' 

‘You wdll lose us the match if you do,* said Compton, 

‘ I can’t help it : now you are out it is rather insipid. There, 
you see T can pay compliments as well*as you.* 

Then she made a graceful inclination and moved away. 
Compton felt his heart ache at parting. He took a thought 
and ran quickly *to*a certain part of the field. 

Euperta and her attendant walked very slowly homeward. 
Compton caught them just at their own gate. ‘ Cousin I* 
said he imploringly, and held her out a nosegay of cowslips 
only. 

,At that the memories rushed back on her, and the girl seemed 
literally to melt. She gave him one look full of womanly sensi- 
bility and winning tenderness, and sa4d softlj^ ‘Thank you, 
cousin.* • , 

Compton went away on wings ; the ice was broken. 

But the next time he met her it had frozen again, apparently. 

20 
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To be sure, she was alone ; and youikg ladies will be bolder 
when they have another person of their own sex with tiiem. 

Mr. Angelo called on Sir Charles Bassett to complain of a 
serious grievance, ^ 

Mr. Angelo had become zealous and eloquent ; but what are 
eloquence and zeal against sex? A handsome woman had 
preached for ton minutes upon a little mound outside the village, 
and had announced she should say a few parting words next 
Sunday evening at six o’clock. 

Mr. Angelo complained of this to I^dy Bassett. 

Lady Bassett^ referred him to Sir Charles. 

Mr. Angelo asked that magistrate to enforce the law against 
conventicles. 

Sir Charles said he thought the Act did not apply. 

‘ Well, but/ said Angelo, ‘ it is on your ground she is going 
to preach.' • 

* I am the proprietor, hut the tenant is the owner in law. He 
could warn me off his ground ; I have no power.' 

‘ I fear you have no inclination,' said Angelo, nettled. 

^Not much, to tell the truth,' replied Sir Charles coolly. 
*Does it matter so very much who sows the good seed, or 
whether it is flung abroad fcom a pulpit or a grassy knoll V 

‘That is begging the question, Sir Charles. Why assume 
that it is good seed ? It is more likely to be tares than wheat 
in this case,' 

‘ And is not that begging the question ? Well, I will make it 
my business to know ; and if she preaches Sedition, or Heresy, 
or bad morals, I will strain my power a little to silence her. 
More than that I really cannot promise you. The day is gone 
by for intolerance.' 

‘ Intolerance is a bad thing, but the absen«;d of all conviction 
is worse, and that is what we ai-e coming to.' 

‘ Not quite that ; but the nation has tasted liberty, and now 
every man assumes to do what is right in his own eyes.' 

‘ That means what is wrong in his neighbours’.’ 

Sir Charles thought this neat, and laughed good-humouredly ; 
be asked the rector to dine on Sunday at half past seven. ‘ I 
shall know more about at by that time,' said he. 

They dined early on Sunday at Highmore, and Ruperta took 
her maid for a walk in the afternoon, and came back in' time to 
bear the female nreacher. 
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Half the village was there already, and presently the preacher 
walked to her station. « 

To Ruperta’s surprise, she was a lady richly dressed, tall, and 
handsome, hut with features rather too commanding. She had 
a glove on her left hand, and a little Bible in her right hand, 
which was large, but white, and finely formdd. 

She delivered a short prayer and opened her text : 

‘ Walk honestly ; not in strife and envying.' 

Just as the text was given out, Riiperta'j maid pinched her, 
and the young lady, looking up, saw her father coming to see 
what was the matter. Maid was for hiding ; hut Euperta made 
a wry face, blushed, and stood her ground. How can he scold 
me, when he comes himself?' she whispered. 

During the sermon — of which, short as it was, I can only 
afford to give the outline — in crept Compton Bassett, and got 
within three or four of Ruperta. 

Finally, Sir Charles Bassett came up, in accordance with his 
promise to Angelo. 

The perfect preacher deals in generalities, hut strikes them 
home with a few personalities. 

Most clerical proachei’s deal only in generalities ; and that is 
ineffective, especially to uncultivated minds. 

Mrs. Marsh, as might be expec|cd from her sex, went a little 
too much the other way. 

After a few sensible words, pointing out the misery in houses 
and the harm done to the soul by a quarrelsome spirit, she 
lamented there was too much of it in Huntercombe. With this 
opening she went into personalities ; reminded them of the fight 
between two farm-servants last week, one of whom was laid up 
at that moment in consequence. ‘ And,' said she, ‘ even when it 
does not come to fighting, it poisons your lives and offends your 
Redeemer.' * 

Then she went into the causes, and she said Drunkenness and 
Detraction were the chief causes of strife and contention. 

She dealt briefly, but dramatically, with Drunkenness, and 
then lashed Detraction, as follows : 

‘ Every class has its vices, aftd Detraction is the vice of the 
poor. You are ever so much vainer than your betters ; you are 
eaten up with vanity, and never givq your neighbour a ^good 
word. • I have befin in thirty houses, and in nqf one of those 
houses has any poor man or poor woman spoken one honest word 
in praise .of a neighbour. So do not flatter yourselves this is a 

20—2 
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Christian village, for it is not. The only excuse to be ma^e for 
you — and I fear it is not one that God «will accept on His judg- 
ment-day — is that your betters set yon a bad example instead of 
a good one The two principal people in this village are kins- 
folk, yet enemies, and have been enemies for twenty years 
That’s a nice exam‘ple for two Christian gentlemen to set to poor 
people, who, they may be sure, will copy theii sins, if they copy 
nothing else 

‘ They go to church regularly, and believe in the Bible, and 
yet they defy both church and Bible. 

*i?ow I should like to ask those gentlemen a question How 
do they mean to manage in heaven ? When the baronet comes 
to that happy place, wdiere all is love, will the squire walk out ? 
Or do they think to quarrel there, and so get turned out, both 
of them ? I don’t ^vonder at your smiling , but it is a serious 
consideration, for all that. The soul of man is immoi tal ; and 
what is the soul ? it is not a substantial thing like the body : it 
is a bundle of thoughts and feelings . the thoughts wo die with 
in this world, we shall w’ake up w'ith them in the next. Yet 
here are two Christians loading their ini mortal souls with 
immortal hate. What a waste of feeling, if it must all be flung 
off together with the body, lest it drag the souls of both down 
to bottomless perdition. 

‘ And what do they gain in this world ? Irritation, ilJ-health, 
and misery. It is a fact, that no man ever reached a great old 
age who hated his neighbour, still less a good old age , for if 
men would look honestly into their own hearts, they would own 
that to hate is to be miseiable. 

1 believe no men commit a sin for many years without some 
special warnings, and to neglect these is one sin more added to 
their account. Such a warning, or rather, I should say, such a 
pleading of Pivine love, those two gentlemenjiave had. TIo you 
remember, about eight years ag^, two children were lost on one 
day, out of different houses in this village?’ (A murmur from 
the crowd.) 

* Perhaps some of you here present were instrumental, under 
God, in finding that pretty paia?* (A louder murmur.) 

^ Oh, don’t be afraid to answer me. Preaching is only a way 
of speaking ; and I’m only a woman that is speaking to you for 
your good. Tell me — we are not in church, tied up b^ strait- 
laced rules to keep men and women from getting within arm’s 
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length of one another’s souls — tell me, who saw those two lost 
children V 

' I ! I ! 14 I ! I roared several voices in reply. 

' Is it true, as a good woman tells me, that the innocent darlings 
had each an arm round the other’s neck V 
•Ay f 

* And little coronets of flowers to match their hair V (That 
was the girl's doing.) * 

‘Ay I' 

‘ And the little boy had played the man, and taken ofiF his 
tippet to put round the little lady V 

‘ Ay !* with a hurst of enthusiasm from the assembled 
rustics. 

‘ I think I see them myself ; and the torches lighting up the 
dewy leaves overhead, and that divine picture of innocent love. 
Well, wliich was the prettiest sight, and the Attest for Heaven — 
the hatred of the parents, or the afiection of the children ? 

' And now mark what a wea})on hatred is in the Devil's hands. 
There are only two people in this parish on whom that sight 
was wasted • and those two, being gentlemen and men of educa* 
tion, would have been more affected by it than humble folk, if 
Hell had not been in their hearts ; for Hate comes from Hell, 
and takes men down to the place it comes from 

‘ Do you, then, shun, in that one thing, the example of your 
betters ; and I hope those children will shun it to A father is 
to be treated with great veneration, but above all is our Heavenly 
bather and His law , and that law% what is it! — what has it been 
this eighteen hundred years and mor^? — why, Love. 

•Would you be happy in this world, and fit your souls to 
dwell tiereafter even in the meanest of the many mansions pre- 
pared above, yoxim must^ above all things, be charitable. You 
must not run your neighbour dnwn behind his back, or God will 
bate you : you must not wound ' him to his face, or God will 
hate you. You must overlook a fault or two, and see a man's 
bright side, and then God will love you. If you won’t do that 
much for your neighbour, why, •in Heaven’s name, should God 
overlook a multitude of sins in you 1 

‘ Nothing goes to heaven surer than ^Charity, and nothing is , 
so fit to sit in Heaten. St. Paul had many things to be proud 
of, and to praise in himself, things that the world is more apt to 
admire tl^an Christian charity, the sweetest, but humblest of all 
the Christian graces : St. Paul, I say, was a bulwark of learoingf 
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an anchor of faith, a rock of constancy, a thunder-bolt of zeal : 
yet see how he bestows the palm : 

* “ Knowledge puffeth up, but charity edifieth,|i Though I 
epeak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not 
chanty, I am becoine as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbaL 
And, though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all 
mysteries, and all knowledge ; and though I have all faith, so 
that I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am 
nothing. And though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, 
and though I give my body to be burned, and have not charity, 
it profiiteth me nothing. Charity suffereth long and is kind ; 
charity envieth not ; charity vaunteth not itself*, is not puffed 
up, doth not behave itself unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not 
easily provoked, thinketh no evil ; rejoiceth not in iniquity, but 
rejoiceth in the truth ; beareth all tilings, believeth all things, 
hopeth all things, endureth all things. Charity never faileth : 
but prophecies — they shall fail; tongues — tliey shall cease; 
knowledge — it shall vanish away. And now abide th Faith, 
Hope, and Charity, these three, but the greatest of these is 
Charity.” ’ 

The fair orator delivered these words with such fire, such feel- 
ing, such trumpet-toned and heart-felt eloquence, that for the 
first time, those immortal words sounded in these village cars 
true oracles of God. 

Then, without pause, she went on : * So let us lift our hearts 
in earnest prayer to God, that, in thi^ world of thorns, and 
tempers, and trials, and tioubles, and cares, He "will give us the 
best cure for all — the grdat sweetener of this mortal life, the 
sure forerunner of heaven — His most excellent gift of charity.’ 
Then, in one generous burst, she prayed for love divifie, and 
there was many a sigh, and many a tear, and^ al the close, an 
‘ Amen ’ — such as, alas I we shall* never, I fear, hear — burst from 
a hundred bosoms, where men repeat beautiful, but stale words, 
and call it prayer. 

The preacher retired, but the people still lingered spell-bound, 
and then arose that buzz which ^hows that the words have gone 
home. 

As for Hichard Bassett he had turned on his heel, indignant^ 
as soon as the preacher’s admonitions came hil^ way. 

Sir Charles Bassett stood his ground rather longer, being 
steeled by Jhe conviction that the quanel was none of . his seek- 
ing. Moreover, he was not aware what a good Mend this 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 3n 

Teaman had been to him^ nor Tehat a good wife she had been to 
Marsh this seventeen years. His mind, therefore, made a clear 
leap from Ehoda Somerset, the vixen of Hyde Park and May- 
fair, to this preacher, and he could not help smiling j than which 
a worse frame for receiving unpalatable truths can hardly* be 
conceived. And so the elders were obdurata But Compton 
and Buperta had no armour of old age, egotism, or prejudice, to 
turn tho darts of honest eloquence. They listened, as to the 
voice of an angel ; they gazed, as on the face of "an angel ; and 
when those silvery accents ceased, they turned towards each 
other, and came towards each other with the sweet enthusiasm 
that became their years. 

‘ Oh, Cousin Euperta !* quavered Compton. ‘ Ob, Cousin 
Compton r cried Euperta, the tears trickling down her lovely 
cheeks. 

They could not say any more for ever so long, 

Euperta spoke first. She gave a hnakgulp, and said, * I will 
go and speak to her, and thank her.^ 

* Oh, Miss Euperta, we shall be too late for tea/ suggested 
the maid. 

‘ Tea f said Euperta. ‘ Our souls are before our tea ! I must 
speak to her, or else my heart will choke me, and kill me. I 
will go — and so will Compton.* 

‘ Oh yes !* said Compton. 

And they hurried after the preacher. 

They came up with her, flushed and panting ; and now it was 
Compton’s turn to be shy ; the lady was so tall, and stately too. 

But Ru^ierta was not much afraid* of anything in petticoats. 

‘ Oh, madam,* said she, ^ if you please may we speak to you 1* 

Mra Marsh turned round, and her somewhat aquiline features 
softened instanllj^at the two specimens of beauty and innocence 
that had run after her. « 

* Certainly, my young friends,* and she smiled maternally on 
them. She had children of her own. 

‘Who do you think we are? We are the two naughty 
children you preached about so* beautifully. 

‘ What, ym the babes in tho wood V 

‘ Yos, madam. It was a long, long while ago, and we are 
fifteen now ; are we not, Cousin Compxon V 

‘Yes, madam.* * 

‘ And yre are both so unhappy at? our parents quarrelling, At 
least I am.’ 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


313 

‘And so am L* . 

‘ And we came to thank you* Didn't we, Compton 

‘ Yes, Euperta.' 

* And to ask your advice. How are we to make our parents 
be friends? Old people will not be advised by young ones. 
They look down on us so ; it is dreadful.' 

‘ My dear young lady,' said Mrs. Marsh, ‘ I will try and 
answer you : but let me ait down a minute ; for after preaching, 
1 am apt to feel a*^little exhausted. "Now sit beside me, and 
give me each a hand, if you please, 

■ Well, my dears, I have been teaching you a lesson ; and 
now you teach me one ; and that is, how much easier it is to 
preach reconciliation and charity, than it is to practise it under 
certain circumstances. However, my advice to you is first to 
pray to God for wisdom in this thing : and then to watch every 
opportunity. Dissuade your parents from every unkind act; 
don’t be afraid to speak*— with the word of God at your back. 
I know that you have no easy task before you. 8ir Charles 
Bassett and Mr. Bassett were both among my hearers, and both 
turned their backs on me, and went away unsoftened ; they 
would not give me a chance ; would not bear me to an end, and 
I am not a wordy preacher neither ' 

Here an interruption occurred. Euperta, so shy and cold 
with Compton, flung her arms round Mrs Marsh’s neck, with 
the tears in her eyes, and kissed her eagerly, 

‘ Yes, my dear,’ said Mrs Marsh, after kissing her in turn, 
* I was a little mortified. Jlut that was very weak and foolish. 
I am sorry, for their own sakej^, they would not stay ; it was the 
word of God; but they saw only the unworthy instrument. 
Well, then, my dears, you have a hard task ; but you must work 
upon your mothers, and win them to charity.' 

Ah i that will be easy enough* My motCer has never ap- 
proved this unhappy quarrel.' 

* No more has mine.' 

‘ Is it so ? Then you must try and get the two ladies to speak 
to each other. But something* tells me that a way will be 
opened. Havb patience. Have faith : and do, not mind a check 
or two ; bat persevere, remembering that “ blessed are the peace- 
makers." ‘ * t 

She then and they took leave of her, 

* Give me a kiss, children/ said she. ^ You have done me a 
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world of good. own heart often flags on the road, and you 
have 'Warmed and comforted it, God bless you !’ 

And so they parted. 

Compton and Huperta walked homewards. Euperta was 
very thoughtful, and Compton could only get monosyllables out 
of her. This discouraged, and at last vexed him. 

^ What have I done,’ said he, ^ that you will speak to anybody 
but me?’ 

‘ Don't be cross, child,’ said she ; ' but anSwer ine a question. 
Did you put your tippet round me in that wood?* 

' I suppose so.* 

^ Oh, then you don’t remember doing it, eh ?* 

‘No i that I don’t.* 

‘ Then what makeKS you think you did V 

* Because they say so. Because I must have been such an 
awful cad if 1 didn’t. And I was always much fonder of you 
than you were of me. My tippet * I’d give my head sooner than 
any harm should come to you, Euperta.* 

Euperta made no reply, but, being now at Highmore, she put 
out her hand to him, and turned her head away. He kissed her 
hand devotedly, and so they parted, 

Compton told Lady Bassett all that had happened, and Euperta 
told Mrs. Bassett. 

Those ladies readily promised to be on the side of peace, but 
they feared it could only be the work of time, and said so. 

By-and-by Compton got impatient, and told Euperta he had 
thouglit of a way to compel their fathers to be friends. ‘ T am 
afraid yon won’t like the idea at firsi,’ said he^ ‘but the more 
you think of it the more you will see it is the surest way 
ofaU.’. 

‘Well, but what is it?’ 

‘ You must let me marry you^’ 

Euperta stared, and began to blush crimson. 

* Will you, cousin ?* 

Of course not, child. The idea 1 !’ 

" Oh, Euperta,’ cried the boy, in dismay, ‘ sorely you don’t 
mean to marry anybody else but me 1* 

‘ Would that make you very unhappy, then f 
' You know it would , wretched for ihy life.* 

' I should not like to do that. But I disapproves of early mar- 
nages. 1 mean to wait till I’m nineteen , and that is three yeai’s 
nearly.^ ^ 



314 


A T&miBLE TEMPTATION, 


* It is a feacM time ; but if you will^ promise not to marry 

anybody else, I suppose I shall live through it* * 

Euperta, though she made light of Compton*s offer, -was very 
proud of it (it was her first). She told her mother directly. 

Mrs. Sassett sighed, and said that was too blessed a thing ever 
to happen. 

‘ Wiy not V said Euperta. 

‘ How could it/ said Mrs. Bassett, * with everybody against it 
but poor little me V* 

* Compton assures me that Lady Bassett wishes it.’ 

‘ Indeed ! But Sir Charles and papa, Euperta V 

‘ Oh, Compton must talk Sir Ciiarles over, and T will per- 
suade pap£L ril begin this evening, when he comes home from 
London.* 

Accordingly as he was sitting alone in the dining-room, sipping 
his glass of port, Euperta slipped away from her mother’s side 
and found him. 

His face brightened at the sight of her ; for he was extremely 
fond and proud of this girl, for whom he would not have the bolls 
rung when she was born. 

She came and hung round his neck a little, and kissed him, 
and said, softly, ‘ Dear papa, I have something to tell you. I 
have had a proposal.* 

Eiehard Bassett stared. 

* What, of maniage V 

Euperta nodded archly. 

‘To a child like you ? Scandalous! Ho, for after all, you 
look nineteen or twenty. • And who is the highwayman that 
thinks to rob me of my precious girl V 

‘ Well, papa, whoever he is, he will have to wait tliree years, 
and so I told him. It is my cousin Compton.’ ‘ 

‘ What !* cried Eiehard Bassett, so loudly that the girl started 
back dismayed. ‘ That little monkey have the impudence to 
offer marriage to my daughter ^ Surely, Euperta, you have 
offered him no encouragement V 

‘H— no.’ 

‘ Your mother promised me nothing but common civility should 
pass between you and that young gentleman.’ 

‘ She promised for mi^^ but she could not promise for bim : 
poor little felfew.’ 

‘ Marry a son of the man who has robbed and insulted your 
father?’ '' 
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* Oh, papa ! is it so ^ , Are you sure you did uot b^n T 

^ If you can think that, it is useless to say more. 1 thought 
ill-fortune had done its worst ; but no : blow upon blow, and 
wound upon wound. Don't spare me, child : nobody else has ; 
and why' should you 1 Marry my enemy's sen, his younger son, 
and break your father's heart.' 

At this, what could a sensitive girl of sixteen do, but burst 
out crying, and promise, round her father's ijeck, never to marry 
anyone whom he disliked. 

When she had made this promise, her father fondled and 
potted her, and his tenderness consoled her, for she was not 
passionately in love with her cousin. 

Yet she cried a good deal over the letter in which she com- 
municated this to Compton. 

He lay in wait for her ; but she baffled him for three weeks. 

After that, she relaxed her vigilance, for she had no real wish 
to avoid him, and was curious to see whether she had cured 
him. 

He met her : and his conduct took her by surprise. He was 
pale, and looked very wretched. 

He said, solemnly, ‘Were you jesting with me, when you 
promised to marry no one but mef 

*3^0, Compton. But you know I could never many you 
without papa’s consent.’ 

‘ Of course not ; but what I fear, he might wish you to marry 
somebody else,’ 

* Then I should refuse. I will never break my word to you, 

cousin. I am not in love with yon, you are too young for 
that — hut somehow I feel I could not malce you unhappy. 
Can’t ^ou trust my word? You might I come of the same 
people as you. ’ ^ 

happy.’ 

Then the tears began to steal down her cheeks ; and Comp- 
ton's sdon followed. 

Compton consulted his mother. She told him, with a sigh, 
she was powerless. Sir Charles might yield to her, but sho 
had no power to influence Mr. Bassett at present, * The time 
may come,' said she. She could not take a very serious yiew 
of this amour, except with regard to fts pacific results ; so Mr. 
Bassett’s opposition chiUed her in the matter. * 

While ^ings were so, something occurred that drove all these 
minor things out of her distracted heart. 
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One stixmner evening, as she and Sir Charles and Compton 
sat at dinner, a servant came in to say there was a stranger at 
the door, and he called himself Bassett. 

‘ What is he like said Lady Bassett, turning pale. 

‘He looks like 'a foreigner, my lady He says he is Mr. 
Bassett,' repeated the man, with a scandalised air. 

Sir Charles got up directly, and hurried to the hall door. 
Compton followed ^^ady Bassett to the door only, and looked. 

Sure enough it was Reginald, full grown, and bold, as hand- 
some as ever, and darker than ever 

In that moment, his misconduct in running away never 
occurred either to Sir Charles or Compton, all was eager and 
tremulous welcome The hall rang with joy. They almost 
carried him into the dining-room. 

The first thing they saw was a train of violet-coloured velvet 
half hidden by the table. 

Compton ran forward, with a cry of dismay 

It was Lady Bassett, in a dead swoon, her face as white as 
her neck and arms, and these as white and smooth as satin. 


CHAPTER XTJI. 

Lady Bassett was carried to her room, and did not reappear. 
She kept her own apartments, and her health declined so 
rapidly, that Sir (Charles - sent for Dr. Willis. He prescribed 
for the body, hut the disease lay in the mind. Martyr to an 
inward struggle, she pined visibly, and her beautiful eyes began 
to shine, like stars, preternaturally large. Sh^, was in a frightful 
condition • she longed to tell the truth, and end it all ; but 
then she must lose her adored husband's respect, and perhaps 
his love ; and she had not the courage. She saw no way out of 
it but to die, and leave her confession * and, as she felt that the 
agony of her soul w'as killing her by degrees, she drew a sombre 
resignation from that. 

She declined to see Reginald. She could not bear the sight 
of him. 

Compton dame to hex many times a day, with a face full of 
concern, and even terror. But she would not ^talk to him of 
hex8el£ ** 
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He brouglit lier all the news he heard, having no other way 
to cheer her » 

One day he told her there were robbers about. Two farm- 
houses had been robbed, a thing not known in these parts for 
many years 

Lady Bassett shuddered, but said nothing.* 

But by-and-by her beloved son came to her in distress with 
a grief of his own. 

Ruperta Bassett was now the beauty of.th^p county, and it 
seems Mr Rutland had danced with her, at her first ball, and 
been violently smitten with her ; he had called more than once 
at Highmore, and his attentions w'ere directly encouraged by* 
Mr. Bassett. How Mr. Rutland was heir to a Peerage, and 
also to considerable estates in the county. 

Compton was sick at heart, and, being young, saw his life 
about to be blighted ; so now he was pale and woe-begone, and 
told her the sad news with such deep sighs, and imploring 
tearful eyoi^, that all the mother rose in arras. ‘ Ah T said she, 
they say to tliemsclves that 1 am down, and cannot fight for ray 
child ; but I would fight for him on the edge of the grave. Let 
me think all by myself, dear. Come back to me in an hour I 
shall do something. Your mother is a very cunning woman — 
for those she loves.' 

Compton kissed her gown, a favourite action of his — for he 
worshipped her — and went away. 

The invalid laid her hollow cheek upon her wasted hand, and 
thought with all her might. By degrees her extraordinary 
brain developed a two-fold plan of action, and she proceeded to 
execute the first part, being the leasfr difficult, though even that 
was not easy, and brought a vivid blush to her wasted cheek. 

She wrote to Mrs. Bassett, 

‘Madam, — I am very illj life h uncertain. Someiking 
tells me you^ like regret the unhappy feud between our houses. 
If this is 6Y1, it would he a consolation to me to take you by the handy 
and exchange a few wordSy as we already have a few kind looks. 

• ‘ Yours respectfully y 

‘Bella Bassett,* 

She showed thia letter to Compton* and told him lie might 
send a servant with it to Highmore at once. • 

‘ Oh, mamma !' said he, ‘ I never thought you would do that : 
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tow good you are ! You couldn’t ask Buperta, could you % 
Just in a little postscript, you know.* , 

Lady Bassett shook her head. 

* That would not be wise, my dear. Let me hook that fish 
for you, not frighten her away.* 

Great was the *a8tonishment at Highmore, when a blazing 
footman knocked at the door, and handed Jessie the letter with 
assumed nonchalance, then stalked away, concealing with pro- 
fessional art his own astonishment at what he had done. 

It was no business of Jessie’s to take letters into the drawing- 
room ; she would have deposited any other letter on the hall- 
table ; but she brought this one in, and, standing at the door, 
exclaimed, ‘ Here a letter fr’ Huntercombe !* 

Bichard Bassett, Mrs. Bassett, and Buperta, all turned upon 
her with one accord. 

* From where 

* Fr* Huntercombe itsel’. Et isna for you, nor for you, missy, 
Et’s for the mesterress,’ 

Rhe marched proudly up to Mrs. Bassett, and laid the letter 
dowm on the table ; then drew back a step or two, and, being 
Scotch, coolly waited to hear the contents, Richard Bassett, 
being English, told her she need not stay. 

Mrs. Bassett cast a bewildered look at her husband and 
daughter, then opened the letter quietly ; read it quietly ; and, 
having read it, took out her handkerchief, and began to cry 
quietly. 

Buperta cried * Oh, mamma !* and in a moment had one long 
arm round her mother’s neck ; while the other hand seized the 
letter, and she read it aleud, cheok^.a.^choek ; but, before she 
got to an end, her mother’s tears infected her, and she must 
whimper too, 

‘ Here are a couple of geese,* said Bichar^ Bassett. ‘ Can’t 
you write a civil reply to a civibletter, without snivelling % I’ll 
answer the letter for you.’ 

* Ho,’ said Mra Bassett. 

Bichard was amazed : Buperta ditto. 

The little woman had never dtaalt in ‘ Hoes,’ least of all to her 
husband : and besides this was such a plump *Ho.’ It came 
out of her mouth like a ^marble.’ 

I think the sound surprised even herself *a little, for she pro- 
ceeded to justify it, at once. ‘ I have been better wife than a 
Christian this many years ; but there’s a limit. Aq(^> Bichard, 
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I skonld sever have married you^ if you had told me we were 
to be at war all our lives with ovtr next neighbour, that every- 
body respects. To live in the country, and not speak to our 
only neighbour, that is a life I never would have left my. father's 
house for. Not that I complain : if you have been bitter to 
them, you have always been good and kind to me ; and I hope 
I have done my best to deserve it ; but, when a sick lady, and 
perhaps dying, holds out her hand to me — write her one of yout 
cold-blooded letters ! That I won't. Eeply t my reply wili be 
just putting on my bonnet, and going to her tfiis afternoon. 
It is Passion-week too ; and that's not a week to play the 
heathen Poor lady ! I’ve seen in her sweet eyes this many 
years, that she would gladly be friends with me : and she never 
passed me close, but she bowed to me in church or out, even 
when we were at daggcrs-drawn. She is a lady, a real lady, 
every inch. But it is not that altogether : no, if a sick woman 
called me to her bedside this week, I'd go, whether she wrote 
from Huntercombe IlalJ, or' the poorest house in the place \ else 
how could I hope my Saviour would come to my bedside, at my 
last hour V 

This honest burst from a meek lady, who never talked non- 
sense to be sure, but seldom went into eloquence, staggered 
Eichard Bassett, and enraptured Euperta so, that she £ung both 
arms round her mother's neck, and cried, * Oh, mamma, I always 
thought you were the best woman in England: and now I 
know it.’ 

‘Well, well, well,’ said Eichard, kindly enough; then to 
Euperta, ‘ Did I ever say she was not the best woman in Eng- 
land ? So you need not set up your throats neck and neck at 
me, like two geese at a fox. IJnfortunately, she is the simplest 
woman in England, as well as the best ; and she is going to 
visit the cunnihgp^t. That Lady Bassett will turn your mother 
inside out in no time. I wish»you would go with her; you are 
a shrewd girl.’ 

‘ My daughter will not go till she is asked,’ said Mrs. Bassett, 
firmly. 

‘In that case,’ said Eichard ^rily, ‘let us hope the Lord will 
protect you, since it is for love of Him you go into a she-fox’s den.' 

No reply was vouchsafed to this aspiration, the words, being 
the words of faith, 'but the voice the voice of scepticism. 

Mr& Bassett put on her bonnet and went to Huntercombe Sail. 
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After a very short delay she was ushered upstairs, to the 
room where Lady Bassett was lying on a sofa. 

Lady Bassett heard her coming, and rose to receive her. 

She made Mrs. Bassett a court curtsy so graceful and profound, 
that it rather frightened the little woman. Seeing which, Lady 
Bassett changed hhr style, and came forward, extending both 
hands with admirable grace, and gentle amity, not overdone. 

Mra Bassett gave her both hands, and they looked full at 
each other in silence, till the eyes of both ladies began to fill. 

‘ You would have come — like this — years ago — at a word V 
faltered Lady Bassett 

‘Yes,’ gulped Mrs. Bassett. 

Then there was another long pause. 

‘ Oh, Lady Bassett, what a life ! . It is a wonder it has not 
killed us both.’ 

‘ It will kill one of us.’ 

‘'Not if I can help it’ 

‘God bless you for saying so. Dear madam, sit by me, and 
'et me hold the hand I might have had years ago, if I bad had 
he courage.* 

‘ Why should you take the blame V said Mrs. Bassett ‘ We 
\ave both been good wives ; too obedient perhaps. But to have 
o choose between a husband’s commands and God’s law, that is 
■ terrible thing for any poor woman.’ 

‘,It is indeed.* 

Then there was another silence, and an awkward pause. Mrs. 
Bassett broke it, with some hesitation. ‘ I hope, Lady Bassett, 
your present illness is not in any way — I hope you do not fear 
anything more from my husband.’ 

‘ Oh, Mrs. Bassett ! how can I help fearing it — especially if 
we provoke him ? Mr. Eeginald Bassett has returned, and you 
know he once gave your husband cause for ju^t resentment.’ 

‘ Well, but he is older now, and has more sense. Even if he 
should, Ruperta and I must try and keep the peace.’ 

‘ Ruperta ! I wish I had asked you to bring her with you. 
But 1 feared to ask too much at once.’ 

‘ 1*11 send her to you to-morrow, Lady Bassett.’ 

‘ No, bring her.’ .. 

‘ Then tell me your hour.* 

‘ Yes, and I will send somebody out of the way. I want you 
both to mysel£’ 
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'While this conversation Wiis going on at Hiinterconibe, 
llichard Bassett, being left alone with his daughter, proceeded 
to work with his usual skill upon her young mind. 

He reminded her of Mr. Butland^s prospects, and said he 
hoped, to see her a countess, and the Ipveliest jewel of the 
Peerage. 

He then told her Mr. Rutland was coming to stay a day or 
two next week, and requested her to receive him graciously. 

She promised that at once. * 

‘That,’ said he, ‘will bo a much better match for you than 
the younger son of Sir Charles Bassett. However, my girl is too 
proud to go into a lamily where she is not welcome.^ 

‘ Much too proud for that,’ said Kuperta. 

Ho left her smarting under that suggestion, 

AVhilat he was smoking his cigar in the garden, Mrs, Bassett 
came home ; she was in raptures with Lady Bassett, and told 
her daugliter all tliat had passed ; and, in conclusion, that she 
had promised Lady Bassett to take her to Huntorcombe to- 
morrow. 

‘ Mo, dear cried Ruperta ; * why what can she want of me V 

* All 1 kno^v is, her ladyship wishes very much to see you. In 
my opinion you will be V(^n/ welcome to poor ]-*ady Bassett.* 

‘ Is she very ill V 

Mrs. Bassett shook her head. ‘ She is much changed. She 
says slie should be bettor if wo were all at peace : but I don’t 
know.’ 

‘ Oh, mamma, T wish it was to-morrow.’ 

They went to Huntercombo ne:^t day ; and, ill as she was, 
Lady Bassett received them charmingly. She was startled by 
Rupprta’s beauty and womanly -appearance, but too well bred to 
show it, or say it, all in a moment. 

She spoke to*flio mother tirst ; but presently took occasion to 
turn to the daughter, and to say, ‘ May I hope, IMiss Bassett, 
that you are on the side of peace, like your dear mother and 
myself V 

‘ I am,’ said Ruperta firml};; ‘I always was — especially after 
that beautiful sermon, you know, mamma.’ 

Says the proud mother, ‘ You might tell Lady Bassett you 
think it is your rpissiou to reunite ydur father and Sir Charles.* 

‘ Mamma !’ said Ruperta reproachfully. Thaf was to stop her 
mouth. ‘ If you tell all the wild things I say to you, her lady- 
ship wm think me very presumptuous.* 


21 
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‘ No, no/ said Lady Bassett, Enthusiasm is not presumption. 
Enthusiasm is beautiful, and the brightest flower of youth.* 

* I am glad you think so, . Lady Bassett ; for people who have 
no enthusiasm seem very hard and mean to me.* 

* And so they are/ said Lady Bassett warmly. 

But I have no time to record the full details of the oonversatioa 
I can only present the general result. Lady Bassett thought 
Euperta a beautiful and noble girl, that any house might be 
proud to adopt ; and Euperta was charmed by Lady Bassett’s 
exquisite manners, and touched, and interested, by her pale 
yet still beautiful face and eyes. They made friends : but it 
was not till the third visit, when many kind things had passed 
between them, that Lady Bassett ventured on the subject she 
had at, heart. ‘My dear,’ said she to Euperta, ‘when I first 
saw you, I wondered at my son Compton's audacity in loving a 
young lady so much more advanced than himself; but now I 
must be frank with you ; I think the poor boy’s audacity 
was only a proper courage. He has all my sympathy, and, if he 
is not quite indifferent to you, let mo just put in my word, 
and say there is not a young lady in the world I could bear for 
my daughter-in-law, now I have seen and talked with you, my 
dear.* 

‘ Thank you, Lady Bassett,* said Mrs. Bassett ; ‘ and, since 
you have said so much, let me speak my mind. So long as your 
son is attached to my daughter, I could never welcome any other 
son-in-law. I have got the tippet.* 

Lady Bassett looked at Euperta, for an explanation. Euperta 
only blushed, and looked uncomfortable. She hated all allusion 
to the feats of her childhood. 

Mrs. Bassett saw Lady Bassett*s look of perplexity, and^ said, 
eagerly, ‘Youne^'^er missed it? All the better.* I thought I 
would keep it, for a peacemaker partly.* * ’ 

‘ My dear friend,* said Lady Bassett, ‘ you are speaking 
riddles to me. What tippet V 

‘ The tippet your son took off his own shoulders, and put it 
round my girl, that terrible nigl4 they were lost in the wood. 
Forgive me keeping it, Lady Bassett — I know I was little better 
than a thief — hut it was only a tippet to you, and to me it 
was much more. Ah I Eady Bassett, I have, loved your darling 
boy ever sinc^^you caii*t wonder — ^you are a mother; and,* 
turning suddenly on Euperta, ‘ why do you keep saving he is 
only a boy t If he was man enough to do that at seven years of 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


3^5 

age, he must have a majily heart? No, I couldn^t bear the sight 
of any other son-in-law ; and, when you are a mother, youll un- 
derstand many things, and for one youll — under — ^stand — why 
I’m so fool — ish : seeing the sweet boy’s mother ready — to cry — 
too — oh ! oh ! oh I’ • 

Lady Bassett held out her arms to her, and the mothers had 
a sweet cry together, in each other’s arms. 

Euperta's eyes were wet at this, but she told her mother she 
ought not to agitate Lady Bassett, and she lo ili 

‘And that is true, my good, sensible girl,’ said Mrs. Bassett; 

‘ but it has lain in my heart this nine years, and I could not keep " 
it to myself any longer. But you are a beauty, and a spoiled 
child, and so I suppose you think nothing of his giving you his 
tippet to keep you warm V 

‘ Don’t say that, mamma,* said Euporta reproachfully. ‘ I 
spoke to dear Compton about it not long ago. He had forgotten 
all about it even.* 

‘ All the more to his credit, but don’t you ever forget it, my 
own girl.* 

‘ I never will, mamma.* 

By degrees the three became so unreserved, that Euperta was 
gently urged to declare her real sentiments. 

By this time the young beauty was quite cured of her fear lest 
she should be an unwelcome daughter-in-law ; but there was an 
obstacle in her own mind. She was a frank, courageous girl, 
but this appeal tried her hard. 

She blushed, fixed her eyes steadily on the ground, and said 
pretty firmly, and very slowly — ‘ I Imd always a great affection 
for my cousin Compton, and so I have now ; but I am not in 
love with him. He is but a boy ; now I * 

A glance at the large mirror, and a* superb j'mile of beauty 
and conscious womanhood, completed the sentence. 

‘ He will get older every day,’ said Mrs. Bassett 

‘And so shall L* 

‘ But you will not look older and he will. You have come to 
your full growth. He hasn’t.* • 

‘I agree with the dear girl,’ said Lady Bassett adroitly, • 
‘Compton, with his fair hair, looks so young it would be 
ridiculous at present. But it is possible to be engaged, and 
wait a proper time for marriage ; what I fear is fest you should 
be tempt^ by some other offer. To speak plainly, I hear that 
Mr. Eutldnd pays bis addresses to you, and visits at Highmore.* 

21—2 
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* Yes, be has been there twice/ 

‘ He is welcome to your father, and his prospects are daz;clijig:, 
and ho is not a boy, for he has long moustaches/ 

‘I am not dazzled by his moustaches, and still less by his 
prospects,* said the fair young Beauty. 

‘ You are an extraordinary girl.* 

* That she is,* said Mrs. Bassett. ‘ Her father has no more 
power over her than I have/ 

‘ Oh, mamma ! am I a disobedient girl then V 
‘INo, no. Only, in this o;*^e thing, I see you will go your 
own way.’ 

Lady Bassett put In her word. ' Well, but ibis one thing is 
the happiness or misery of hei whole life. I c..nnot blain/' ner 
for looking well before Jio leaps.* 

A grateful look from Euperta glorious eyes repaid llu' 
speaker. 

* But,* said Lady Bassett ten‘leriy, ‘ it is sometnintr to havr 
two mothers when you marry, instead of one j and you w^»uld 
have two, my love ; I would try and live for yon.* 

This touched Euperta to the heart ; she curled round Lady 
Bassett’s neck, and they kissed each otlier mother and 
daughter. 

‘This is too great a temptation,* said Euperta. ' Yes, 1 v'lU 
engage myself to Cousin Comi'ton, if papa’s couvsent can be 
obtained. Without bis consent i could not marry any one.* 

‘ Nobody can obtain it if you cannot,* said Mrs. Bassett. 
Euperta shook lier head. ‘Mark my words, inararaa, it will 
take me years to gain it • Papa is as obstinate us a mule. To 
be sure, I am as obstinate r. fifty.* 

‘ It shall not take years, nor yet months/ said Lady Bnssett. 

‘ I know Mr. Ihissclfs objection, and I will remove it, cost me 
what it may.* . 

Thi.s speech surprised the other two ladies, so they made no 
reply. 

Said Lady Bassett firmly, ‘ Do you pledge youiself to mo if I 
can obtain Mr. Bassett’s consentirl* 

‘ I do,* said Euperta, ‘ but ’ 

‘ You think my power with your father must be smaller than 
yours. I hope to show you you are mistaken.* 

The ladies rose to go ; Lady Ba.ssett took leave of them thus : 
i Good-bye, my most valued friend, and sister in sorrow — good- 
bye, my dear daughter/ 
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At the gate of Huntorcombe -whom should they meet but 
Oumpton Bassett, looking very pale and unhappy ! 

fie was upon honour not to speak to liuperta, but he gazed 
on her with a wistful and terrified look, that was very touching. 
Sfio gave him a soft pitying smile in reteirn, that drove him 
lilinost wilvl ’vith hope. 

l/iat niglit Bichard Bassett sat iu his chair, gloomy. 

When his wife and daughter spoke to him in their soft 
accents, ho returned sh'^rt, surly answers.* E\ddently a storm 
Avas brcw'ug. 

At last it hurst. He had hoard of Btiperta^s repeated visits to* 
ilunlcrcomhe Hall. ‘You are not dealing fairly with me, you 
two, said lie. ‘ I allowe you tp go ouce to see a woman that 
says she is very ill, but J warned you she was the ciinningest 
woman in crealion and wo’dd make a fool of you both; and 
now 1 find you are always going. This will not do. She is- 
ijf tting two simple birds, that 1 have the care of. Now, listen 
to me ; 1 forbid you two ever to .ict loot iu that house again, 
you liear me (’ 

‘ ^Ve hear you, papa,^ said Mrs. Bassett quietly, ‘ we must be 
deaf if ue did not,’ 

Jiup(‘rta kept her countenance^wilh difiiciilty. 

‘ It is not a request, it is a command.’ 

^Irs. Bassett, for once iu her life, hied up. ‘And a most 
tyrannical one,’ said she. 

liupe put her hand boforo )ier n mouth, then turned 

to her father. 

‘There was no need to express your so harshly, papa, 
AVe shall obey.’ 

d’heii she whispered her mothei, ‘And Mr. Biitland shall 
pay for it.’ 

Mrs. Bassett communicated* this holiest to Lady Bassett, in a 
letter. 

Then Lady Bassett summoned all her courage, and sent for her 
son Compton. 

‘ Compton,’ said she, ‘ I mu^speak to Beginakl. Can you find 
him V 

‘ Oh yes, I can find him. I am sorry to say anybody can 
find him at this time of day.’ * 

‘ Why, where is he V * 

‘ I hardly like to tell you.’ 

‘ Do Joii think his peculiarities have escaped mo V 
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‘ At the ptihlic-house/ 

^Ask him to come to me.’ 

Compton went to the public-house, and there, to his no small 
disgust, found Mr. Jieginald Bassett playing the fiddle, and 
four people, men and women, dancing to the sound, whilst one 
or two more smoked and looked on. 

Compton restrained himself till the end of that dance, and 
then stepped up to*Eeginald, and whispered him, ‘Mamma 
wants to see you directly.’ 

’ Tell her I’m busy,’ 

^ I shall tell her nothing of the kind. You know she is very 
ill, and has not seen you yet : and now she wants to. So come 
along at once, like a good fellow.’ 

* Youngster,* said lleginald, ‘it is a rule with me never to 
leave a young woman for an old one.* 

‘ Not for your mother f 

‘No, nor my grandmother either.’ 

‘ Then you were born without a heart. But you shall come, 
whether you like it or not — though I have to drag you there by 
the throat.’ 

‘ Learn to spell “ able ** first.* 

‘ I’ll spell it on your head if you don’t come.’ 

‘ Oh, that is the game, young un, is it V 

‘Yes,* 

" ‘Well, don’t let us have a shijujy on the bricks; there is a 
nice little paddock outside. Come out there, and I’ll give you a 
lesson.* 

‘ Thank you ; 1 don’t feel inclined to assist you in degrading 
our family.* 

‘ Chaps that are afraid to fight shouldn’t threaten. Como 
now, the first knock-down blow shall settle it? ' If I win, you 
stay here and dance with us. Tf you win, I go to the old 
woman.’ 

Compton consented, somewhat reluctantly ; ^ but, to do him 
justice, hia reluctance arose entirely from his sense of relation- 
ship, and not from any fear of his senior. 

The young gentlemen took off their coats, and proceeded to 
spar without any further ceremony. , 

Eeginald, wh^se agility was greater than his courage, danced 
about on the tips of his toes, and succeeded in planting^ tap or 
two on Compton’s cheek. 



A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. 


3^7 


Compton smarted upder these, and presently, in following his 
antagonist, who fought like a shadow, he saw Buperta and her 
mother looking horror-stricken over the palings. 

Infuriated with Beginald for this exposure, he, rushed in at 
him, received a severe cut over the eye, but dealt Jiim with his 
mighty Anglo-Saxon arm a full straight-forward smasher on the 
forehead, which knocked him head over heels like a nine-pin. 

That active young man picked himself up wondrous slowly : 
rheumatism seemed to have suddenly seized his well-oiled joints: 
ho then addressed his antagonist in his most ingratiating tones 
— ‘All right, sir,’ said he. ‘You are the best man. rU go tp 
the old lady this minute.’ 

‘ I’ll see you go,’ said Compton sternly ; ‘ and mind, I can run 
as well as hit : so none of your gipsy tricks with 

Then he enme sheepishly to the palings and said, ‘ It is not 
my fault, Miss Bassett ; he would not come to mamma without, 
and she wants to speak to him.’ 

‘ Oh ! he is hurt 1 he is wounded 1’ cried Buperta. ‘ Come 
here to me.* 

He came to her, and she pressed her white handkerchief 
tenderly on his eyebrow, it was bleeding a little, 

‘ Well, are you coming,’ said Beginald ironically ; ‘ or do you 
like young women better than old ones f 

Compton instantly drew back a little, made two steps, laid 
his hand on the palings, vaulted over, and followed Beginald. 
‘That’s your said Mrs. Bassett. 

Buperta made no reply, but began to gulp. 

‘ What is the matter, darling V ^ 

‘ The fighting — the blood,’ said Buperta, sobbing. 

Mrs. Bassett drew her on one side, and soon soothed her. 
When their ge^ntlo bosoms got over their agitation, they rather 
enjoyed the thing, especiall;jf Buperta; she detested Beginald 
for his character, and for having insulted her father. 

All of a sudden, she cried out, ‘ He has taken my handker- 
chief. How dare he And she affected anger. , 

‘ Never mind, dear,’ said Mrs. Bassett, coolly, ‘ we have got 
his tippet.’ 

CHAPTER XLTII. 

Could ^ anyone have looked through the keyhole at Lady 
Bassett waiting for Beginald, he would have seen, by the very 

1 
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movements of her body, the terrible agitation of her mind. 
She rose — she sat down — she walked about with wild energy — 
she dropped on the sofa, and appeared to give it up as im- 
possible — but, ere long, that deadly languor gave way to 
impatient restlessness ,again. 

At last, her quick ear heard a footstep in the corridor, 
accompanied by no rustle of petticoats; and yet the footstep 
was not Compton*s. 

Instantly she glanced with momentary terror towards the door. 

There was a tap. 

She sat down, and said, with a tone from which all agitation 
was instantly banished, ‘ Come in.* 

The door opened, and the swarthy Eeginald, diabolically 
handsome, with his black snaky curls, entered the room. 

She rose from her chair, and fixed her great eyes on him, as 
if she would read him soul and body, betore she ventured to 
speak. 

‘ Here I am, mamma : sorry to see you look so ill.* 

* Thank you, my dear,* said Lady Bassett, without relaxing 
for a moment that searching gaze. 

She said, still covering him with her eye, ‘Would you cure 
mo, if you could V 

To appreciate this opening, and Lady Bassett’s sweet en- 
gaging manner, you must understand that tliis young man was, 
in her eyes, a sort c*f black snake. Her flesli crept, with fear 
and repugnance, at the sight of him. Yet that is how she 
received him, being a mother aefending her favourite son. 

‘ Of course I would,’ said Jieginald. ‘ Just you tell me how.’ 

Excellent words. But the lady’s calm infallible eye saw a 
cunning twinkle in those black twinkling orbs. Young as he 
was, he was on his guard, and w^aiting for her. Eor was this 
surprising : Begiiiald, naturally intelligent, had accumulated a 
large stock of low cunning in his travels and adventures with 
the gipsies, a smooth and cunning people. Lady Bassett’s 
fainting upon his return, his exclusion from her room, and one 
or two minor circumstances, had stij him thinking. 

The moment she §aw that look, Lady Bassett, with swift tact, 
glided away from the line she had intended to open, and, after 
merely thanking him, and "laying, ‘ I believe you, dear,’ though 
she did not believe him, she resumed, in a very impreWve tone, 
‘ You see me worse than ever to-day, because my mind is in 
great trouble. The time is come when I must tell you a secret, 
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•which will cause you a baiter disappointment. Why I send for 
you is to see whether I cannot do something for you to make 
you happy, in spite of that cruel disappointment.’ 

Not a word from Reginald. 

‘Mr. Bassett — forgive me, if you can — for 1 am the most 
miserable woman in England — you are not the heir to this 
place : you are not Sir Charles Bassett’s son.’ 

‘ What !’ shouted the young man. 

Her fortitude gave way for a moment. Sfie shbok her head, 
in confirmation of what she had said, and hid her burning face 
and scalding tears in her white and wasted hands. 

There w^as a long silence. 

lieginald was asking himself if this could be true ; or was it a 
manoeuvre to jiut her favourite Compton over his head? 

Lady Bassett looked up, and saw this paltry suspicion in his 
face. She dried her tears directly, and went to a bureau, 
unlocked it, and produced the manuscript confession she hajJ 
prepared for her husband. 

She bade Reginald observe the superscription and the date. 

When he had done so, she took her scissors, and opened it 
for him. 

‘ Read what I wrote to my beloved husband, at a time when 
I expected soon to appear before my Judge.* 

iShc then sank upon the sofa, and lay there like a log ; only, 
from time to time, during the long reading, tears trickled from 
her eyes. 

Reginald read the whole story, and saw the facts must be 
true : more than that, being young, »nd a man, he could not 
entirely resist the charm of a narrative in which a lady told at 
full tho love, the grief, the terror, the sufferings of her heart, and 
the terrible temptatipn under which she had gone astray. 

Ho laid it down at last, and drew a long breath. 

‘ It’s a devil of a job for mCy said he ; ‘ but I can’t blame you. 
You sold that Dick Bassett, and I hate him. But what is to 
become of me, 

‘ What I offer you is a life in ^hieh you will be happier than 
you ever could be at Huntercombe. I mean to buy you vast 
pasture fields in Australia, and cattle to feed. Those noble 
pastures will be bounded only by wild forests and hills. Yon 
will have swift horses to ride over your own (Jomain, or to 
gallop humireds of miles at a stretch, if you like. No confine- 
ment there ; no fences and boundaries ; all as free as air. No 
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monotony : — One week you can dig fqr gold — ^another you can 
ride amongst your flocks— another you can hunt. All this in a 
climate so delightful, that you can lie all night in the open air, 
without a blanket, under a new firmament of stars, not one of 
which illumines the dull nights of Europe.’ 

The bait was too tempting. * Well, you are the right sort !’ 
cried Eeginald. 

But presently he^ began to doubt. ^ But all that will cost a 
lot of money.’ 

‘ It will : but I have a great deal of money.’ 

Eeginald thought, and said suspiciously, ‘ I don’t know why 
you should do all this for me.’ 

‘Do you not? What, when I have brought you into this- 
family, and encouraged you in such vast expectations, could I, 
in honour and common humanity, let you fall into poverty and 
neglect ? No. I have many thousand pounds, all my own, 
and you will have them all, and perhaps waste them all ; but it 
will take you some time, because, whilst you are wasting, 1 shall 
be saving more for you.’ 

Then there was a pause, each waiting for the other. 

Then Lady Bassett said quietly, and with great apparent 
composure, ‘ Of course there is a condition attached to all this.’ 

‘ What is that 

‘ I must receive from you a written paper, signed by yourself 
and by Mrs. Meyrick, acknowledging that you are not Sir 
Charles’s son, but distinctly pledging yourself to keep the secret 
so long as I continue to furnish you with the means of living. 
You hesitate. Is it not fair V 

‘ Well, it looks fair ; but it is an awkward thing, signing a 
paper of that soit.’ 

‘ You doubt me, sir ; you think that because I have told one 
great falsehood, from good but erring motives, I may break faith 
with you. Do not insult me with those doubts, sir. Try and 
understand that there are ladies and gentlemen in the world, 
though you prefer gipsies. Have you forgotten that night, when 
you laid me under so deep a d^Jjt, and 1 told you I never would 
forget it 1 Prom that day was I not always your friend ? was I 
not always the one to make excuses foiryou]’ 

Eeginald assented to \hat. 

‘ Then trusi; me. I pledge you my honour that I am this day 
the best friend you ever had, or ever can hava Eeftise to sign 
that paper, and I shall soon be in my grave, leaving behind me 
f 
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my confession, and othev evidence, on which you will be dis- 
missed from this house with ignominy, and without a farthing ; 
for your best friend will be dead, and you will have killed her.* 

Ho looked at her full ; he said with a shade of compunction, 
‘ I am not a gentleman, but you axe a lady, i'll trust you. Til 
sign anything you like.' 

‘ That confidence becomes you,’ said Lady Bassett ; ' and now 
J have no objection to show you I deserve it. Here is a letter to 
Mr. Eolfe, by which you may learn I have alreadj^ placed three 
thousand pounds to his account, to be laid out by him for your 
benefit in Australia, where he has many confidential friends: 
and this is a cheque for £500 I drew in your favour yesterday. 
Do me the favour to take it.' 

He did her that favour, with sparkling eyes. 

‘ Now, here is the paper I wish you to sign ; but your signa- 
ture will be of little value to me, without Mary Mey rick’s.' 

‘ Oh, she will sign it directly : I have only to tell her.' 

* Are you sure ? Men can be brought to take a dispassionate 
view of their own interest : but women are not so wise. Take 
it, and try her. If she refuses, bring her to me direcUy, Do 
you understand ? Otherwise, in one fatal hour, her tongue will 
ruin you, and destroy me.' 

Impressed with these words, Eeginald hurried to Mrs. Mey- 
rick, and told her, in an ofl’-hand way, she must sign that paper 
directly. 

She looked at it, and turned very white ; but went on her 
guard directly. 

‘ Sign such a wicked lie UvS that V said she. ‘ That I never 
will. You are his son, and Huntercombe shall be yours. She 
is an UTinatural mother.' 

‘ Gammon !' said Reginald. * You might as well say a fox is 
the son of a gander. Come now ; X am not going to let yon cut my 
throat with your tongue. Sign at once, or else com© to her this 
moment, and tell her so.' 

‘ That I will,’ said Mary Meyrick, * and give her my mind.' 

This doughty resolution was a little shaken when she cast 
eyes upon Lady Bassett, and saw how wan and worn she 
looked. ♦ * ^ 

She moderAed her violence, and said sullenly, ‘ Sorry to 
gainsay y(m\ my lady, and you so ill ; but this is a paper I never 
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can sign. It would rob him of Hunt^combe. I^d sooner cut 
my hand off at the wrist.' 

' Nonsense, Mary,' said Lady Bassett^ contemptuously. 

She then proceeded to reason with her ; but it was no use. 
Mary would not listen to reason, and defied her at last in a loud 
voice. 

‘ Very well,' said Lady Bassett. ^ Then, since you will not 
do it my way, it shall be done another way. I shall put my 
confession in Sir Cfharles's hands, and insist on his dismissing 
him from the house, and you from your farm. It will kill 
me, and the money I intended for Eoginald I shall leave to 
Compton.' 

‘ These are idle words, my lady, you daren't/ 

‘ I dare anything, when once I make up my mind to die.’ 

She rang the bell. 

Meyrick affected contempt. 

A servant came to the door. 

* Bequest Sir Charles to come to me immediately/ 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

Don't you be a fool,' ^said Reginald, to his nurse. 

* Sir Charles will send you to prison for it,' said Lady Bassett. 

‘ For what I done along with you 

‘ Oh, he will not punisli his wife ; he will look out fur some 
other victim.' 

‘ Sign ! you d d old fool,' cried Reginald, seizing Mary 

Meyrick roughly by the arm. 

Strange to say. Lady Bassett interfered, with a sort of majestic 
horror. She held up her hand, and said : * 

‘ Do not dare to lay a linger on her !' 

Then Mary burst into tears, and said she would sign the 
paper. 

Whilst she was signing it, Sijr Charles's step was hoard in the 
corridor. 

He knocked at the door just as she signed. Reginald had 
signed already. • 

Lady Bassett put the paper into the manuscript* book, and the 
book into the bureau, and said * Come in,’ with an {appearance 
of composure belied by her beating heart. 
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'Here is Mrs. Meyrick, my clear.’ 

In those few seconds^ so perfect a liar as Mary Meyrick had 
^uito recovered herself. 

‘ If you please, sir,’ said she, ‘ I be come to ast if you will give 
us a iiew.leasey for ourn it is run out.’ 

‘You had better talk to the steward about* that’ 

‘Very wel], sir,’ and she made her curtsey. 

Eeginald remained, not knowing exactly what to do. 

‘•IVly dear,’ said Lady Bassett, ‘Eeginald iias come to bid rao 
good-bye, lie is going to visit Mr. Eolfe, and take his advice, 
if you have no objection.’ 

‘None whatever; and I hope he will treat it with more 
respect than he does mine.’ 

Ecginald shrugged his shoulders and' was going out, when 
Lady Bassett said : 

‘ Won’t you kiss me, Eeginald, as you are going away 

lie came to her : she kissed him, and whispered in his ear: 

‘ Be true to me, as T will be to you.^ 

Then he left lier, and slie felt like a dead thing, with exhaus- 
tion. 8h(^ lay on the sofji, and Sir Charles sat beside her, and 
made her drink a glass of wine. 

She lay very .still that afternoon ; but at night she slept : a 
load was off her mind for the present. 

Next day she was so much better, she came down to dinner. 

What she now hoped was that entire separation, coupled with 
the memory of the boy’s misdeeds, would cure Sir Charles en- 
tirely of his affection for Eeginald ; and so that, after about 
twenty years more of conjugal fidelity, she might find courage 
to reveal to her husband the fault of’ her youth, at a time when 
all it§ good results remained to help excuse it, and all its bad 
results had vanished. 

Such was the p'ftin this extraordinary woman conceived, and 
its success so far had a wonderltil effect on her health. 

But a couple of days passed, and she did not hear either from 
Eeginald or Mr. Eolfe. That made her a little anxious. 

On the third day Compton a^ied her, with an angry flush on 
his brow, whether she had not sent Eeginald up to London. 

‘ Yes, dear,’ said Lady Bassett. 

‘ Well, ho is not ^one then,’ * 

‘ Oh !’ « . 

‘ He isjiving at his nurse’s. I saw him talking to an old gipsy 
that lives on the farm.' 
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Lady Bassett groaned, but said nothing. 

‘Never mind, mamma,* said Comptoh. ‘ Your other children 
must love you all the more.* 

This news caused Lady Bassett both anxiety and terror. She 
divined bad faith,^and all manner of treachery, hone the less 
terrible for being vague. 

Down went her health again, and her short-lived repose. 

Meantime Eeginald, in reality, was staying at the farm on a 
little business of his own. * 

He had concerted an expedition with the foreign gent, and 
was waiting for a dart and gusty night. 

lie had undertaken this expedition with mixed motives, spite 
and greed, especially the latter. Tie would never have undeir 
taken it with a £500 cheque in his pocket ; but some minds are 
so constituted, they cannot forego a bad design once formed ; so 
Mr. Reginald persisted, though one great motive existed no 
longer. 

On this expedition it is now our lot to accompany him. 

The night was favourable, and at about two o'clock Reginald 
and the foreign gent stood under Richard Bassett's dining-room 
window, with crape over their, eyes, noses, and mouths, and all 
manner of unlawful implements in their pockets. 

The foreign gent prized the. shutters open with a little crow- 
bar ; he then, with a glazier’s diamond, soon cut out a small 
pane, inserted a cunning hand, and opened the window. 

Then Reginald gave him a leg, and he got into the room. 

The agile youth followed him without assistance. 

They lighted a sort of buIFs eye, and poured the concentrated 
light on the cupboard door, behind' which lay the treasure of 
glorious old plate. 

Then the foreign gent produced his skeleton keys, and after 
several inolfective trials opened the door t)Oftly, and revealed 
the glittering booty. * 

At sight of it, the foreign gent could not suppress an ejacu- 
lation ; but the younger one clapped his hand before his mouth 
hurriedly. 

The foreign gent unrolled a sort of green baize apron he had 
around him : it was, in realijty, a hag. 

Into* this receptacle the pair conveyed* one piece of plate after 
another, withe surprising dexterity, rapidity, and e noiselessness. 
When it was full, they began to hll the deep pocke^ of their 
shooting jacketa 
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While thus employed, they heard a rapid footstep, and Eichard 
Bassett opened the door. * He was in his trousers and shirt, and 
had a pistol in his hand. * 

At sight of him Ileginald uttered a cry of dismay ; the foreign 
gent blew out the light. ^ 

Eichard Bassett, among whose faults want of personal courage 
was not one, rushed forward, and collared Eeginald. 

But the foreign gent had raised the crowbar to defend him- 
self, and struck him a blow on the head theit m^de him stagger 
back. 

The foreign gent seized this opportunity^ and ran at once at 
the window, and jumped at it. 

If Eeginald had been first, he would have gone through like 
a cat, but the foreign gent, older, and obst.ructed by the contents 
of his pock(its, higgled, and stuck a few seconds in the window. 

That brief delay was fatal ; Eichard Bassett levelled bis pistol 
Jelilxwately at him, lired, and sent a ball through his shoulder ; 
he fell, like a log, upon tlio ground ''utside. 

Eichard then levelled another barrel at Eeginald, but ho 
howled out for quarter, and >va8 immediately captured, and, 
with the assistance of the brave Jessie, w'ho now came boldly to 
her master’s aid, his hands were tied behind him, and he was 
made prisoner, with the stolen aHicles in his pocket 

When they were tying him, he whimpevixl, and said it was 
only a lark ; ho never meant to keep anything. He olferod a 
hundred pounds down if they would let him oil’. 

But there was no mercy for liim, 

Eichard Bassett had a candle lighted, and inspected the 
prisoner. He lifted his crape veil, and said, ‘ Oho !* 

‘ You see it was only a lark,’ said Eeginald, and shook in 
every limb, 

Eichard Bassett timiled grimly, and said nothing. He , gave 
Jessie strict orders to hold her t5ngue, and she and he between 
them took Eeginald and locked him up in a small room adjoin- 
ing the kitchen. 

Then they went to look for thq other burglar.. 

Ho had emptied his pockets o^ all the plate and crawled away. 
It is supposed he threw away the plate, either to soften Eegi- 
nald’s offence, or in the* belief that he 4iad received his death- 
wound, and slwuld not require silver vessels where *he was going. 

Bassett picked up the articles and brought them in, and told 
Jessie to light the fire and make him a cup of cofiee. 
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He replaced all the plate except the articles left in Eeginald^s 
pocket. 

Then he went upstairs and told his wife that burglars had 
broken into the house, but had taken nothing; she was to give 
herself no anxietyi He told her no more than this, for his dark 
and cruel nature had already conceived an idea he did not care to 
communicate to her, on account of the strong opposition ho fore- 
saw from so good a Christian ; besides, of late, since her daughter 
came home to bacW her, she had spoken her mind more than once. 

He kept them then in the dark, and went downstairs again to 
his coffee. 

He sat and sipped it, and, with it, his coming vengeance. 

All the defeats a^d mortifications ho had endured from Hnn- 
tercomhe returned to his mind ; and now, with one master-stroke, 
ho would balance them all. 

Yet he felt a little compunction. 

Active hostilities had ceased for many years. 

Lady Bassett, at all events, had held out the hand to his wife. 
The blow he meditated was very cruel; would not his wife and 
daughter say it was barbarous? Would not his own heart, ilio 
heart of a father, reproach him afterwards ? 

These misgivings, that would have restrained a less obstinate 
man, irritated Kichard Bassett; he went in a rage, and said, 
aloud, * I must do it ; I will do it, come what may.' 

He told Jessie he valued her much ; she should have a black 
silk gown for her courage and fidelity ; but she must not he 
faithful by halves ; she must not breathe one word to any soul 
in the house that the burglar was there under lock and key ; if 
she did, he should turn her out of the house that moment. 

* Hets !’ said the woman, ‘ dey ye think I canna baud my 
whisht, when the maister bids me i Tm nae groat dasher at 
ony time for ray pairt.' , - ^ 

At seven o'clock in the morning he sent a note to Sir Charles 
Bassett, to say that his house had been attacked last night by 
two armed burglars ; lie and his people had captured one, and 
wished to take him before a m^sigistrato at once, since his house 
was not a fit place to hold him secure. He concluded Sir Charles 
would not refuse him the benefit of thp law, however obnoxious 
be might be. ** 

Sir Charles's lip curled with contempt at the mttn who was not 
aelmmed to put such a doubt on paper. , 

However, he wrote back a civil line, to say that of course be 
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was at Mr. Bassett^s eertice, and would be in bis justice-room 
at nine o’clock. 

Meantime Mr. Eichard Bassett went for the constable and an 
assistant ; but, even to them, he would not say precisely what 
ho wanted them for. 

His plan was to march an unknown burglar, with his crape on 
liis face, into Sir Charles’s study, give his evidence, and then re- 
veal the son to the father. • 

Jessie managed to hold her tongue for an hoiir or two, and 
nothing occurred at Highmore, or in Huntercorabe, to interfere 
with Eichard Bassett’s barbarous revenge. 

Meantime, however, something remarkable had occurred, at 
the distance of a mile and a quarter. 

Mrs. Meyrick hri^ak fasted habitually at eight o’clock, 

Eegiiiald did not appear. 

Mrs. Meyrick went to his room and satisfied herself he had 
not passed the night there. 

Tlieii she went to the foreign gent’s shed. 

He was not there. 

Then she w^ent out and called loudly to them both. 

No answer. 

Then she went into the nearest meadow to see if they were in 
sight. 

The first thing she saw was the foreign gent staggering towards 
her. 

‘Drunk!’ said she, and wont to scold him; but, when she 
got nearer, she saw at once that something very serious had 
happened. Ilis dark face was bloodless and awful, and he could 
iiardly drag his limbs along ; indeed, tliey had failed him a score 
of timT)s between Highmore and that place. 

Just as she came with him, he sank once more to the ground, 
and turned up two despairing eyes towards her. 

‘ Oh, Daddy ! what is it ? Where’s Eeginald ? Whatever 
have they done to you V 

‘ Brandy !’ groaned the wounded man. 

She flew into the house, and •returned in a moment with a 
bottle. She put it to his lips. 

He revived, and told iier all, in a few, words. 

‘ The yonn^ blokd and I went to crack a crib. J’m shot with 
a bullet. Hide me in that loose hay there ; leave me the bottle, 
and let nefbody come nigh me. The beak will be after me very 
eooD.’ 

22 i 
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Then Mrs. Meyrick, being a very strong woman, dragged him to 
the haystack, and covered him with loose hay 
‘Now,’ said she, trembling, ‘where’s my boy]* 

‘ He’s nabbed* 

‘Oh!* 

‘ And he*ll be lagged, unless you can beg him off/ 

Mary Meyrick uttered a piercing scream, 

‘ You wretch I to, tempt my boy to this. And him with five 
hundred pounds in his pocket and my lady’s favour. Oh, why 
did we not keep our word with her ? She was the wisest and 
our best friend. But it is all your doing ; you are the devil that 
tempted him, you old villain I* 

‘ Don’t miscall me,* said the gipsy. - 

‘Not miscall you, when you have run away and lefF them to 
take my boy to gaol. No word is bad enough for you, you 
villain !’ 

‘ Vm your father — and a dying man/ ^aid the old gipsy calmly, 
and folded his hands upon his breast with Oriental composure 
and decency, 

The woman threw herself on her knees. < Forgive me, father 
— tell me, where is he?* 

‘ Highmore House.* 

At that simple word, her eyes dilated with wild horror ; she 
uttered a loud scream, and flew into the house. 

In five minutes she was on her way to Highmore. 

She reached that house, knocked hastily at the door, and said 
she must see Mr. Eichard Bassett that moment. 

‘ He is just gone out,* sard the maid. 

‘ Where to V 

The girl knew her, and began to gossip. ‘ Why, to Hunter- 
combe Hall. What, haven’t you heard, Mrs,, Meyrick? Master 
caught a robber last night Laws, you should have seen him — 
he have got crape all over his face; and master, and the con- 
stable, andLMr. Musters, they be all gone with him to Sir Charles, 

for to have him committed — ^the villain ^ Why what ails 

the woman ?* ' 

For Mary Meyrick turned her back on the speaker, and rushed 
away in a moment. 

She went through the kitchen at Huntercombe : she was so 
well known there, nobody objected. She flew up <he stairs and 
into Lady Bassett’s bedroom. ' 

‘ Oh, my lady I my lady J’ 
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Lady Bassett scteani^ed at her sudden entrance, and vild 

appearanca 

. Mary Meyrick told her all in a few wild words. She wrung 
her hands with a great fear. 

'It’s .no time. for that/ cried Mary fiertelye ^ Come down 
this moment and save him.’ 

‘ How can IV • 

‘You must. You shall!’ cried the other. 'Don’t ask me 
how. Don’t sit wringing your hands, woman/ If you are not 
there in five minutes, to save him, 111 tell all.* 

' Have mercy on me,’ cried Lady Bassett. ' I gave him money, 
I sent him away . It’s not my fault.’ 

' No matter ; he must be saved, or 111 ruin you. I can’t stay 
here ; I must bo there, and so must you.’ 

She rushed down the stairs, and tried to get into the justice- 
room ; but admission was refused her. 

Then she gave a sort of wild snarl, and ran round to the small 
room adjoining the justice-room. Through this she penetrated, 
and entered the justice-room. 

But not in time to prevent the evidence from being laid before 
Sir Charles. 

“What took place in the meantime was briefly this. The 
prisoner, handculled now instead of tied, was introduced between 
the constable and his assistant ; the door was locked, and Sir 
Charles received Mr. Bassett with a ceremonious bow, seated 
himself, and begged Mr. Bassett to be seated. 

‘ Thank you,’ said Mr. Bassett : but did not seat himself. He 
stood before the prisoner, and gave bis evidence ; during which 
the prisoner’s knees were seen to knock together with terror ; 
he w|LS a young man fit for folly, but not for felony 

Said Eichard Bassett, ‘ I have a cupboard containing family 
plate. It is valuable, and some years ago I passed a piece of 
catgut from the door, through the ceiling to a bell at my bedside. 

'Very late last night the bell sounded. I flung on my 
trousers, and went down with a pistol, I caught two burglars 
in the act of rifling the cupboard. I went to collar one ; ha 
struck me on the head with a crowbar — Constable, show the 
crowbar — I staggered, ^ut recovered myself, and fired at one of 
the burglars — he w^s just struggling through the window,' He 
fell, and' I thought he was dead : but he got av^y. I secured 
the othei, and here he is — ^just as he was when I took him. 
Constable, search his pockets.’ 


22— “2 
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The constable did so, and produced therefrom several pieces of 
silver plate stamped with the Bassett arms. 

‘ My servant here can confirm this,* added Mr. Bassett. 

‘It is not necessary here,* said Sir Charles. Then to the 
criminal, ‘ Have you anything to say V 

‘ It was only a lark,* quavered the poor wretch. 

‘ I would not advice you to say that, where you are going.* 

He then, while writing out the warrant, said as a matter of 
course, ‘Remove hiS mask.* 

The constable lifted it, and started back, with a shout of dis- 
may and surprise ; Jessie screamed. 

Sir Charles looked up, and saw in the burglar ho was com- 
mitting for trial, his first-born, the heir to his house and his- 
lands. 

The pen fell from Sir Charles's fingers, and lie stared at the 
wan face, and wdld imploring eyes that stared at him. 

He stared at the lad, and then put his hand to liis heart, and 
that heart seemed to die within him. 

There was a silence, and a horror fell on all. Even 'Richard 
Bassett quailed at what he had done. 

‘ Ah ! cruel man ! cruel man !* moaned the broken father. 

‘ God judge you for this — as now I must judge my unhappy 
son. Mr, Bassett, it matters little to you what magistrate com- 
mits you, and I must keep my oath. I am — goiug — to set you 
an — example, by signing a warrant * 

‘ Ho, no, no !’ cried a woman*s voice, and Mary Moyrick 
rushed into the room. 

Every person there thought he knew Mary Meyrick ; yet she 
was like a stranger to them now. There was that in her heart, 
at that awful moment, wliich transfigured a handsome but yulgar 
woman into a superior being. Her ebeek was pale, her black 
eyes largo, and her mellow voice had a ifiagic power. ‘ You 
don*t know what you are doing, ^ she cried. * Go no farther, or 
you will all curse the hand that harmed a hair of his head, you 
most of all, Richard Bassett.* 

Sir Charles, in any other cas^, would have sent her out of 
the room ; but, in his misery, he caught at Abe straw. 

‘ Speak out, woman,* he said, ‘ and saye the wretched boy, if 
you can. I see no way.' 

‘ There are things it is not fit to speak before ail the world. 
Bid those men go, and 1*11 open your eyes that stay.* . 

Then Richard Bassett foresaw another triumph ; so he told 
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the constable and his naan they had better retire for a few minutes, 
‘ while,’ said he, with a sneer, ‘ these wonderful revelations are 
being made.’ 

When they were gone, Mary turned to Eichard Bassett, and 
said, ‘ Why do you want him sent to prison % to spite Sir Charles 
here, to stab his heart through his son ’ 

Sir Charles groaned aloud. 

The woman heard, and thought of many thinga She flung 
herself on her knees, and seized his hand. * Uon’t you cry, my 
dear old master , mine is the only heart shall bleed. He is not 

YOUU SON.* 

‘ What !’ cried Sir Charles, in a terrible voice. 

‘ That is no news to me,* said Eichard. ‘ He is more like 
the parson than Sir Charles Bassett.* 

‘ For shame ! for shame !’ cried Mary Meyrick. ' Oh, it 
becomes you to give fathers to children — when you don’t know 
your own flesh and blood. Hr is your son, IticnARD 
Bassett.* 

‘ M\f son !’ roared Bassett in utter amazement. 

‘ Ay. I should know, for i am his mother.* 

This astounding statement was uttered with all the majesty of 
truth ; and when she said * I arn his mother,* the voice turned 
tender all in a moment. 

They were all paralysed, and, absorbed in this strange revela- 
tion, did not hear a tottering footstep : a woman, pale as a corpse, 
and with eyes glaring large, stood amongst them, all in a moment, 
as if a ghost had risen from the earth. 

It was Lady Bassett. 

At sight of her, Sir Charles awoke from the confusion and 
amaeement into which Mary had thrown him, and said, * Ah ! — 
Bella, do you hj^ar what she says — that he is not our eon t 
What, then, have you agreed with your servant to deceive your 
husband V 

Lady Bassett gasped and tried to speak ; hut, before the 
words would come, the sight of her corpse-like face and miserable 
agony moved Mary Wells, andT she snatched the words out of 
her mouth. 

‘ What is the use questioning her ? , She knows no more than 
you do. I done it ail : and done it for the tjest. My lady’s 
child died ; *I hid that from her, for I knew it would kill her 
and keep you in a madhouse. I done for the best ; I put my 
live child by her side, and she knew no better. As time went 
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on, and the boy so dark, she suspected ; but know it she oooldn’t 
. till now. My lady, I am his mother, and there stands his cruel 
•father — cruel to me and cruel to him. But don’t you dare to 
harm him ! IVe got all your letters, promising me marriage, 
ril take them to your wife and daughter, and they shall know 
it is your own flesh and blood you are sending to prison. Oh, 
I am mad to threaten him ! My darling, speak him fair ; he is 
your father ; he may have a bit of nature in his heart some- 
where, though I could never find it.’ 

The young man put his hands together, like an Oriental, 
and said, * Forgive me then sank at Kichard Bassett’s 
knees. 

Then Sir Charles, himself much shaken, took his wife’s arm,' 
and led her, trembling like an aspen leaf, from the room. 

Perhaps the prayers of Reginald, and the tears of his mother, 
would alone have sufliced to soften Kichard Bassett ; but the 
threat of exposure to his wife and daughter did no harm. The 
three soon came to terms. 

Keginald to be liberated, on condition of going to London by 
the next train, and never setting his foot in that parish again. 
His mother to go with him, and see him off to A.iistralia. She 
solemnly pledged herself not to reveal the boy’s real jpareutage 
to any other soul in the world. 

This being settled, Kichard Bassett called the constable in, 
and said the youUg gentleman had satisfied him that it was a 
practical joke, though a very dangerous one, and he withdrew 
the charge of felony. 

The constable said he must have Sir Charles’s authority for 
that. 

A message was sent to Sir Charles. He came. The prisoner 
was released ; and Mary Meyrick took his ar^u sharply, as much 
as to say, * Out of my hands you go no more.’ 

Before they left the room, Sir Charles, who was now master of 
himself, said, with deep feeling : 

‘My poor boy, you can never be a stranger to me. The 
affection of years cannot be unCmd in a moment. You see now 
how folly glides into crime, and crime into punishment. Take 
this to heart, and never again stray from the paths of honour. 
Lead an honourable life ; and, if you do, write to :^e if I was 
still your father.’ 

They retired, but Kichard Bassett lingered and hung his 
1mA* 
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Sir Charles wondered what this inveterate foe cotild have to 
say now. 

‘ At last Eichard said, half sullenly, yet with a touch of com- 
punction ; ‘ Sir Charles, you have been more generous than I was. 
You have laid me under an obligation.' • 

Sir Charles bowed loftily. 

‘ You would double that obligation, if you would prevail on 
Lady Bassett to keep that old folly of mine secret from my wife 
and daughter. I am truly ashamed of if; md, whatever my 
own faults may have been, they love and respect me.^ 

^ Mr. Bassett,’ said Sir Charles, ‘ my son Compton mus^ be* 
told that he is my heir ; but no details injurious to you &all 
transpire. You may count, on absolute secrecy from Lady 
Bassett anji myself.’ 

’ * Sir Charles,’ said' Eichard Bassett, faltering for a moment, 

I am very much obliged to yon, and I begin to be sorry we are 
enemies. Good-morning.’ 

I'he agitation and terror of this scene nearly killed Lady 
Bassett on the spot. She lay all that day in a state of utter 
prostration. 

^Meantime, Sir Charles put this and that together, but said 
nothing. He spoke cheerfully and philosophically to his wife — 
said it had been a fearful blow, terrible wrench ; but it was all 
for the best. Such a son as that would have broken his heart 
before h)iig. 

* Ah ! but your wasted affections !’ groaned Lady Bassett, and 
her tears streamed at the thought. 

Sir Charles sighed ; but said, after a while : ‘ Is affection ever 
entirely wasted? My love for that young fool enlarged my 
heart. There was a time he did me a deal of good.’ 

But next day, having only herself to think of now, Lady 
Bassett could live no longer u/ider the load of deceit. She told 
Sir Charles, Mary Meyrick had deceived him, ‘ Eead this,’ she 
said, * and see what your miserable wife has done, who loved 
you to madness and crime.’ 

Sir Charles looked at her, imd saw, in her wasted form and 
her face, that if he did read it ho should kill her*; so he played 
the man : he restrained himself by a mighty effort, and said : 

‘ My dear, excuse •me; hut on this matter I have more Taith in 
Mary Meynck’s exactness than in yours. Besides, I know your 
heart, aftid don’t care to be told of your errors in judgment— no, 
not even by yourself. Sorry to offend an authoiesS| but I 
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decline to read your book ; and, inore^ than that, I forbid you 
the subject entirely for the next thirty years, at least. Let 
bygones be bygones.^ 

That eventful cyening, Mr. Rutland called, and proposed to 
Ruperta. She declined politely, but firmly. 

She told Mrs. Lassett, and Mrs. Bassett told Richard in a 
nervous way ; but his answer surprised her. Ho said ho was 
very glad of it ; Ruperta could do better. 

Mrs, Bassett could not resist the pleasure of telling Lady 
Bassett. She went over on purpose, with her husband’s con- 
sent 

Lady Bassett asked to see Ruperta. 

* By all means,’ said Richard Bassett graciously. 

On her return to Highmore, Ruperta asked leave*to go to tho 
Hall every day, and nurse Lady Bassett ‘ They will let her 
die else,’ said she. 

Richard Bassett assented to that too. 

Ruperta, for some weeks, almost lived at tho Hall, and, in 
this emergency, revealed great qualities. As the malevolent 
small-pox, passing through the gentle cow, comes out the 
sovereign cow-pox, so, in this gracious nature, her father’s vices 
turned to their kindred virtues : his obstinacy of purpose shone 
here a noble constancy ; his audacity became candour, and his 
cunning wisdom. Her intelligence saw at ono that Lady 
Bassett was pining to death, and a weak-minded nurse would bo 
fatal. She was all smiles and brightness, and neglected no 
means to encourage the patient. 

With this view, she promised to plight her faith to Compton 
the moment Lady Bassett should be restored to health ; and so, 
with hopes and smiles, and tho novelty of a daughter’s love, she 
fought with death for Lady Bassett, and, a<: last, she won tho 
desperate battle. * 

This did Richard Bassett’s daughter, for her father’s late 
enemy. 

The grateful husband wrotq to Bassett, and now acknow- 
ledged /m obligation. 

A civil, mock-modest reply from Richard Bassett. 

From this things went on step by step, till, at last, Compton 
and Ruperta, at eighteen years of age, were formally betrothed. 

Thus the children’s love wore out the fathers’ hate. 

That love, so troubled at the outset, left, by degrees, the 
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region of romance, and rippled smoothly through green, flowery 
meadows, 

Euperta showed her lover one more phase of girlhood. She 
who had been a precocious and forward child, and then a shy 
and silent girl, came out now a bright anjJ witty joung woman, 
full of vivacity, modesty, and sensibility. 

Time cured Compton of his one defect.. Euperta stopped 
growing at fifteen, but Compton went slowly on, caught her at 
seventeen, and at nineteen had passed hef by^ head. He won 
a scholarship at Oxford, he rowed in College races, and, at last, 
in the University race on the Thames. 

Euperta stood in peerless beauty, dark blue from throat to 
feet, and saw his boat astern of his rival, saw it come up with> 
and creep ahead, amidst the roars of the multitude. When she 
saw her lover with bare, corded arms as brown as a berry, and 
set teeth, filling his glorious part in that manly struggle witliin 
eight yards of her, she confessed ho was not a boy now. 

J>ut Lady Bassett accepted no such evidence. Being pestered 
to let thorn marry at twouty years of age, she clogged her 
consent with one condition. They must live three years at 
lluntercoinbe as man and wife. 

‘E'o boy of twenty,' said she, ‘can understand a young 
woman of that age. I must be in the house to prevent a single 
misunderstanding between my beloved children.' 

The young people, who both adored her, voted the condition 
reasonable. They were married, and a wing of the spacious 
building allotted to them. 

For their sakes let us hope that their wedded life, now happily 
commenced, will furnish me no materials for another tale : the 
happiest lives are uneventful 

The foreign gent recovered his wound, but acquired rheu- 
matism, and a dislike for midnight expeditions. 

Eeginald galloped a year of two over seven hundred miles of 
colony, sowing his wild oats as he flew, hut is now a prosperous 
squatter, very fond of sleeping in the open air. England was 
not big enough for the bold, Bohemian. He does very well 
where he is. 

Old Meyrick died, and left his wife a little estate in the next 
county. Drake askoH her hand at 4he funeral. She married 
him in six^nonths, and migrated to the estate 4n question ; for 
Sir Chyles refused her a lease of his farm, not choosing to have 
her near him. 
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new abode was in the next parisl^ to her sister^s. 

. l^a Mmh aet herself to convert Ma y, and often exhorted her 
io penitence. She bore this pretty veil for some time, being < 
overawed by old reminiscences of bUP rly superiority, but at last 
hear vanity rebelled. « * Eepent ! &nd itepent cried she. * Why 
yon be like a cuckoo, all in one 8ong„ One would think I had 
b^n and robbed a church. ^Tis all very well for you to repent, 
as led a fastish life at starting ; hut I never done nothing as Tm 
ashamed on.* * 

Kichard Bassett said one day to Wheeler : ‘ Old fellow, there 
is not a worse poison than Hate. It has made me old before my 
time. And what does it all come to ] We might just as well 
have kept quiet, for my grandson will inherit Iluntercombe and 
Bassett after all ’ , 

‘ Thanks to the girl you would not ring the bells for.* 

Sir Charles and Lady Bassett lead a peaceful life after all 
their troubles, and renew their youth in their children, of whom 
Buperta is one, and as dear as any. 

Yet there is a pensive and humble air about Lady Bassett, 
which shows she still expiates her fault, though she knows it 
will always be ignored by him fi)r whose sake she sinned. 

In summing her up, it may be as well to compare this with 
the unmixud self-complacency of Mrs. Drake. 

You men and women who judge this Bella Bassett, be firm — 
and do not let her amiable qualities or her good intentions blind 
you in a plain matter of rig^t and wrong. Be charitable — and 
ask yourselves how often in your lives you have seen yourselves, 
or any other human being, resist a terrible temptation. 

My experience is that we resist other people's temptations 
nobly, and succumb to our own. ^ 

So let me end with a line of Lfngland’s gentlest satirist ; 

^ Heaven be merciful to us all, smuers as we be.’ ] 
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NOTE. 

WmN this book was first publisbed lome ^otigb 

offensive strictures were passed on it, which I hardly under- 
stood, not being a foolometer. However, I am now inlbrmed 
that there are humalPcFBatures who can "read every page of 
this book, yet conclude that the ' terrible temptation * to Ladjf 
Bassett was — to break the Seventh Commandment. 

Now, that may be a temptation to many of my &ir readote, 
and to many heroines of novels ; but it is not a temptation at 
all to a chflwte woman passionately in love with her husband. 
Such a woman is Lady Bassett, in every line of this book ; and, 
of course, the strange and rare temptation she long resists, but 
finally succumbs under, is her ‘terrible temptation.’ And a 
vulgar commonplace temptation she does not yield to, but 
spurns with easy contempt, is not my ‘terrible temptation,’ 
nor hers. 

Should the business of reading my works ever be conducted 
with one-thousandth part of the attention I bestow on writing 
them, my readers will discover that there is more real invention 
in ‘A Terrible Temptation’ than in most of my stories, and 
that it deserves a high place amongst them at all events. 


TOT END, 


BltLlMQ ANP SOKSi Pfilirrsits, OtriLDFOBD AKP LOHPOS ^ 
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New and revised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, is- bd. 

Carlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With a Life of the Author by R. H. Shepherd. 

" Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Century (A) of Dishonour; 

A Sketch of the United Statss Government s Dealings with some of 

the Indian Tribes. . . 

Large 4to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 285. 

Chatto and. Jackson. — A •Treatise on Wo^ 

Engrafing; Historical and Practical. 

and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry O. 
; and 450 fine illustrations. Arcpnnt of the last Revised Edition. 
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Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extras 

Caiasron (Oaptaisi) and Caplain Burton.— To 

tUe Gold Coast tor Gold : A Per»o<naJ Narrative. By Richarp F, • 
BURTON and Verney Lovett Cameron. [In the press. 

Chancer: 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. 
With Ei0ht Colotired Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, hs. 

Chaucer for Solipolfl. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth 

limp, 35. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d, 

Colmau’s Humorous Works : 

" Broad Grins,"** My Nightgown and Slippers," and other Huniorous 
Works, Prose and Poetic^, of George Colman. With Life by G. 

B. BUCK.STONE, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Ryan. 

" F«// 0 / sound sense and useful /»'»/«.”— Satuku ay Review. 

Conway (Moncure DO, Works by : 

Demonology and Devil- Lore. By MoNctJiiE D. Conway, 
M.A. Two Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

The Wandering Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. Crown * 
8vo, cloth extra, -6s, 

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and Recollections. By Moncure 
D. Conway, M.A. With Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2 is. 

Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players. 

By Dutton Cook. . * 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 'xs. 6d. 

Copjrright.— A Handbook of English and 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic W^orks. By Sidney 
jERRor.D, of the Middle Temple, Esq., BarristCr-at-Law. 

** TUI the time arnves when copyright shall be so simple and so twiform that 
it ran be gtHcrally understood and enjoyed, such a handbook as th%s will prone of 
great value. It is correct as well as concise, and gives just the kind and quantity 
of tnformaiion desired by persons who are tgnoranl of the subject , and turn to U 
for tnformahon and Athen^um. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d, 

Cornwall.— Popular Romance^ of the West 

of England : or, The Drolls, Traditions; and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall Collected aud Edited by Robert Hunt, P.R.S. New 
and Revise^ Edition* vcith Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustra- 
tions by George Cruixshank. 
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Crown 8vo, clotto ^tri, gilty with 13 Portmit$, *js. 61 . 

Oreasy’s Memoirs of SiniA^ StcmlaAs ; 

With Notioes of the Early History of Et<^ College. By Sir Edward 
_^CreasV, Aathor of T he Fifteen Decisi ve Ba ttles of the Wor ld 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, wiU> Etched Frontispiece, 7^. 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By W1X.LI AM Joke s, F.S.A., Auth^ o f Fi nger- Rin g Lcffe," &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria’s “ Dei D^itti e delle Fene.'* 
_ By James Ans on Farre r. , 

Cruikshank, George ; 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The Fjrst 
from 1835 to 1843; the Second liom 1844 to 1853, A Gathering oi the 
Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhkw, Ai.bert Smith, 
A’Beckktt, Robert BrUiucm, &c. With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel 
Engravings by Cruikshank, Hike, Lanijei,ls, Ac. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, two very thick volumes, 7s. 6f/. euch. 

The Life of George Oruikshank. By Blanchard Jerrold, 
Author of "The Life of Napoleon III.,*’ Ac. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and a List of his Works. Two Vois., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 

Crown 8vo, clo^h extra, 7s. 6rf. 

Cussans— Handbook of Heraldry f 

with Instructions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., Ac, By John E. Cussans. Entirely New and Revised 
Edition. Illustrated with over 400 Wot>dcuts and Coloured Plates. 

Two Vols., demy 410, handsomlely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
Illu'ttrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price £7 ys. 

Cyclopeedia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress — Regal, Ecclesiastical, Cixdl, and Militao' — 
from the Earliest Period in England to the TCignof George the Third, 
Including Notices of Contemporat^ous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a GcnerAl History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. Planche, Somerset Herald. 

ThcVolunies may also be had separately (each complete in itselt) at£3 JiS.Gd. each r 
• VoL I. THE DIOTIONART. 

Vol. II. A GENERAL HISTORY OF COST0ME IN BHBOPE. 

Also in 25 {’arts at 5^- each. Cases for binding, 5$. each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. Cd. 

Davenant.— What shall my Bon be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for tlieir 
Sons. By Francis Davenant, M.A. 

Crown 8vOy hmf- bound, i2j. 6rf. 

Drama, A Dicti(Hiaiy of the. 

Being a comprehemsive Guide tok the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdbra ahd America, from the 
Earliestito the Present Times. By W. DAyuNPORff Adams. (Uni- 
form with BREWER’S " Reader’s Handbook.^*) [In preparation^ 
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Entirely New Edition, -crown 8vn,',cloth ejxt^.JUlUtTOtedf 7 t. 6d, 

l>oran.-*-]ffemories of oW Qreat Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and theil* 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S. A. With 38 Illustrations. 

Crown 8wo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume, 

Barly English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

I. Pletcher’8 (Giles, B.D.) Com- 3. Horriok’s (Robert) Hesperl- 

plete Poems : Christ’s Victorie in des, Noble Numbers, and Com- 

Hcaven, Christ’s Victorie on plets Collected Poems. With 

Earth, Christ’s Triumph over MemoriaMntroduction and Notes, 

Death, and Minor Poems. With Steel Portrait, Ind ix of First 

Memorial-Introduction and Notes. Lines, and Glossarial Index, &c. 

One Vol. Three Vo Is. 

e. Dcvles’ (Sir John) Complete 4. Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Com- 

Poetical Works, including Psalms plete Poetical Works, including 

I. to L. in Verse, and other hither- all those in '‘Arcadia.” With 

to Unpublished MSS., for the Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, 

iQrst time Collected and Edited. Essay on the Poetry of Sidney, 

With Memorial Introduction and and Notes. Three Vols. 

Notes. Two Vols. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Emanuel. — On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ’, their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6rf. 

Englishman’s House, The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House* 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21s, 

Ewald.— Stories from the State Papers. 

By Aiex. Charles Ewald, F.3.A., Author of “ The Life of Prince 
Charles Stuart,” &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
M.onufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By 
F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards 
of 100 Illustrations by the Author. 

Demy Svo, cIotHtfixtra, 7s. 6cl. 

Familiar Allusions ; 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paiotings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, S»ldps, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By WxLUAUr A. Wheeler, Author of “ Noted Names of Fictiwi ; ” 
and Charles O. Wheeler. 
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Faraday (Iffichael), Works by: 

The Chemical History of a Oa&dle! Iketxsrtn ddiveted before 
a Juvenile Audience at the Royal Institution. Edited by William 
Crookes, F.C.S. Post 6vo, cloth extra, with numerous lUostratioas, 

On the Various Forces of Nature, aiid their Relations to each 
other: Lectures delivered before a Juyetule Audience at Che Royal 
Institution. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. Post 6vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustfations, js. 6d, 

Finger-Ring Lore : 

Historical, Legcndaiy, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Tones, F.S.A. With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

*' One 0/ tho&e goistping books which are as fall of amusement us oj instructiQii*** 

— Atiiln.lum. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

Fitzgerald.— Recreations of a Literaiy Man; 

or, Does Writing Pay ? With Recollections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's Working Life. By Percy Fitz- 
gerald. 

Gardening Books : 

A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 
to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management ol the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By George Glknny. Post bvo, cloth limp, its. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tom Ierrold, Author of “The Garden that Paid the 
Rent," &c. Post 8 vo, cloth limp, 35 6 ii. 

Household Horticulture ; A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and Jane Jefrold. IlJustrated. Post 6vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Kent. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 
15 . ; cloth limp, 15. Od. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 
George Heath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 55. 

One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman’s Magazine (The) for 1882. 

The January dumber of this Periodical cordained the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Stoiy', entiUed “ Dust,” by Julian Hawthorne, 
Author of “Garth," &c. “Science Notes," by W. Mattie u 
Williams, F.R.A.S,, will also be continued monthly. 

Now ready, the Volume for January to June, 1882, doth extra, 

price 8s. Od ; and Cases for binding, ^rice 2s. each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Glenny. — A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : lYactical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage* 
ment the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden, GEORGE* Glennv. 

' “ A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language. The 

amateur need not wish for a better gMwir.*'— Leeds Mercury. 
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THE RV5&IN CRTAftf.-Sguaie Svo, cl. ex.^&. 64 - : gUt edges, 64. 

Oerman Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grjmm, end Translated by Edgar Taylor. 
Edited with an Introduction by JOHN RtrsKiN. With 2a Illustrations 
on Steel by George Cruikshank. Both Series Complete. 

'* The must rations of this volume . * . are of quite steriine and admirable 
arty of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchingSy as I have before said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Drawing f were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
brandt {in some qualities of deHauation. unrivalled even by him). ... To make 
somewhat enlarged copies^bf them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
in schooh.*'-^Extract ftom Introduction by John Ruskin. 


Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, as. per volume. 


Golden Library, The ; 

BaUacL Hiatory of England. By 

W. C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Emerson’s Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin’s (William) Lives cf 

the Necromancers 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the 
Brealtfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A, Sala. 

Holmes’s Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original 
Illustrations. 

Irving’S (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. • 

Irving’S (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia. Both 
. Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimn^ Comer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollier. 


Mallory'S (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d’ Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Hound 
Table Edited by B. Montgomerie 
Ranking. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A 
New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M’Ckie, 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Hochefouoauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and • 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Beove. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 
and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke, 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and 
Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley V'^apers, &c. 

‘Shelley’s Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Dcistn, Zastrozzi, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White’s Natural Histoiy of Sel- 
borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
c Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 


Crown Svo, cloth jilt and gilt ed^es, 7s. 

Golden Treasmy of Thought, The : 

An ENCYCLdf iEDU OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of AH Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodors Taylor, , 
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New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6i‘ 

Greeks a,nd jElomans, Tlie Xji£e of 

Described from Antique Monuments. By EJUNSt* OuHL and W. 
Konbr. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 

'* Must find a place, not only upm the scholaf*s shelves, but in every tpelhehosm 
library of art News. 


Crown 8vo, cloth e^ttra, gilt, with Illustrations, 45. M, 

Onyot.— The Earth and Man.;* 

or, Physical Geography in its relation to the ^istory of Mankind. 
By Arnold Guyot. With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pi^irce* 
and Gray; 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and 
copious Index. 


Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak- 

ness, and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. PiNCps* 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, Bs. 

New Symbols Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
liegends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Two Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 

Half-Hours with r’oreign Novelists. 

With Notices of their Lives and Writings. By Helen and Alice 
ZiMMERN. A New Edition. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Hall.- -Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs. 

S. C. Hall. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by 
Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

**The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble* Miss Milford's beai^Uful English 
sketches tn ‘ Our Village,* but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
bright.’* — Blackwood’s Magazine. 

H'aweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of D^ess. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 
Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, is. ; cloth limp. is. 64. 

*' A well’<omtdered attempt to apply canons of good taste to the eostumes 

of ladies of our time Mrs. Hawets writes frankly and to the 

point; she does not mince matters^ but boldly remonstrates with her own sex 

on the follies they indulge in We may recommend the booh to the 

ladies whom it co«crr«s.”— A then 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. HawEis. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Colouscd Frontispiece and neariy 100 
Illustrations, xos. 6^. ^ 

The Art of D^oratloix, By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 3 vc. 

haod'^pmely bound and profusely Illustrated, zos. 

See also Chaucer, p. 6 0/ this Catalogue. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s^. 

Heath (F. G.)-My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By FRANCIS George HkaTH, Author of 
The Fern World, &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MQDERN POETS,— Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

“ The mertls of the book cannot be fairly estimated by means of a fexo extracts ; 
tt should he read at lenRik, to be appreciated properly, and in our opinion, its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read indeed.^' — St, James’s Gazette. 


Cr.Svo, bound in parchment, 8s. ; I-arge-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 15s. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2 S. Cd. 

Holmes. — The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 


Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. td. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8\x?, cloth extra, gilt edges, 65. 

Hood’s (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole: A Noah’s A rkmological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d, 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns and Hoaxes. 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and Illustrations. 


Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Home.— Orion : ^ 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Riciiard''Hkngist Horne. 
With Photographic Portrait from a Sledallion by Summers. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6rf. 

HoweU.— Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically cctjfsidered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Pplitical, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial A^ects. By Georg^e Howell. 

*^This book is anaitempt, and on the whole a successful ^^attempt, to place the 
work Of trade unions on the past, and their objects in the future, faisiy before the 
Public from the working rnan^s point of vizw.”— >P all Mall Gazette. 
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Demy Svo, cloth extra* 12s. 6 d. 

HuefTer.— The ^cmbadoar«i<: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Agea. By 
Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Ireland under the Land Act: * 

Letters to the Standard during the Crisis. Containing the most 
recent Information about the State of the Country, the Popular 
Leaders, the League, the Working of the Sub-Commissions, &c. 
With Leading Cases under the Act, givihg the Evidence in full; 
Judicial Dicta, &c. By E. Cant-Wall. : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s, 

Janvier. — Practical Keramics for Students. • 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

Will be found a u&eful handbook by those mho wtsh to try the inanufac{we at 
decoration of potter y\ and may be studied by all mho desire to know something of 
the flr/.’*— MORNING Post. 


A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 7s. 6 d. 

Jennings. — The Rosicrucians : 

Their Kites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page F’lates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

* The Garden that Paid the Kent. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 

15. ; cloth limp, 15 . 6d. ^ 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom and 
Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. Post iJvo, cloth limp, 25 . 6rf. 

Our Kitfihen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How wo Cook 
Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of “ The Garden that Paid the Kent, * 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 

^'‘The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out, and the result is an interesting and hiehly instructive little work, Mr, 
jerrold ts correct in saying that English pt&ple do not make half the use of vege^ 
tables they might ; and by showing now easily they can be gtmVn, and so obtained 
Jresh, he is doing a great deal to make them more popular.*’- Dailv Chronicle. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 145. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both “ The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and “ The Wars of the Jews.” 

Small 8 VO, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Kavanagh.— The PeasrI Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. 
With Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyk Smith. 

Genuine new fairy stSnes of the old type, some of them as delightful as 
best of Grimm’s ‘ German Popular Stones.’ .... For the most pari 'the stories 
are downright, thorough-going fairy stones of the most admWabU kind, . . * » 

Mr, Mytr Smith's illustrations, too, are Spectator. 
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Square 8vo, clo^ extra, ^ith Itlustratibus, 6s« 

gnight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By CBAR1.KS Mills. With by TBOMA« LiMBSAY, 


Crown 8 VO, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2 S. 6<?. 

Itfkce (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 


L^amb (Charles) : 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. 
With Reminiscences and Notes by W. Carew With Han- 

cock’s Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare 
First Editions of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s Works, and numerous Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10$. 

Lamb’s Complete Works, in Prose and Verse, reprinted from the 
Original Editions, with many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile ol a Page of the “Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s, Qd, 

” A complete edition of Lamb*$ wridin^i^ in prose and verse, has hn^ been 
wanted, and ts now supplied. The editor appears to have taken f;reat pains to 
bring together Lainb*s scattered cminbutions, and his collection contains a 
number 0/ pieces which aie now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in various old periodicals “—Saturday Reviev'. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince Dorns. By Charlrs Lamb. 
Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

” The quaint and delightful little book^ over the recovery of which alt the 
hearts of Jm lovers are pet warm with rejoicing ,'' — A, C. Swinburne, 


Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Lares and Penates > 

Or, The Background of Life. ^By Florence Caddy. 

** The whole book is well worth reading, for it is full of practical suggestions. 
We hope nobody will be deterred from taking up a book which teaches a good deal 
about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones ,'* — Graphic. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'jrs* 

Life in London ; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of CRuiKSHANK’s Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 


Crown ^vQ, cloth extra, 6s. 

Lights on the Way : 

Songs' Tales within a Tale) By the late T. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited, widj an Fjfplanatory Note, by H A. lf*AOE, Author of 
Thordau : A sftudy.” 
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Longfellow: * - . ? , . 

Longl^Uow’d Compile Profit Woiks. including Mcr/* 

“ Hyperion/* “ Kavanagh,** “ The Poets and Poetry of Itorope/* and 
Driftwood,** with Portrait and Illustrations by Valkn-thiis: BnouLfiY. 
Crown 0VO, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ^ 

Xtong[feUow’ji Poetioal Works. , Carnfolly Reprinted from the 
Original Editions. With numerous fine lUusf rations on Steel and WiM>dt 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 s, 6i. 


Crown 8vo, doth extra, 5s. > 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By A Sane Patient, 

“ The story is clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the Sttb^efd 
be. There is no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger, whatever may 
have been the evidence for our author's madness when he was consigned to OA 
asylum, nothing can be clearer than hts samiy when he vi>rote this book; U i's 
bright, calm, and to the point." Spectator, 


Demy Svo, with Fourteen fuU-page Plates, cloth boards, i8«. 

Lusiad (The) of Oamoens. 

Translated into Fnglish Spenserian Verse by Robert FfRENCII DuFPt 


McCarthy (Justin), Works by: 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria 
to the General Election of 1880. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each. 

“ Celticism IS dtsamted before a combositton which provokes little but approval. 
7 his is a really good book on a really interesting subject, and words piled on 
z^'ords could say no more for if.”— -S aturday Review. 

History of the Four Georges. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Four Vols, deray 8vo, cloth eactra, 12s. each. [In preparatum* 


For Mr. McCarthy's Novels, see pp. 21, 23. 



Crown 8 VO, doth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Maclise Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary. 

Characters : 85 fine Portraits, wdth Descriptive Text, Anecdotal «ind 
Biographical. By William Bates, B.A. [fn preparation. 

^ 

Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 55. 

Magna Charta, ^ 

An exact Fadlimile of the Ori^al ETocument in the British Museum, 
printed on fine pletemper, nearly 3 feet long by^s^ feet Wide, %ith the 
Anns and Seals enxblajsoned in Gold and Colours. 




BOOKS PVBLiSHSD BY 


i€ 


Hacqaoid (Mrs.)> Works by : ' 

In the Ardennes. By KATHAftiNs S. MAOQtrotn. With 50 fine 
Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 6vo. cloth extra, xos. 6 d, 
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Katharine S. Macquoio. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas ^ 
MACQUOif). Squar^ ovo, cloth gilt, xos. 

TTbrougb Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 
90 Illustrations by T, R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d. 
Through Brittany. ^ Katharine S. Macquoid. With 
numerous Illustrations by T, R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d 
** The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander- 
inf^ from one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted scene .** — Morning Post. 


Mallock (W.H.), Works by: 

Is Life Worth Living ? By William Hurrell Mallock. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The New Bepublio ; or, Culture. Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By W. H Mali.ock Post 8vo, cloth hmp, 2s. 6 d, 
The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W. H. Mallock Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6 d, 

Poems. By W. H, Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8.?. 
A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 
Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 315 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 
throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous lllustra> 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With too 
I llustrations. Small 8 vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d, Cheap Edition, illust. bds.,2jr. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe . The Innocents 
Abroad, and The New Pilgrim’s Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2S. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

_ . Post bvo, illustrated boards, as. 

The Prince and the Paiiper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 
300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yz. 6<f. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, T^e New Pilgrim's Progresn: 
Being some Account oi the Steaqjship *' Quaker City’s’* Pleasure Ex- 
rursion to F.urope and the Holy^.and. With Illnstrations. ly 
Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extr.i, 75. 6 d. 

The Innocents at Hom^ and Roughing It. By Mark Twain, 
With 200 II lustra lionrbyl^'. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d. 
The stolen White Elephant, &o. By Mark Twain. Crown 

8 vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark 'Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 75. 64. 

“ The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is mdoiijest in every line, make , of all this episode of 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece of work that ts not only delighlful as mere 
reading, but alscf^'of d high degree of merit as hterature. . , . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal, to the 
funniest of those that have gone before.** — ^ATHENAfUM. 
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Post 8vq, cloth limp, m. 64- per volume. 


Mayfair Library, The 

The New Eepublio. By W. H. 

Mam^ck. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

J^y^W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Ddvicisoa. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 

Thornbuuy. 

^ Thoreau; His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Pack. 

By stream and Sea. pv Wil- 

liam SENIOR. 

Jeux d’Espri^. Edited ‘ N'ry 

S. Li !0{'. 

PuniHiia. By Lhe iL n : 

UoULIiV. 

More Puniana, By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowlly. 

Puck on Pesasus. By H. 

Cholmondfli-.y-Pynnicli.. 

The Speeches of Charles 

DiCKi N.S. 

Muses of Mayfair Edited by 
H. Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

A Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat-Savarin. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 

wntin^j. By Don Felix df Sal 

MANI’A. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 

llENKV J. Jennings. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 
I'’olUt8, Frolics, By W. T. Dobson. 
Poeucal Ingenuities andEccen- 
<ricities. Selected and Edited by 
W. T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palett^. By Robert 

Kempt, • 

Latter-Day L 3 rrics Edited by 


Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. Containing; 
The Wiqjjced World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity —The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. Secono Series. Containing ; 
Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweet- 
hearts— DauT Druce — Gretchen— 
Tom Cobb— The Sorcerer— H.M.S 
Pinafore— The Pirates of Per4zaace, 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 
S. Leigh. . * 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 

dotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

Th#^ Agony Column of “ The 
1 iuies,*' <rom 1800 to 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction,by Alice Clav. 

The CupboEurd Papeis. By 

Fin-Bec. 

Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Macgregor. 

: »dlzao'B Com6die Humaine * 
and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker 

Melancholy Anatomised ; A 

Popular Abridgment of “ Burton's 
Anatomy of MeJaucholy.*’ 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 

by W. Davenport Adams. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's 
Note*Book. By Andrew WjlS‘>n, 
F.R.S.E. 

The Autocrat of the Break- 

iast-Table. By Oliver Wendeli- 
Holmes. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 

Forensic Anecdotes ; or, Hu- 
mour and Curiosities of the Law 
and of the Men of Laiv. By Jacoe 
Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 

Larwood 


W. Davenport Adams. 

Ot/ter Volumes are tn preparation 


Small 8yo, cloth limpfVith Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 

Miller.— Physiology for the Young ; 

Or, The House of Wife : Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservatiogi of Health. For use inK:iasses and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations, By Mrs. F. FENWigic Miller. 

" An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and eii}oy 
life shoMd have at their fingers* ruds,*'— E ch®. 



ifS' vi^Brs pmLtmkD by 


ISUtoa (J. L.), Works by : ^ 

TbA Hi^igleixe of the Skin;; A Coociee Set of I^tiles for the 
Maeagemeot of the Skin; with £>urections for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
** &c. By J. U Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John’s Hospital. Small 

Svo^ is . ; cloth extra, is. 64^ 

The Bath in Plseaaes of the Sldn. Small Svo, is . ; cloth extrai 

15 . 


Large 4to, bound in buckram, 2^5. 

Moncrieff.— The Abdication; or, Time Tries All. 

An Historical Drama.' By W. D. Scott-Moncribff. With Seven 
Etchings by John Pettie, R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. Mac 
WniRTER, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. 


Square Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, ys.hi. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

‘M dclight/til fcoofe, of a kind ti>htch is far too rare. If anyone wants to nally 
know the North Italian folk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, ana 
read Mrs. Carr's pages tnstead, . . Description with Mrs. Carr is a real gift. . 
It IS rarely that a book is so happUy a/Ittstmterf."— Con rEMPOiuRv Rkvikw. 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 5s. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 


Croivn 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol. 


Old Dramatists, The : 

Ben Jonson's Works. 1 

With Notes Critical and Explanatory, ' 
and a Biographical Memoir bv VVii.- ’ 
LIAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel ' 
CuNNtNUMAM. Three Vols. 

Chapman’s Works. 

Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. con* 
tains the Plays complete, including 
the doubtful ores; Vol. II, the 
Poems and Minor Translations, with j 
an Introductory Essay by Algernon » 


Charles Swinburne ; Vol. III. tlie 
Translations of th© Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe’s Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited , 
with Notes and Introductiou, by Col. 
CUNNI.NGHAM. Ono Vol. 

Massinger’s Flays. 

From the Text of William Gifford. 
Edited by Col, Cunningham. One 
Vol. 


O’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O’Shaughnessy. Fcap. 
8vo, cloth extra, yx. ^ 

Music and Moonlight. By Arthur O’Shaughnessy. Foap, 

8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. »> ^ 

Lays of France. By Arthur O'Shaughnessv. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, jos. 6d. * 


Post §.vo, cloth limp, is. %d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Band< 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. ^ ■ 
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Large 4to, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully lllvf^tcatedi 31s. 

Pastoral Days ; • 

Or, Memories Of a New England Year. By W. Hamii*To» Gibson, 
With 76 Ilhistrations in the highest sty^ of Woc><^ Engraving. 

“ The volume contains a prose poem, with iilwtrdiioHS in the shape of wood 
engravings more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts of mo^ men to 
coHggiKg.”— S c otsman. • 

Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, 6s, 

Payn.— Some Private Views : 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineieenth Century and T^ " 
Times* By James Pavn, Author of “ Lost Sir Massingberd,’* See. 

For M r. Payn’s Novels, s e e pp. 21, 23, 24 . 

Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, Jos, 6rf. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Meu. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and A 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William LANaHORNE. 


New Novels: 

IN MAREMHA. By OuiDA. 3 vols., crown Svo. 

FOR CASH ONLY, By James Payn. 3 vols., crown Svo, 
PRINCE SARONI'S "V^PE. By Julian Hawthorne. 2 vols, 
MARTYRDOM of MADELINE. By Robert Buchanan. 3 vols. 
COALS OP PIRB. By D. Christie Murray. 3 vols., crown Svo. 
THE PRINCE OP WALES’S GARDEN-PARTY. By Mrs. 

J. H. Riddell. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

WILKIE COLLINS’S NEW NOVEL. 3 vols^, cr. Svo. [Shortly. 
• NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 2 volS,» 

post Svo, 12S. 

KEPT IN THE DARK. By Anthony Trollope, 2 vols., 
post Svo, izs. [In preparation. 

VALENTINE STRANGE. By D. Christie Murray. 3 vols., 
crown 8vo. [In preparation. 

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OP MEN. By Besant 

and Rice. 3 vols., crown Svo. , [In preparation, 

THE GOLDEN SHAFT. By Charles Gibbon, 3 vols., crown 
Svo. - preparati on, 

Crown Svo, red cloth extra, 5s. each. 

Ouida’s Novejs.— Library Edition. 


Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

Ohandos. 

Under Tvo Flags. 

Idalia. 

Oeoil CasUemaine’s Gage. 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

PolleParine, • 


Pasoarel. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes, 
Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

^iadne. 

^ PTiendflhip. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Vill|age Gommnne. 


A Dog of Plandersa 
*0* Also a» Cheap Edition of all but the last, posi^ Svo, illhstraM 
boards. ^5. each. 




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Librakv Editions, many Illustrated, crown Syo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d< each. 


Fiocftdilly Norela, The. 




BY MRS. ALMXAI^DBR. 
Maid, Wife, or WidoV P 

BY W, BBS A NT <5* JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

My Littie Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

With Harp and Crown. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

'Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. 

Juliet’s Guardian. 

Br WILKIE COLLINS, 
Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret 
Queen of Hearts. 

My Miscellanies. 

The Woman in White. 

The Moonstone. ' 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs P 
The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. * 

The Black Robe. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. , 

BY MRS. AN Niff EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 


BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 

^ Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

In Love and War. 

What will the World Say ? 
For the King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Queen of the Meadow. 
in Pastures Green. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

A Heart's Problem. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

Ellice Quentin. 

Sebastian Strome. 

BY MRS ALFRED HUNT. 
Thomicroft’s Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, JuH. 
Confldenoe. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

c 757 HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 

Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LIN f ON. 

\ Patricia Kemball. 

Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

“ My Love ! " 
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Piccadilly NovELs-^o«^t#itt^<f. 
BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy’s t>«aghter. 

14iiley Roohford. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Dady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
Lost Bose. 

The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! 

■Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLRMASS. 
Touch and G-o. 

DY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

* Lost Sir Massingberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Fallen Fortunes, 

Halves. 

Walter’s Word 
What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than We're Fainted. 
By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

From Exile. 

Carlyon’s Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Prom Exile. 1 


, BY CH 4 RJLMS REAVE, D.CL. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
HardOash. 

Peg Woffington, 

Christie Jphnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt, 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Lcng. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 

The Autobio^phy of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in His Place, 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

BY MRS. J. II. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. 

One Against the World. 

The Lion in the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud Maisie. 

Cressida. 

The Violin 'Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator, 

BY T, A, TROLLOPE. 
Disimond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride’s Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65, 

PlanoHS.— Songs and Popms, from 1819 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, wiiid an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7.'!. 6 d. 

Poe’s Cl\6ice Prose and Poetical Vforks. 

With Baudelaire's “ Essay." 



n ‘ BOmS PUBLISJ^BD BY 

-.j ^ 

Post 8vOf illustrated boards, SS| each. 

Popular Kovols, Cheap Editions ofw 

[Wilkie Colliws's Novels and Bssant and Rice's Novels may^ilsobe hart 
In cloth limp at af. 6d, See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, / or Library BdiUom. ] 

BY HAMILTOIJ AWE 


Confidenoes. 

Oarr of Oarrlyon. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widows 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 

Eeady-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Grown. 

This Son of Vuloan. 

My Little airl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's.Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Grantley Grange. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Gamp Notes. 

Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTE. 

An Heiress of Bed Bog. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Gabriel Conroy, 

BY F. E. BURNETT. 

Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. II. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 

Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Soula. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. 

Basil. 

ITidft and Se^. 

The Dead Secret * 

The Queen of BAarta. 

My MisceUanies. 


The Woman In Wliite. 

The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Mias Pinch. 

Miss or Mrs. ? 

The New M^dalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. 

Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 

Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Polly, 

Bella Donna. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. • 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCII.LON. 
Olympia. 

Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 


BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 



The Dead Hpail:. 

In Love and War. 

For the King, 

Queen of the Mead<^. 
In Pastures Green. 
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Popular Novels*— 

BY yAUES CREBI^WOOD. 

* Bick Temple. 

/?r /I.VMEW' HALLIDAY. 
Every-day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, , 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice Quentin. 

BY TOM HOOD. 

A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY AIRS. ALFRED HUNT 
Thornicroft’s Model. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Pated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

iJl* HARRIETT JAY, 

The Queen of Connaught, 
t The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 

OakshoU Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LYNTON. 
Patricia Eemball. 

Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost, 

Under which LordP 
With a Silken Thread. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
Dear Lady Disdain. ' 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Linley Bochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. , 

BY KATHAtilNE A UACQUOID, 
The Evil Eye. 

Lost 


BY FLORENCE MARRY AT, 

Open! Sesame! 

A Harvest of Wild Oats. 

A Little Stepson. 
Fighting«the Air. 

Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLE MASS. 
Touch and Go. 

Mr. DorilUon. 

BY D. CHRtSTIR MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement. 

BY MRS. OLIEHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

IdEdia. 

Cecil CasUemaine's Gage. 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pasoarel. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes* 
Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistreilo. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 

Lest Sir Massingberd. 

A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 
Cecil’s Tryst. 

The Clyfihrds of Oiyflfe. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

•The Foster Brothers 
’ Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Xiike Son, 

A Marine Eesldenoe. 

Married Benesth Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 
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Popular Novels— 

Jambs YAWt’^-^conUnued, 

Not Wooed? but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Bewerd. 
The Beat of Husbands. 
Walter’s Word. « 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

XiessBlach than We’re Fainted. 
By Proxy. 
tJ.ider One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Carlyon’s Year. 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY CHARLES RE ADR, D.Cd^. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington. 

Ohdatie Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Xjove Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in his Place. 

BY MRS. y. H. RIDDELL- 
Her Mother’s Darling. 


BY GBORGB AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaalight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. 

One Against the World. 

The Lion in the Path. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

A Match in the Dark. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for Uie Marhies. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 
Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

BY LADY WOOD. 

Sabina. 

J 5 V EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 

Forlorn Hope. 

Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why P. Ferroll Killed his Wife. 


Fcap, 8vd, picture covers, is. each. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds, By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie's. “ 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of " That Lass o’ Lowrie’s." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton, By the Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.’* 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

The Professor’s Wife. By Leonard Graham. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 

Esther’s Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 


Small 8vo, cloth ^xtra, with 130 Illitetrations, 39, 

Prince oC>Argolis, The: 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time, By J. Moyr SMITH- 


CHATfd S- WtUatHS] PICCADILLY. * 3 . 

Proctor (R. A.), Works by; 

XSasy Stap Lessons. With Star Maps tot Every Night in the Year. 

Drawings of the.ConsteUations, &c. Crown 8«o, f»otb eaira, 65. 
Familiar Soienoe Studies. Crown 8vot eleth extra* 75; 6d« 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. ByRtcSARO A. Proctor. 

Author of “ Other Worlds than Ours,” &c. Cr(Avn 8vo, doth extra* 6s. 
Pleasant Ways in Science. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Bough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 

Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cibth extra, 6s, 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contra^ing our 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ‘ 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Proctor. New and Re- 
vised Edition, with Plates, demySvo, cloth extra, 105 . bd. [In preparation. 
Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6 d, 

“ Mr, Proctor, of all writers of our Ume, best conforms to Matthew A mold's coH‘ 
ception of a man of culture, tn that he strives to humamse knowledge and divest it 
of whatever is harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes it a source of happiness aifd 
brightnes s for all*'* — Westm inst er Review. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6i. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The ; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J. R. Planche, Sorrersit 
Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. 

Cro^vn 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

• Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic lllustrati«)ns by Guktave Dore. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 7s. bd. 

Rambosson. — Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

ICntirely New Edition Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 

Reader’s Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 

ferences. Plots, aj^d Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Bkewer. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a N%w Appendix containing a Complete 
English Bibliography. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of Health, and 

other Papers. By Benjamin ^ard Richardson, M.D., &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. per V^oJume. 

Robinson. — Natural History of the Poets. 

By Phil. RobiiTson, Author of *' Under the Punkah,” &c. Ih Four 
Volumes. Vol. I. The Birds. Vol. II. Tbe Boas^. Vol III. The 
I'a’Ana of Fancy, Vol. IV. The Flora Of Poetry, \lvs preparation. 



a6 BOOKS PVBLISBEP BY 

ftimmer (Alfred), Works by 

Out Old Ootmtr; Tawns. By ALPRst) With aver 50 

lUuftrations by the Author. Square Bvo, clath axtra, gilt, los,'^. 
Ramblee Bound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Himmer. With 

50 lUustrations by the Author, Squai*6 8vo, cloth gilt, ios. 6 d. Also au 
KniTiON Luxe,^ 4to (oulyalinuted number printed), with the Illusts. 
boautifuliy printed on China pape^, half-bound boards, edges uncut, 43s. 
About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by Alfred 
Rimmgr and C. A. Vanderhoof. Sq. 8vo, cl. gilt, ws.Hd, (/ft prtpatation» 


Ilihdsomely printed, price 5s. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a . d . 1066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s. 6d. each. 

“ Secret Out ” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasiury; 
01, Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bbi.lew, 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, Whjte Magic, Sleight ot Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illnsts. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusoraents. By Clara Bel- 
le w. Many Illustrations. 


Magician's Own Book t 

! Performances with Cups ami Bails, 

' Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, iVc. All 

Irom Actual Experience. Eduod by 
■ W. H, Ckemer. 200 Illustrations, 

, Magic No Mystery : 

‘ Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, Sir , 

; with fully descriptive Directions ; the 

I Art of Secret Writing ; Training oi 

, Performing Animals, &c. Coloined 

! Frontispiece and many Illustrations, 

j The Secret Out : 

I One Thousand Tricks with Cfiid-^, 

, and other Recreations ; with Entci - 

taming Experiments m Dr.Twing’ 
I room or “ White Magic." By W. H. 

, Cremer. 300 Engravings. 


Shakespeare ; 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mp. William Siiakespeake’s 
Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Original! Copies. London Printed by Isaac Iagqard, and Eo BuouifT, 
1623.'— A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facssnnih' 
by a photographic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail. Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare, Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile oi 
Prolshout’s Portrait, Post 8v®, cloth extra, 7s. 6 d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. Wit^ numerous Illustrations, coloun d and 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown' 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare Muslo. Bdng an Account of 
350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken fronr the Plays and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from^he Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time, By Alfred Roffe. 4to, half-Rosburghc, '7s. 

A S-tudy of Shakespeare. By Algernon Charles Svstinburne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extras 8$. ^ 





CHATTO WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 


i; 


' dro^Arii 8vo, cloth^ extra, 6s. 

Senior.— Travel and Trout in the Antipodes, 

All Axigler’s Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WiLLIaM 
Senior (“ Red- Spinner"), Authorof “ By Stream and Sea." 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with so full-page Tinted Illustrations, •^s. 6 d, 

Sheridan’s Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes. Puns,&c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with loo Illustrations, 7s. 6 d. 

Signboards ; 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. Cd. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 


Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d, 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 

ByJ. Hamke, F.R.S.L. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Spalding.— Elizabethan Demonology : 

An lissay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. ALFRED SPALDING, LL.B. 


Crown 4to, with Coloured Illustration.s, cloth gilt, 6 s. 

Spenser for Children. 

r.y M. H. Towry. With Illustrations by Walter J. LIorgan. 


A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55, 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By Howard STAUN»roN. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 


Crown 8vo, -cloth extra, qs. 

Stedman. — Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By EpMUN^oLARENCE Stedman. 


Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by : 

FamilibV Stupes of Men and Boolte. By R. Louis SxEyENSON, 

Cro^n 8vo, cloth extra, Cs. ^ 

New Arabian Nights, By R. Louis Stevenson. Two Vols, 

*’pOSt 8V0, I2S. 
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Two Vols. , crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24s. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a ^blishor’s 

Iif6. By Alexander Strahan. [In the press, 

: 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, With Illustrations, 7 s. 6d 

Stratt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England ; incliTdKig the Rural and Domestic Itecreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With i<i<i 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 


Crown 8 vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 7 s. 6d 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Ue-^idential Guide to Favourite I^ndon Localities, their Society, 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Ratos, 
and House Accommodation. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations 7 s. Cd. 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Vcise. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of tlio 
Maps in tlie Original Edition of “Gulliver’s Travels.” 


Swinburne’s Works: 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 

mono. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

Atalanta in Calydon. 

A New Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Chastolard. * 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, ys. 

Poems and Ballads. 

First Series. Fcap Svo, 95. Also 
in crown Svo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Second Series. Fcap. Svo, 95. Also 
in crown Svo, at same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 

Svo, IS. j 

William Blake : * 

A Ciitica) Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy Svo, 16s. 

Songs before Sunrise « 

Crown Svo, roj. 6d. 

Bothwell : 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, i«. 6d. 


George Chapman ; 

An Essay. Crown Svo. 7s, 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown Svo, izs. 

Erechtheus ; 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. * 

Note of an English Republican 
on the Muvmvitc Crusade, Svo, iv 
A Note on Charlotte Brgnta 
Crown Svo, 6s 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown Svo, 8s. 

Songs of thTe, Springtides. 

Crown Svo, 6s. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown 8Vb. 7s 

Mary Stuapt. < 

A Tragedy. Crown Jvo, 8s. 

Tristram of Lypnesse, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, 9s. « 



CUATTO <S- >-WmJ>iJS, PICdiDJLLY. 


Small 4to* cloth extra, lUustfatedt 'ssa.' 

• Sword, The Book of the 

Being a History of the Sword, and its ITse in alT dountrles, from 
the Earliest Times. By Captam Richard Burton. ^With over 400 
Illustrations. • [In.^repamtwn. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with fllustrAtions, 75.^, , . 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, • 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Conftofation, and hi Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of ROWLANDSON’S droll page lUostra* 
tions in Colours, and Lile of the Author by J. C. IloTTEN. 


Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth boards, 30s. 

Taine’s History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. 

*** Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 155. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 65. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith, 

One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6 d, 

•Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

“ Clancarty," “ Jeanne Dare,” “ ’Twixt Axe and Crown,” " The Fool’s 
Revenge." '* Arkwright's Wife,” Anne Boleyn,” ** Plot and Passion. '* 

The Plays may also be bad separately, at Is. each. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 75. 6<f. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters m the books of his every- 
day reading. With Coloured Frontispiece and Hundreds of Woct^ 
Pmgravings, facsimiled from Mr.fThackeray’s Onginal Drawings. 

Thombury (Walter), Works by: 

Haunted London, By Walts^ Vhornbury, A New Edition, 
Edited by Eiiward Wai-ford, M A., with numerous ^"uatrations by 
F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown tivo, cloth extra, ys. 

The Life Correapondence of J. M. W. Turner. Founded 

upon Letftrs and^ai>ers furnished by his Friends and fellow Academic 
cians. ^ Walter Thornbury. A New Edition, consid/^rably Enlarged, 
With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled from Tufuer^S 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys* 64. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crowa 8vo, oloth extra, gilt edges, with* Illusttations, 7s. 

l!lioiQ.6on’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence. . 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Ali.an CUNNING- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Timbs (John), Works by ; 

Clubs and Clubj,Ijife in London With Anecdotes of its Famous 
Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. By John Timi»s, F.S.A, With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. dd, 

English Ecoentrica and Eccentricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Irapostur^s, and Fanatic Missions, Straiifie Sights 
and Snorting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, 
&c. BV John Timbs, F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6 ct. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extr-i, 14s. 

Torrens.— The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. For^ming VoL ] c/ P ro- 
CoNSXiL and Tribune : Wellesley and O’Connell • Historic 
Portraits, By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Demy 8vo, cloth c^tra, with Illustrations, 9s. 

Tunis : the Land and the People. 

By Ernst \on Hesse -Wartegg. With 22 fine Illustrations. ^ 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, witli Map and Ground-Plans, 14s. 

Walcott.— Church Work and Life in English 

Minoters; and the Fnjlish Student’s Monasticon. By the Rev, 
Mackenzie E. C, Walcott. B.D. 

The Twenty-Fccond Annual Edition, for 1882, cloth, full gilt, 50s. 

Walford.— The County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M.A. Containing Ncrtices o) 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, of more than 12,00c 
distinguished Heads of Familfes, their Heirs Apparent or Presump 
live, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Countrj 
Addresses, Clubs, ckc. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth afilique, with Illustrations, 7s. 6</. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler ; 

' or. The Contemplative Man's Recrea tion*; being a Discourse of River! 
Fishponds, Fish aiwf Fishing, written by I7AAK Waltons and Ir 
Rtruction* how to Angle for a Trout or Grayliitg in a plear Stream, b 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harri 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Hlustrationst * 



cnATT& &': w wpvsrMccAt>jt0^ ■ '' ^ ■•m '- 

Crown 8vo, cloth exti%, 3*. M.'per votem*, 


Wanderer’s Library, The : 


.Henie Bngland in the Olden 
Tiin«f. Gkobgb Daniel. With 
IllnsUmions by RobT. Crvikshank. 
Tl?e Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
The Wilds of London. By 
James Greenwood, 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 
Incinding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
'l avei n&, Coffee* Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles IIindley. With lllusts. 
Circtis Life and Circus Celebri* 

ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives 6f the Conjurers. 

i?y Thot fe frost. 

Tlw Life and Adventures of a 
ChtM[' Jack By One of the Fiater* 
nity. Kihtal by Charles Hindley. 
Ttie story of the London Parka. 

By )a( OB L >,RwooD. With lllusts. 
Low-Life Deeps An Account 
ot the Strange Fish to be found there, 
r.y James Grpekwood. 


Seven Gemerfttiang of 
tioners; MBmoirs of the 
Family (i688 M EdihW by 

Henry Saigon. • 

The World Behind th© Bcm^* 

0 By Percy Fixeoeeald. 

London Characters. By Hbksv 

Mayhew. Illustrated. 

I '/> • 

! The Gehial Showman ; Lije 

and Adventures of Artomu$ Ward. 

1 By E. P. Hingston. Froutispiigce. 

I Wanderings in Patagonia; or. 

I Life among the Ostrich By 

j JuLiu<i Bferbomm. Illustrated. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Charlt s Warren Stod 
DARD. Illustrated by Wallls Mac 

KAY. 

Savage Life. By pREnF.r.iCK 

, Boyle. [f^i f/ir 

! Camp Notes. By Frederick 

1 Boylc. (In 


Carefully piinted oh paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2S, 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this iniponant Document, with the Fif?y*uine 
» Si;.;«aturt!a of the Regicides, and coraesponding Seals. 


iloaiUifully printed on paper to imitate the Original IvIS., price as. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizatftitb, and 
a I'acsimile of the Gre.at Seal. 


Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4s. Gd. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pottery and Force- 

lain ; or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hodder 
M. Westroi’P. W*th numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 


• Sfa’Entii Epttion. Square 8vo, is. 

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. MACNEILL WlIIS^pR. ^ , 


Large 4to, cloth extra, 31s, 6d. 

White Mountains (The* Heart of the) : * 

Their Legend aij^ Scenery. By SamusJL A*dams Prake^ With 
nearly 100 illustrations by W. Hamilton Gibson. 





rwi 


I 'wr*rs. 




WSl^imm 'by.* 


U $borl By ”fV Mattibu WxLUAMfs 

^ P^A St, 5 C $ Ooiwxt 0, ctetli «»fau, 6#f [M thx prm 

4 Mtelple ^€iAtiir« tm Heat By W Mattitxu Wiiuaks, 
FJk a S , S Cn^urn Bvo, Cloiii Ump, with lllustnition$, 2 S 6d 


*97118011 {Dr. Andrew), Works by : 

Oliapters on JBvoltttioii A Popular Hwtory of the Darumiin and 
Alh'ed Tlttiorits of Developthent By Andrew Wii son, IhV 1 R S E 
CtowD Bvo, cloihffEtia, With 300 Illustrations, 7 s td [S/tort/3 

X^aves i! 2 om a NatumUsta Kote-book By Andrew Wilson, 
IHi D . F R S t, [A Volume oi ‘ The Mayfair Librar) ) Post 8vo, 
c»otii Imip «s drf 

La^sure-Time Studies ohiejQy Biological Py Andrew 
W iLSOv, Fh D , I RSI Second LdiU^n Crown Bvo cloth extra with 
Jliustrationa, 6s 


** U IS Util when ue can take up the vorl of a realh qualified <«t tor, 
uko Mithe ptiervah of his moresrnous professional lubouts sets himvelf *( 'ttnfPtfi 
knowledge in SMch a spnple and elemeniaty form as may at*^ract and ins*rp6ti 
t^iih m danger of misleading the t>»o tn natutal science i>uih a ^rh s tkts 
lit fid vaJume,made up of essays and addresses utUten and delixeu* by Pr, 
Andrew Wilson, let turer and examiner in itcience at 1 dtnouigh and Glasgow, 
at le^sttreinieevall tna busy professional lift l>r IV tS i*s t«n,e$ teem 

with maffor wtpnuiating to a healthy love of science and a reverence fi 1 the 
truths of nature * — Sai unoav Review 


Small 6vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 

Wooing (The) of the Water Witch : - 

A KhS’dverh Oddity By E\ an Dai dornb lllvist b> J Moi R 


(prown 8vo half bound, 12 s Cd 

Woi^s, Facts, and Phrases ; 

A Dictionary of CwriOwv Quaint, and Out of the ^y 'Matters By 
Elie'^r LdwarDn 


‘Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Oaatetuae Hiatory of the Georges {The House of Ilanov&s) 
With 400 Pictures Caricatures Stjuibs Broadsides Window Pic urea, 
ByTnOMAs WftiGHT, F,S A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 7s 6 d 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesi^ue tn Art Liteiature, 
sctthitwrc and Painting By 1 homas Wuchi, F & A Pioiustly lilue* 
trated by F W Fairholt, F S A Lar^e post 8vo, cloth 75 6d 


Demy Bvo, «$ 

Bulhland, <A Defence. oD, and its King. 

With m Ai^endnt containing Correspondence on the sulyect of Uie 
Release of Cetsw4yD« stc By hatiy F X^orbrcb Dxxie. 

: — ^ 

paiRtsas, ffa, st. johm sTitsa 
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